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INTRODUCTION. 

Every body nowadays publishes Memoirs; every one has 
recollections which they think worthy of recording. Following 
the example of many others, I might long ago have taken & 
retrospective view of the past ; I might have revealed a number 
of curious and unknown facts respecting a period which has 
aivetted the interest of the world ; but the truth is, I was not 
until recently, infected with the mania, which is so uni\|pal of 
memoir writing, I felt a cejJjain degree of vexation, whlliever 
I observed an announcement of new memoirs. 

I entered into life at a period fertile in remarkable events, and 
I lived in habits of daily intimacy with the actors of the great 
political drama which has engrossed the attention of Europe 
for thirty-five years. It will therefore be difficult for^pfe to 
refrain from speaking of individuals* when events bring them 
forward on the scene. This will be disagreeable, but I cannot 
help it. # 

I have witnessed, and have even been engaged in many of 
the agitated scenes which occurred during an epoch of wonder 
and horror ; and though I w r as at the time very young, every 
incident remains indelibly engraven on my memory. The im- 
portance of events, on which the fate of a great nation depended, 
could not fail to influence the bent of my mind. This influence, 
I imagine, must have been felt by all women who have been my 
contemporaries. With regard to myself, at least, I can con- 
fidently affirm that I retain no recollection of the joys of early 
childhood ; of the light-heartedness, which at that period of 
Madame Jukot,~yol. i. 
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life annihilated sorrow, and leaves behind ari imperishable im- 
pression. No sooner did my understanding begin to develop 
itself, than I was required to employ it in guarding all my words 
and gestures: for at the period to which I allude, the veriest 
trifle might become the subject of serious investigation. Even 
the sports and games of childhood were rigorously watched, 
and I shall never forget that a domiciliary visit was made to 
our house at Toulouse, and my father was on the point of being 
arrested, because, while playing at the game called ia Tour, 
Spreads garde! I said to a little boy of five years old, u You 
shall be Monsieur le Dauphin” Continual danger imposed on 
every individual the obligation of not only guarding his own 
conduct, but observing that of others. Nothing, however 
trifling, was a matter of indifference to the heads of families, and 
those who surrounded them ; and the child of ten years old 
became an observer. It was in the midst of these torments 
that the first years of my youth were passed : later education 
resumed its course, and a mother of a family ceased to tremble 
for -the fate of a father and a husband. At the period to w hich 
I refer, the misfortunes of France were at their height. The 
-impressions which I then imbibed are perhaps the strongest I 
ever experienced. Hitherto my eye and my ear had been atten- 
tive ; I observed and listened with avidity. The nature of my 
education no doubt contributed to strengthen my mind. My 
studies were not of a superficial kind, but were those usually 
allotted to young men. My father, who loved me tenderly, 
had me educated in his own house, and under his own super- 
intendence. 

" " It has frequently been said that the revolution had a fatal 
influence on education. This is untrue. One branch of educa- 
tion, viz., good manners, certain^ experienced a check from 
which it will not easily recover. This is unfortunate. The 
want of that courtesy and urbanity, which conferred on France 
the reputation of the politest of nations, is perhaps an obstacle 
to those intimSte relations which unite together the different 
society. I therefore regard the loss of that politeness 
which once distinguished us, as a matter of more importance 
than it is sometimes considered, vulgarity and impertinence 
have replaced it, without even frankness and generosity to 
render them pardonable. On the other hand, education has 
gained materially by the total change it has undergone. No 
doubt the revolutionary turmoil of 1793 and 1794 threw impe- 
diments in the way of private education. On the important 
subject of instruction, for example, great difficulties 

were experienced ; every one educated in the schools suffered 
in this respect;: but parents themselves (I speak here of the 
general mass) ihstillea the first principles of religion into the 
ohildrerf* 

As men, if they were for a time deprived of the 
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advantages of universities and public schools, it is certain that 
a career - was opened to them much more fertile in its results, 
than was the old-fashioned routine of instruction pursued by 
the minim monks in their colleges. In those days of trouble 
and disaster, the rising generation* who were frequently obliged 
to brave death, proscription, and misery, and on whose prudence 
frequently depended the lives of all who were dear to them, 
received instructive lessons from the appalling events which 
passed before tlieir eyes. Women, too, acquired a degree of 
prudence and a spirit of observation which were highly useful 
to them in every relation of life ; and they learned the value of 
that real talent and solid information which could be turned to** 
useful account in earning a livelihood. Young men imbibed a i 
hatred of oppression, a love of glory, and a contempt of death, 
which rendered them invincible : they acquired a knowledge of 
tlieir own rights and 6f those of their country. With these men 
Bonaparte conquered Italy : with these men he marched to re- 
generate ancient Egypt. One of them commanded and fell at 
Novi when he had scarcely completed his thirtieth year, while 
in Palis a young man of tne same age was thought worthy to 
preside in the convention. # 

About tins period the private interests of my family became, 
as it weie, linked with the public interests. Between my mother 
and the Bonaparte family the closest friendship subsisted. He 
who aftci wards became the master of the world, lived long on a 
footing of intimacy with us. He used to frequent my father’s 
house when I was yet a child, and he scarcely a young man. I 
may almost say that I have witnessed every scene of his life ; for 
being married to one of those men who were devotedly attached 
to him, and constantly with him, what I did not myself see I was 
accuiately informed of. I ftay therefore fearlessly affirm, that 
of ail the individuals who have written about Napoleon, few are 
so competent as myself to give a detailed account of him. My 
mother, who was the friend of Lsetitia Bonaparte, knew him from 
his earliest youth. She rocked him in his cradle, and, when he 
quitted Brienne and came to Paris, she guided and protected, his 
younger days. Not only Napoleon, but his brothers and sisters 
formed part of our family. I shall presently speak of the friendship 
which arose between myself and Napoleon’s sisters, a friendship 
which one of them has entirely forgotten. When my mother 
quitted Corsica to follow my father to France, the friendly re- 
lations which subsisted between her and the Bonaparte family 
suffered no change by absence or distance. The conduct of my 
parents towards Bonaparte, the father, when he came to Mont- 
pellier with his son and his brother-in-law, to die far from his 
country and all that was dear to him, should never be forgotten 
by either of the two families. It should be remembered by the 
one with gratitude, and by the other with that feeling of satis- 
faction which the performance of a good action creates. The 
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dther members of the Bonaparte family were also favourites of 
my mother, Lucien found in her more than a common friend. 
When he formed that strange union with Mademoiselle Boyer,* 
my mother received his wife as her own daughter. Of our inti 
macy with Madame Joseph Bonaparte and Madame Leclerc, 
the details into which I shall enter in the course of these 
Volumes will afford an accurate idea. My husband's connexion 
with Bonaparte commenced with the siege of Toulon, and from 
\that time they continued united until Junot's death. Thus, I 
may say, that without having been always near Bonaparte, I 
possessed the most authentic means of being accurately informed 
‘ of *every action, private or public. It will be understood by 
what I have here stated, that while I pretend to be the only 
person, who perfectly well knew every particularity of Napoleon, 
it is not mere presumption that prompts me to say so ; the details 
Which will be found in the following pages I derive from other 
sources than those which usually feed biographical sketches. 

I shall commence this work by some details respecting my 
family and some distinguished individuals, such as Paoli, at the 
time when he diffused a ray of light upon his barbarous country. 
I shall relate my conversations (of which I kept memoranda) 
with MM. de Romansoff, Marcoff, Kalischeff, and Dirschkoff, 
who enjoyed the intimacy of the Czarina,* and acquainted me 
with the real causes of the Greek insurrection of 1770. As my 
family took an active part in the events of that period, I cannot 
be altogether unacquainted with them. 

I shall speak of Corsica, the adopted country of the family 
of Comnene, and of the Greek origin of the Bonaparte family. 
The tomb of the Giant of glory rivets the interest of the world, 
therefore his birthplace cannot be a matter of indifference. The 
.first part of these Memoirs will describe the dawn of that revolu- 
tion, to all the vicissitudes of which I was a witness. Perhaps 
it will be said that I was too young to observe and to retain m 
iny memory all that passed at that period. I have already said, 
that being a passenger on board the vessel that was continually 
tossed by the storm, the least movement and the track it was 
taking were to me a constant source of reflection. I repeat once 
more, that in those times v/e had no ordinary youth. Another 
part of these volumes will comprise a terrible moment of my 
existence, that sanguinary period when the French people seemed 
for awhile to vie in ferocity with the wild beasts of the desert. 
But the military flag soon rallied under its protecting shade the 
honour and glory of France; and with magical rapidity the 
triumph of her arms was witnessed on the banks of the Rhine, 

• The Ai>b6 Perrin, who resided for many years in the house of Count 
Panim, to whose children he^was tutor, furnished me with a number of details 
reirpectiflg iho barlmpous cdurt of Russia, the death of Peter and Paul, and 
other aflairs of high interest, which might appear incredible if they rested on any 
authority but that wfich, like the Abbe Perrin's, is unquestionable. 
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on the summit’of the Alps', in the marshes of Holland, on the 
lake of Zurich, and, above all, on the plains of Italy. Victory 
accompanied our armies, and wheresover they went,, their track 
was marked by their blood. I am proud to say, that the blood 
which flows in the veins of my sons was not spared by their 
father in the service of his country. But those days, so brilliant 
in our camps, were dull and gloomy in our cities ; the latter 
were a prey to civil dissension. The terror of massacre had 
been succeeded by a terror no less frightful, produced by the^ 
continual conflict between anarchy and power. The termination 
of this conflict was the more doubtful, for anarchy was fostered 
in an element but too favourable to its growth, while on the 
other hand, power, which was almost always usurped by force, 
and never delegated by a reasonable majority, could neither be 
awarded nor exercised without a struggle. Such contests always 
terminate in convulsions, and how many have we not seen ! 
How often, when listening to the discussions which were main- 
tained around me, have I heard the destruction of my unfortu- 
nate country predicted ! Alas ! France was doomed to linger 
out a longer career of misfortune ! What was done one day 
was undone the next ; but it is not so easy to build up as to pull 
down, and in France the truth of this commonplace proverb was 
forcibly verified. Next succeeded the directorial reign; that 
monstrous union of anarchy, tyranny, and weakness. I saw 
those Pasquin Kings , in whose hands the sceptre was a mere 
club, with which they struck until the blow became a wound. 
Their reign terminated, the consulate marked the dawn of a 
new era, and France once more rose from amidst wreck and 
ruin. Next came the days of the empire, that great and pro- 
digious wonder ! Doubtless the true republican regretted his 
invaded rights ; but where is the French heart that does not 
beat at the recollection of that era of glory — on hearing the 
names of those men who marched to battle as they would go to 
a fiSte — who purchased a victory by a scar, and proclaimed 
France the mistress of nations from the Vistula to the Tagus? 
Thus I beheld the star of our prosperity at its summit; I saw it 
wave into obscurity, reappear and Snk a second time. During 
these changes my heart has been often afflicted ; I have suffered 
deeply, and my silent sorrow has been more bitter than the loud 
despair of many others. However, it was even some gratification 
to French pride to see all Europe advancing to crush a sovereign, 
of whom but a few days previously it had been the slave. 

In preparing these Memoirs how many past recollections have 
revived ! how many dormant griefs have awakened ! In spite 
of the general fidelity of my memory, L occasionally met 
with dates and facts, the remembrance of which, though not 
effaced, had faded by the course of time. They were speedily 
restored ; but I must confess that ray task has been a laborious 
and painful one; and nothing could have urged me forward to 
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its execution but the conviction that it mmt be doner It may 
perha^s be alleged that I could have answered in a pamphlet of 
fifty pages, all that has been said : I at first thought of doing so, 
but I found this impracticable. In taking up the pen my object 
was to make a complete, not a summary refutation of the un- 
truths that have been advanced. This could not be done in a 
few lines. It is not my intention to criminate any one : I shall 
merely state facts, and all shall be supported by written evidence. 
The autographic documents which I have deposited in the hands 
of my editor will be open to those who may wish to examine 
them. Among the attacks aimed at the Duke d’Abrantes, there 
is* one of a very absurd nature. The assailant’s memory betrayed 
him, and by a fortunate chance a letter in his own handwriting 
falsifies vyhat he has said in his book : there is perhaps nothing 
more venomous than the sting of ridicule. With regard to what 
concerns me and my family in the Memorial de Samte-Heline , 
I conceive myself in duty bound to reply to it. I have always 
viewed as the height of absurdity that pride, which is founded 
on an origin more or less illustrious. But if that pride be ridi- 
culous, the usurpation of a great name, a false pretension to noble 
descent, is the extreme of baseness. Such being my opinion, it 
will readily be conceived that I am not inclined to pass over in 
silence that chapter in the Memorial de Sainte-llelhie , which 
treats of the family of my mother. I will prove that my grand- 
father and my uncles, far from setting up false claims to family 
greatness, wished on the contrary to extinguish a noble name, 
which, when stripped of the splendour with which it ought to be 
surrounded, becomes to its possessors a source of annoyance and 
humiliation. Such was the intention of my grandfather, the 
last privileged chief of the Greek colony, a shadow of sove- 
reignty, and a toy with which he wished to have no more 
concern. 

He had but one daughter, who was my mother, and he made 
her vow never to consent to] the reassumption of her family 
name, a vow which I am sure my mother would have religiously 
kept to this day had she lived. My grandfather died a young 
man. He was captain of cavalry in the French service (in the 
regiment de Valli&re), a nobtaCorsican, and not a farmer, as the 
Memorial de Sainte-Helhie asserts. As to obtaining an acknow- 
ledgment of the dignity of the Comnene family, he entertained 
no such idea. My grandfather died in 1768, and the family was 
.acknowledged in 1782 : the letters patent are dated 1783 and 
1784. 

I know not if I have expressed the motives which have 
actuated^;«ne to publish this work: they are however pure and 
honourable. I consider the publication of these Memoirs to be a 
duty to my family} and fbove allto the memory of my husband* 
Often dUrnig political storms a veil is thrown over some part tf' 
an illustrious life ri the arm of Junot, which for twenty- two years 
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defended his country, is now in the grave, and cannot remove 
the veil with which jealousy and envy would envelop his fame. 
It remains therefore for me, the mother of his children, to fulfil 
that sacred duty, and throw in all the light and all the truth 
which can leave him to be fairly judged. 


CHAPTER I. 

The Comnene family — Place and date of my birth — The Greek Colony in 
Corsica — Constantine Comnenus — Treaty with the republic of* Genoa — 
Prosperity of the colony — Destruction of the property of the Greeks — My 
grandfather wishes to resign his name — Abolition of the original rank of the 
Comnenes in Corsica — Appeal of my uncle Demetrius — Greek origin of the 
Bonaparte family. 

I was born at Montpellier on the 6th of November, 1784. 
My family was then temporarily established at Languedoc, to 
enable my father the more easily to exercise the duties of an 
official appointment which he had obtained on his return from 
America. My mother, like myself, was bom beneath the tent 
which her parents had pitched in a foreign land. From the 
shores of the Bosphorus her family had emigrated to the solitudes 
of the Taygeta, which they quitted to inhabit the mountains of 
Corsica. I shall here insert a short explication relative to my 
family, as I shall have occasion to revert to it later. 

When France became mistress of Corsica by the treaty which 
she concluded with the republic of Genoa, her troops had been 
long attempting the conquest or rather the reduction of that 
island, on the pretence that they w r ere the allies of the Genoese.* 
But the Corsicans, intrenched in their wild rqcks, and animated 
by an ardent love of liberty, set our troops at defiance ; and 
they would never have been subdued had they not committed 
the error of provoking the hostility of the Greeks of the colony 
of Paomia, who never forgave them for having ravaged their 
plains, burned their houses, and destroyed their whole social 
existence. It required these just grounds of revenge to induce 
the Greeks to aid in the subjugation of a free people — they who 
during two hundred years had resisted a great nation in defence 
of their own rights and liberties. 

* This was ia the reign of Louis XV. The Duke de Choiseul, theu minister 
for foreign affairs, and the Marquis de la Sorba, plenipotentiary of the republic 
of Genoa, concluded the treaty, by the terms of which France was to occupy 
the island for ten years. At the expiration of that period, when it was expected 
the spirit of revolt might be quenched, Corsica was to he restored to its 
masters. 
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The Greek colony of Paomia was* composed of refugee fami- 
lies whom the senate of Genoa had received, when led by 
Constantine Stephanopoulos, and flying from the civil discord of 
their country, they left Mania to seek an asylum in Italy. The 
Greeks of that part of the Peloponnesus were then subject to a 
’Chief: that chief was still one of the Comneni. Constantine 
Comnenus, the tenth Protogeras of Mania, on the 3d of October, 
1675, quitted his adopted country, and established himself in 
another land of exile. He was followed by three thousand in- 
• dividuals, who preferred exile to the slavery of the Mussulmans. 
The Greek colony landed at Genoa on the 1st of January, 1676. 
*The definitive arrangements were concluded between the senate 
'and Constantine Comnenus. When they were signed, the new 
colonists once more embarked, and arrived in Corsica on the 
14th of r March, 1676. The districts of Paomia, Salogija, and 
Heviuda, belonging to the republic of Genoa, were ceded to the 
Greeks on certain conditions, which Constantine pledged himself 
should be observed. The senate of Genoa secured to him the 
title of Privileged Chief ; and he as well as the whole family of 
the Comneni were treated with marked honour : the clergy re- 
ceived orders to offer him incense on his arrival. 

But the happiness of the colony was of short duration. The 
colonists of rTiolo and Vico became jealous of the new comers, 
and the protection afforded to them by the republic. The 
Greeks enjoyed tranquillity only fifty-three years, from 1676 
to 1729, when the Corsicans rose to emancipate themselves from 
the yoke of the Genoese. The Vicolesians, taking advantage of 
the difficult situation in which the Greeks stood, solicited their 
assistance, which being refused, they destroyed their property. 
Jn vain did Cecaldi and Giafleri, the two leaders of the in- 
surrection, desire them to refrain from molesting the, Greeks : 
they continued their violence; plantations were destroyed, and 
houses burnt. But they gratified their hatred and envy at their 
own expense; for .all Corsica had benefited by the presence of 
the Greeks. This insurrection crowned the disastrous vicissi- 
tudes to which the Greeks had been continual victims for the 
space of two centuries. The misfortunes of their original 
country seemed to pursue $ em their new asylum ! They 
were obliged to quit Paomia and retire to Ajaccio. 

At this time tne privileged chief of the Greeks was John 
Stephanopoulos Comnenus. He was the first of his family 
born . the subject of a foreign power, and he was a man worthy 
of his Spartan an$ Messeman descent. With despair he beheld 
the departure of the colony for Aj accio. He stood with his arms 
crossed on his bosom, and saw women, children, and old men 
abandon an asylum created by their fathers. It was a sight 
which might justly call forth a vow of vengeance 1 John Com- 
nenus would not quit tne ruins of Paomia until the colony should 
' vbe in safety m tfe road to Ajaccio. He stopped behind, and 
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being intercepted by a troop of insurgent Corsicans, he had only- 
time to throw himself with eighty men who accompanied him 
into the tower of Omigua, an indifferent place on the sea-coast. 
There he was besieged by more than three thousand Corsicans, 
Comnenus and his Greeks defended themselves with the courage 
of lions ; but at the expiration of three days their provisions and 
ammunition failed them, “ Shall we surrender V ’ exclaimed 
John Comnenus in a tone which indicated that he knew what 
would be the answer of his faithful followers, “ No !” they re- 
plied. “ Follow me, then,” returned their chief, and placing 
himself at their head, he made a sortie from the fort, attacked 
the Cqrsicans* made a great number of prisoners, and returned, 
victorious to Ajaccio. 

John Comnenus had five sons, of whom the eldest, Theodore, 
entered the church, and died at the age of twenty-six, just after 
he had been created Archbishop of the Greeks in Rome. 
was my grand uncle. Constantine succeeded his father. With; 
the courage and excellent qualifications of John he combined a 
greater knowledge of the world, which he had acquired in his; 
travels. He was a soldier at twelve years of age, and at seven- 
teen lie marched at the head of the Greeks, of whom the republic | 
of Genoa acknowledged him the privileged chief by a treaty, as j 
it had done with regard to the three chiefs who preceded him. I 
Constantine died young; but though his life was short it was 
imbittered by trouble. This inspired him, singularly enough, 
with an aversion for his own origin. This aversion became so 
strong that he conceived the design of extinguishing his family. 
This design was confirmed when, on the union of Corsica with 
France, he experienced the most revolting injustice. He had 
four children : three sons and a daughter, who was my mother. 
He made his eldest son John Stephen Comnenus enter the 
church. The second was sent to Rome to the college of the 
Propaganda-Fida, and was also destined for the ecclesiastical 
profession. The third, who was very young, was also doomed to 
eternal celibacy, and was to enter the church on attaining the 
proper age. Thus, when my' grandfather died, he quitted the 
world with the firm conviction that* liis name would become ex- 
tinct. On hearing of his father’s dangerous illness, my uncle 
Demetrius left the college of the Propaganda- Fida and hurried 
to Corsica. But his father died two days before his arrival. 
The loss of a parent was not the only grief that awaited him on 
his natal shore. The original rank which Genoa had secured to 
his family, by various treaties passed, between the republic and 
the Comnem, was abolished, and the personal property of the 
family united to the crown of France. Demetrius was painfully 
affected at this breach of faith ; for it can be called by no other 
name, considering the voluntaiy sacrifices which the Greeks had 
made for the cause of France. The young chief was then only 
sixteen. When he attained the proper age, and laid his just 
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claims at the foot of the throne, they were favourably listened 
to. The government granted him a compensation for his 
.property, which had already been disposed of. As to his other 
claims, he was informed that the dignity which his ancestors 
had possessed was incompatible with the usages of the French 
monarchy; but that he might enjoy all the privileges assigned 
to nobility, and for that purpose he had only to prove his ex- 
traction. After an investigation before the king*s council, a. 
direct filiation from David II., last emperor of Trebisonde, 
who was killed by order of Mahomet II., to Demetrius Com- 
nenus was acknowledged, and confirmed by letters patent of 
iouis XVI., dated September 1, 1783. 

I will now describe the close friendship and intimacy which 
subsisted^ between the Bonaparte family and mine. We were 
indeed united by the bonds of origin as well as of friendship, for 
it is a curious fact that Napoleon Bonaparte was reputed to be 
of Greek descent. 


CHAPTER II. 

Calomeros and Bonaparte — My father’s departure for America — Intimacy be- 
tween my mother and Madame Lsetitia — Bonaparte’s boyhood — The basket 
of grapes and the flogging — Saveria, and the Bonaparte family — Character of 
the Corsicans — My father’s return — My birth, and my mother’s illness. 

When Constantine Comnenus landed in Corsica, in 1676, at 
the head of the Greek colony, he had with him several sons, one 
of whom was named Calomeros. This son he sent to Florence, 
on a mission to the Grand Duke of Tuscany. Constantine 
dying before the return of his son, the grand duke prevailed on 
the young Greek to renounce Corsica, and fix his abode in 
Tuscany. After some interval of time, an individual named 
Calomeros came from Italy — indeed from Tuscany, and fixed 
his abode in Corsica, where his descendants formed the fa- 
mily of Buonaparte ; for the name Calomeros , literally Italian- 
ized, signified buona parte or bella parted The only 

? uestion is, whether the Calomeros who left Corsica, and the 
'elomeros who came there, have a direct filiation. Two facts, 
however, are certain, namely, the departure of the one, and 
the arrival of the other. It is a singular circumstance that the 
Comneni, in speaking of the Bonaparte family, always designate 
them%y the names Calomeros , Calomeri , or Calomenani accord- 
ing as they allude tb one individual or several collectively. Both 
by the most intimate friendship. 

When the Greets were obliged to abandon Paomia to escape 
the persecutions <|f the* insurgent Corsicans, they established 

•Napoleon omitted ibjjg u in Buonaparte while general-in-chief in May, 17W< 
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themselves temporarily in towns which remained faithful to the 
republic of Genoa* When at a subsequent period, Cargesa was 
granted to the Greeks, for the purpose of forming a new esta- 
blishment, a few Greek families continued to reside at Ajaccio* 
Among these was the family of the privileged chief ; and my 
mother lived alternately at Ajaccio and Cargesa. At this time 
she contracted a friendship with Lretitia Ramolini, the mother 
of Napoleon. They were about the same age, and both ex- 
tremely beautiful. Their beauty, however, was of so different a 
character, that no feeling of jealousy could arise between them.' 4 
Madame Laetitia Bonaparte was graceful and pretty; but with- 
out* any filial vanity I may truly say that I never, in all my life,., 
saw so fine a woman as my mother. At fourteen, she was the 
gayest and most sprightly young girl in the whole colony, and 
it might be said, in the whole island, but for Laetitia Rjflnolini. 
Laetitia was indeed a lovely woman. Those who knew her m 
advanced life thought her countenance somewhat harsh; but 
that expression, instead of being caused by any austerity of 
disposition, seemed on the contrary to have been produced by 
timidity. She was a woman who evinced very superior quali- 
ties in all the circumstances in which she was placed, in bad as 
well as good fortune. Her son rendered her justice, though 
somewhat tardily. He himself helped to keep up an erroneous 
opinion respecting her; and though he corrected it, yet the 
impression was given and received. 

Previously to entering into negotiation with .the republic of \ 
Genoa, France supplied troops for the purpose of reducing the * 
Corsicans to obedience. Among the French who were con- 
nected with the army, there was a young man of twenty, pos- 
sessing an agreeable person. He fenced like the celebrated 
Saint-George, was a delightful performer on the violin, and 
though distinguished by the elegant manners of a man of rank, 
he was nevertheless only a commoner. lie had said, “ I will 
risk my fortune, and will advance myself in the world and he 
had said it with that sort of determination which nothing can 
resist, because it overcomes every thing. On his arrival in 
Corsica he had already an honourable fortune to offer to the 
lady whom he might wish to make his wife. He fixed his 
choice on the pearl of the island. He sought and obtained the 
hand of my mother. This gentleman was" M. de Permon, my 
father. 

My parents left Corsica and came to France, where my 
father’s affairs demanded his presence. Some years after, he 
obtained an important appointment in America, whither he 
proceeded, taking with him my 'brother, then only eight years 
of age. My mother, with the jest of her young family repaired 
to Corsica, to reside with my grandmother, until my father's 
return. This was before my birth. It was on my mother’s 
retmn to Corsica that she first saw Napoleon. He was then a 
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child, and she has often carried him in her antas. He was the 
playmate of an elder sister of mine, who died a melancholy 
death. Napoleon recollected her perfectly, and used to speak 
of her after he came to Paris. He was fond of conversing about 
Corsica, and often, after having dined at our family table, he 
would sit before the fireplace, his avms crossed before him, and 
would say: “ Come, Signora Panoria, let us talk about Corsica, 
and Signora Laetitia.” This was the name he always gave his 
mother, when he was speaking of her to persons with whom he 
was intimate. “How is Signora Laetitia?” he used to say to 
me: — or when addressing her, he would say: “ Well, [Signora 
..Laetitia, how do you like the court? You do not like it, I see. 
That is because you do not receive company enough. I have 
given you a handsome palace, a fine estate, and a million a 
year, and yet you live like a citizen’s wife of the Rue Saint 
iDenis. Come, come, you must see more company; but com- 
pany of another kind from the C s and Cl de s.” 

My mother and my uncles have a thousand times assured me 
that Napoleon in his boyhood had none of that singularity of 
character which has often been attributed to him. He had 
good health, and was in other respects like other boys. 

Madame Bonaparte had brought with her to France a nurse, 
named Saveria. It was curious to hear this woman speak of the 
family she had brought up, each member of which was seated 
on a throne. She related a number of curious anecdotes 
respecting them, and I used to be very fond of conversing with 
her. I observed that she was less attached to some members 


of the family than to others, and I asked her the reason of this. 
As I know not whether she may yet be living, I will say nothing 
to compromise her with persons to whom her preference might 
be offensive. All I shall say is, that she adored the Emperor 
and Lucien. She one day described to me several little scenes 
connected with the boyhood of Napoleon, who remained in 
Corsica until he was nine years of age; and she confirmed to 
me one fact, which I had frequently heard from his mother, viz., 
that when he was reprimanded for any fault, he seldom cried. 
I In Corsica, the practice of beating children is common in all 
| classes of society. When Napoleon happened to be beat, he 
I would sometimes shed a few tears, but they were soon over; 
and he would never utter a word in the way of begging pardon. 
On this subject, I will relate an anecdote which I heard from 
himself. He told it me to give me an example of moderation. 

He was one day accused oy one of his sisters of having eaten 
a basket full of grapes, figs, and citrons, which had come from 
the garden of lm uncle the canon. """"None but those who were 
acquainted with the Bonaparte family can form any idea of the 
enormity of this offence. To eat fruit belonging to the uncle the 
canon wts infinitely n&ore criminal than to eat grapes and figs 
which might be claimed by any body else. An inquiry took 
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place. Napoleon denied the fact, and was whipped. He was 
told that if he would beg pardon he should be forgiven. He 
protested that he was innocent, but he was not believed. If I 
recollect rightly, his mother was at the time on a visit to M* de 
Marbeuf, or some other friend. The result of Napoleon's obsti- 
nacy was, that he was kept three whole days upon bread and 
cheese, and that cheese was not broccio .* However, he would 
not cry: he was dull, but not sulky. At length, on the fourth 
day of his punishment, a little friend of Marianne Bonaparte re- 
turned from the country, and, on hearing of Napoleon’s dis* 

f race, she confessed that she and Marianne had eaten the fruit. 

t was now Marianne’s turn to be punished. Whe/i Napoleon 
was asked why he had not accused his sister, he replied that** 
though he suspected that she was guilty, yet out of considera- 
tion to her little friend, who had no share in the falsehood, he 
had said nothing. He was then only seven years of age. 

This fact, which would have been nothing extraordinary in 
any other child, appeared to me worthy of a place among recol- 
lections which are connected with the whole life of Napoleon. 
It is somewhat characteristic of the man. I ought to add that 
the affair was never forgotten by Napoleon. Of this I observed 
a proof in 1801, at a fGtc given by Madame Bacciochi (formerly 
Marianne Bonaparte) at Neuilly, where she resided with Lucien. 

Saveria told me that Napoleon was never a pretty boy, as t 
Joseph had been ; his head always appeared too large for his \ 
body, a defect common to the Bonaparte family. When Napo- f 
leon grew up, the peculiar charm of his countenance lay in his j 
eye, especially in the mild expression it assumed in his moments j 
of kindness. His anger, to be sure, was frightful, and though I / 
am no coward, I never could look at him in his fits of rage with-j 
out shuddering. Though his smile was captivating, yet tltei 
expression of his mouth when disdainful or angry could scarcely \ 
be seen without terror. But that forehead which seemed formed I 
to bear the crowns of a whole world; those hands, of which/ 
the most coquetish women might have been vain, and whosaf 
white skin covered muscles of iron; in short, of all that per- 
sonal beauty which distinguished Napoleon as a young man, no 
traces were discernible in the boy. Saveria spoke truly when 
she said, that of all the children of Signora Lastitia, the Emperor 
was the one from whom future greatness was least to be prog- 
nosticated.^ Saveria liked me tolerably well . I make use of 
this expression because she detested France, and the hatred or 
love of a Corsican must not be measured by the ordinary feel- 
ings of mankind. How often has Saveria wept bitterjy when 
she has heard me repeat that beautiful ode on Italy y^Eiich con- 
tains these lines : — 

O Italia, Italia ; 

0 sia men bella, o almen piu forte ! 

* A favourite kind of cheese in Corsica. 
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I obtained some grace in the eyes ofSa vena*, because, though 
I was not a Corsican, I was, at least, not a French woman. I 
spoke Italian too, and therefore I was not absolutely a savage. 
Early one morning she came into the room when I was sitting 
at the piano playing a little song which is sung by the goatherds 
in the mountains of Corsica, and which I intended to arrange 
m a notturno for two voices, for the purpose of singing it to 
Madame. Saveria heard it, and she stood sobbing behind my 
chair. I rallied her on her sensibility — u Bast a , basta ” she ex- 
. elaimed, “ buon sangue non & buggiardo . E si vede, signora mia 
benedetta, si vede die il vostro h rosso e caldo , si vede . E ! die 
non siete di questi card di Francesi ! Vi sentite voi , jE / . . . 

Saveria was a very superior woman in her way. She was a 
true model of those Corsicans w’iom the Romans feared to buy 
for slaves, but every one of whom would lay down his life to 
serve the master he loved. 

The Corsicans felt that there was a sort of bad faith in the 
conduct of France towards them. At the onset it was the 
opinion of many of the Corsicans that the French intended to 
make themselves masters of the country. The character of the 
man who placed himself at their head speaks volumes for the 
justice of their cause/ Paoli is a great character in history. 
Who will dare to despise the country which gave birth to him ? 

My family prides itself in its Greek descent, but this is mere 
absurdity. A race which has lived for two hundred and fifty 
years in a country must be considered as the children of the 
soil. My mother, proud as she was of her Greek origin was, 
nevertheless, a true daughter of Corsica. When she spoke 
Italian to Bonaparte, he would sometimes pretend to have for- 

f otten it, and would say he was a Frenchman . “ Come, come, 

fapoleon, none of this nonsense,” she would say, with that 
lively air which in her was so peculiarly charming: “ What do 
you mean by You are a Frenchman ? Does any body accuse 
you of being a Chinese? You are a Frenchman, but you were 
born in one of the provinces of France called Corsica. A man 
may be an Auvergnese, but he is, nevertheless, a Frenchman. 
Who would not be proud te> be the countryman of Paoli ? No 
mote of this absurdity, or I shall think the honours of your 
republic have turned your head.” In this manned my mother 
addressed him after the 13th Vendemiaire. 

" By hearing the expression of my mother’s feelings respecting 
Corsica, I have imbibed a notion of that country very different 
from that which is usually entertained. How often, during our 
sanguinary revolution, have I seen my mother weep, while she 
thought of the mountains of her island ! “ There every man is 


.4 

* u Good blood a#er belies itself : and, my dear lady, it is easy to see that 
yours is red aUd ; veari|, and mat you have not sprung from those dogs of French. 
Toucan feel.^M ’ f . . • ■- 
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free,” she wojdd exclaim, .while she ever^-lhomeht f trembled les| 
she should fee dragged to thescafibld, But the recollection 
poor Savena has led me fer out of course* I will . : mm 
return to Ajaccio, where I Jefkmy mother and her two children." 

During ner residence in that place my mother renewed her 
intimacy with her friend Laetitia and her children* Napoleon 
was then in Prance. On her return thither my mother nro^ 
mised her good offices in favour of the young Corsican if 
should be in want of friends at such a distance from his family^ 
A coldness subsisted between M. Charles Bonaparte and* mjr 
mother’s family, from what cause I know not : however that 
a matter of very little importance. 

At the close of the American war my father returned to im 
country, where he purchase^ the situation of receiver-general pf 
departemental taxes. The duties of this situation caused him id 
fix his abode temporarily at Montpellier, and an event whic$| 
had wellnigh been attended with fatal consequences, detained 
him there far beyond the period he had fixed upon. My mother 
was at that time pregnant with me. She was in perfect health,; 
and there was every reason to believe that her delivery would- 
be attended with a favourable result. On the 6th of November^ 
after having supped with Madame de* Moncan, the wife of the 
second commandant of the province, she returned home quite 
well and in excellent spirits. At one o'clock she retired tobed, 
and at two she was delivered of a daughter. Next morning it 
was discovered that her right side and part of her left were 
struck with paralysis. The physicians of Montpellier, a town 
then celebrated for medical science, prescribed for her in vain. 
They could neither relieve her disease nor discover its caus§> 
My poor mother spent three months in agon j : she was scarcely 
able to articulate. At length she was cured, and her cure was 
no less extraordinary than her illness, 

A countryman who brought fruit and vegetables for sale to 
the house, one day saw the female [servants weeping in greii 
distress. He inquired the cause, and was informed of 
situation of my mother. He requested to be conducted to my 
father; “ I ask for no reward,” said he, “but from what I have 
heal’d from your servants, I think I know the nature of you# 
lady’s illness, and if you will permit me I will cure..- her in';i 
week.” v 

My father was at that moment plunged in the deepell 
despair ; for he had that very morning heard from the 
that my mother was in great danger, and they afforded him a® 
hope of her recovery. In that hour of anguish he very natural!*'' 
seized at any thing which could afford the slightest chat ^ 
“What effect does your remedy produce?” said he to 
countryman. Theman replied that it was topical, and, 
fore, ntay danger to the organs of life; 

with the 
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excruciating pain. My father summoned the doctors who were 
in attendance on my mother. All were men of acknowledged 
taletit. " Nature is unbounded in her benefits,” said M. Barthfes, 
“ how do we know what she may have in reserve through the 
hands of this man? Let him try his remedy/' My mother was 
jasked whether she felt sufficient strength to undergo an increase 
jof pain. She declared she would submit to any thing. She had 
'already relinquished all hope of life. The countryman asked 
/permission to return home. His village was not far off, and he 

e omised to return next morning. My father was alarmed when 
i heard that the man came from Saint-Gilles ;* but the man 
^appeared perfectly sane. His preparations were rather metho- 
dical. He made five little round loaves or rolls : the dough was 
compounded'by himself. The efficient ingredients were of herbs 
‘which he gathered, and in which consisted his secret. He boiled 
’'these herbs, and with their juice, added to a little strong beer, 
and mixed with maize flour, he made a dough, which he baked 
'into loaves. While they were hot from the oven he cut them into 
jhalves, and applied them to the part affected. I have often 
peard my mother say that no words could convey an idea of the 
painful sensation she experienced, and have seen her turn pale 
at the recollection of it. « This torture was repeated every day 
for the space of a week. At the expiration of that time the 
pain ceased, and she was able to move her Knobs. A month 
afterwards my mother was up and in her balcony. 

It is an extraordinary fact, that during herTTlness she had lost 
all recollection of her pregnancy and delivery. My father at first 
supposed that the agonizing pain my mother had suffered had 
alienated her affection from the infant to whom she had given 
jbirth. As soon as he observed my mother’s indifference towards 
/me, he ordered the nurse to keep me in a distant part of the 
/house. His affection both for his wife and child dictated this 
order, for my mother was yet in too weak a state to bear any 
agitation of mind. In the month of March, about four months 
jafter her recovery, my mother was seated in her balcony inhaling 
;the balmy freshness of a spring day. My father was with her, 
jand they were arranging a plan for spending a summer which 
should compensate for all her recent sufferings. They proposed 
jgqkig to Bagn&res. In the midst of their conversation she sud- 
|d#ly shrieked, and with one hand seizing my father’s arm, she 
peopled with the other to a child which a nurse was carrying in 
the street. She did not know that it was her own, but she ex- 
claimed, t$ Charles, I4ave an infant. Where is it ? Is not that 
./my child?" My higher, who was seventeen years of age, has 
joften told me that nothing could convey an idea of my mother's 


[ * A village near Mor$ pettier, remarkable for tbe prevalence of insanity among 
jits inhabitants. Mac - mayifoe said to be indigenous at Saint-Gilles. There 
[is scarcely a house in the place which does not contain a lunatic apartment. 
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joy when her $hild was pl&eed in her arms. She was to me the 
fondest of mothers. She insisted on having my cradle placed 
beside her bed, and the nurse slept in an adjoining chamber. 
Every morning when I awoke she pressed me to her bosom* and 
said, u Oh ! my dear child, how dearly must I love you to make 
amends for five months' banishment from your mother's heart 1 ** 
My beloved parent faithfully kept her word. I have been 
assured, that for a woman to lose the recollection of her delivery 
is by no means so wonderful a circumstance as may at first sight 
appear. Baudeloque,^to whom I related the circumstance, told 
me that he had witnessed more extraordinary cases than that of 
my mother. 


CHAPTER III. 

My mother’s drawing-room — The Countess de Ferigord — The Duchess de 
Madly and the Prince de Chalais — Louis XV. and the Cotmtej&s de Perigord 
— Die Duchess de Madly and the Princess de Lambatte — Bonapaite’s first 
arrival in Pans — Ilis intention of presenting a memorial to the Minister of 
War— Ills character when a young man— Ilis first lodging in Paris. 

Wf. arrived in Paris in 1785. My mother could not reconcile 
herself to a country life were it ever so agreeable, and my father 
was equally desirous of returning to town. He had long wished 
to purchase the office of one of the farmers of public revenue, 
and at this very juncture M. Rougeau was disposed to sell his 
situation. Negotiations were immediately opened by the friends 
of both parties. My father resolved to manage this business 
personally, and that circumstance determined our hasty journey. 
My father wished to see a great deal of company, and after the 
fashion of the time, set a day of the week apart for giving dinner 
parties. My mother possessed every qualification for an agree- 
able hostess. Her good temper and frankness of manner made 
her a favourite with every body : she united to a rare beauty of 
person, grace, tact, and, above all,* a natural intelligence. She 
was, however, exceedingly deficient in education. She used to 
say she had never read but one book, Telemachus ; but^ in spite 
of that, those who had once enjoyed her conversation, never 
could quit her society without reluctance and regret. How 
many poets and distinguished literary characters nave I seen 
spell-bound by the charm, not of her person, but of her man- 
ners ! No one could tell a story with more piquant originality. 
Often have my brother and myself sat up until three o’clock in 
the morning listening to her. But what particularly marked her 
character was her perfection in that most difficult art of pre- 
siding in her drawing-room, or, as the Emperor used to Style it, 
“ fart de tenir son salon." 

Madame Junot—vol. i, c 
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; tiie ; frichds whom ' my mother bad made tit MoMpellier, 
' one at. Paris with great satisfaction. This was the 
jGmiBt de Perigord, the "uncle of M. de Talleyrand, and the 
jlriother of the Archbishop of Rheims. He was governs of the 
states of Languedoc, wore the cordon bleu , and though as great 
^d^gnitmy as one could wish to see, was still the most amiable 
\m& Worthy of men. My parents knew him during his presi- 
dency, and the friendship they contracted lasted during their 
His children, the Duchess de Mailly and the Prince de 
^halais> inherited their father’s excellent disposition, and after 
.otS' death they gave my mother proofs of their friendship and 
esteem# Of the Count de Perigord I retain the most perfect 
recollection. He was very kind to me ; and children are ever 
Igmteful for attentions bestowed on them. I remember he used 
•often to give me very expensive things, but had I known their 
Whie, which I did not, the presents he made me would not have 
inspired my regard for him more than for any other of our visi- 
jtfers, all of whom were in the habit of making me presents : it 
{was the notice he took of me ; his readiness to praise any just 
jor smart remark I made, and his constant desire to save me from 
{reproof: this it was that made me love him. I can see him even 
now entering the spacious drawing- room of the hotel we occupied 
jon the Quai Conti ; treading cautiously with his club-foot, lead- 
■i»g the by the hand ; for no sooner was his name announced, 
jthati I was at his side. He, on his part, was never weary of my 
{company ; oh the contrary, he always encouraged my prattle, 
f I loved him, and painfully regretted his loss. 

It was the fete of his wife the Countess de Perigord to attract 
the notice of Louis XV. This degrading distinction could not 
but be repugnant to the feelings of a virtuous woman ; and the 
Counted de Perigord saw in it nothing but an insult. She 
silently withdrew herself from court before the King offered to 
name her his favourite. On her return the King’s attentions 
j were fixed on a new object, and the virtue of Madame de Peri- 
jgord was kit that dwelt upon the memory of the monarch. The 
= Countess’s daughter, the Duchess de Mailly, the lady in waiting, 
cherished friend of Mhrie Antoinette, died young. The 
[Queen was strongly attached, to her. She used to call her ma 
\gmnd^ m However, notwithstanding this attachment, Madame 
: de Mailly’s feelings received a wound sufficiently severe. This 
was about the period of the rise of the Princess de Lainballe, 
and many circumstances combined to mortify Madame de Mailly. 
She waa: ; ;mor|0Vfr- -iff w bad state of health, and gave in ter 

; ; :lier broib<w$ tie Prince de Chalais, was a nobleman in the 
Ktera! sigmfic&tep of the term. He -was a man of the most 
scrupulous ho^al. and a most rigid observer of all the forms 

if ,v, ‘ •>/**• / # 

* The Duchess JlaiHy was very tall. She measured five feet four inches 
(i’rench measure), wi&Qut her high-heeled shoes. 



BONAPAKXK At IWIEMNB. 


If 

which belonged to his rank. When a mere youth he was re- 
marked at the court of Louis XVI* as one who was likely to 
distinguish himself in after years* On his return from emigra- 
tion, when I saw him at my mother's, I could easily discern that 
all I had heard of his excellent character was correct 

The Count de Perigord foresaw early the misfortunes which 
befel the king, and consequently France. He was an enemy to 
emigration, and used to say that the proper place for men of Ms 
order was always near the throne : in peace to adorn it, and in 
times of trouble to defend it* The refugees at Worms and Cob- 
lentz could not seduce him from the path which be considered it 
his duty to pursue. The unfortunate- gentleman nearly became 
the victim of his resolution. 

My mother’s first care on arriving in Paris was to iwquire after 
Napoleon Bonaparte. He was at that time in the military school 
of Paris, having quitted Brienne in the September of the push- 
ceding year. My uncle Demetrius had met him just after he 
alighted from the coach which brought him to town; u And 
truly,” said my uncle, “ he had the appearance of afresh im* 
portation. I met him in the Palais Royal, where he wb® gaping 
and staring with wonder at every thing he saw. He would have 
been an excellent subject for sharpers; if, indeed, be had had 
any thing worth taking !” (My uncle invited him to dine at 
his house ; for though he was a bachelor, he did not choose 
to dine at a coffee-house. He told my mother that Napoleon 
was very morose. “ I fear,” added he, “ that that young man 
has more self-conceit than is suitable to his condition* When 
he dined with me he began to declaim violently against the 
luxury of the young men of the military school* After a little 
he turned the conversation on Mania, and the present education 
of the young Maniotes, drawing a comparison between it and 
the ancient Spartan system of education. His observations on 
this head he told me he intended to imbody in a memorial to be 

E resented to the minister of war. Ail this, depend upon it, will 
ring him under the displeasure of bis comrades, and it jviil be 
lucky if he escape being run through.” 

A few days afterwards my mother saw Napoleon, and then 
his irritability was at its height. 9 He w ould scarcely bear airy 
observations, even if made in his favour, and I asst convinced 
that it is to this uncontrollable irritability that he oweel the re- 
putation of having been ill-tempered in his boyhood, and splenetic 
in his youth. My father, wno was acquainted with almost all 
the heads of the military school, obtained leave for him some- 
times to come out for recreation. fOn account of an accident (a 
sprain if I recollect right) Napoleoh once spent a whole week at 
our house. To this day, whenever I pass the Quai Couth I 
cannot help looking up at a garret window at the left angle of 
the house, on the third floor. That was Napoleon’s chamber 
when he oaid us a visit, and a neat Utile room it was* My 

c 2 
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• toother used to occupy the one next to it. The t wo young men 
; were nearly of the same age : my brother perhaps had the ad- 
j vantage of a year or fifteen months. My mother had rehoth- 
mended him to cultivate the 'friendship of young Bonaparte ; 
j hut my brother complained how unpleasant it was to find only 
] cold politeness where he expected affection. This repulsivene6s 
on the part of Napoleon was almost offensive, and must have been 
sensibly felt by my brother, who was not only remarkable for 
■ the mildness of his temper and the amenity and grace of his 
A manner, but whose society was courted in the most distinguished 
jf Circles of Paris on account of his talents. He perceived in 
Bonaparte a kind of acerbity and bitter irony, of which he long 
endeavoured to discover the cause. “ I believe/’ said Albert 
! one day to my mother, “ that the poor young man feels keenly 
| his dependent situation.” — “ But,” exclaimed my mother, “ his 
j situation is not dependent ; and I trust you have not made him 
Ifpel that he is not quite at home while he stays here.” 

; “ Albert is not wrong in this matter,” said my father, who hap- 
j pened to be present. “ Napoleon suffers on account of his pride, 
^ out it is pride not to be censured. He knows you ; he knows 
'.too that your family and his are in Corsica equal with regard to 
'fortune. He is the soil of Laetitia Bonaparte, and Albert is 
} your’s. I believe that you are even related ; now he cannot 
| easily reconcile all this with the difference in the education he 
:■ receives gratis in the military school, separated from his family, 

; and deprived of those attentions which he sees here lavishingly 
f bestowed upon our children.” — “ But you are describing envy, 
jn<^t pride,” replied my mother. — “ No, there is a great difference 
'.between envy and the feelings by which this young man is dis- 
turbed ; and I fancy I know the liftman heart well enough to 
junderstand the workings of his. He suffers, and perhaps more 
fkfenjy in pur house than elsewhere. You are warmhearted, but 
you cannot comprehend how misplaced kindness may sometimes 
Bail to effect a cure. When you wished to make use of the 
credit of M. de Falgueyreytes to obtain leave of absence for 
JJapoleon for more than a day or two, I told you you were 
doing wrong. You would 1 not listen to me. The warmth of 
your friendship for the mother has caused you to place the son 
in* continually painful situation ; for painful it must be, since 
the reflection will recur to him : Why is not my family situated 
like this ? Absurd,” cried my mother ; “ to reason thus, 
would be both foolishand wicked in him.” 

“He would be neither more foolish nor more wicked than the 
■rest of the world.! It is but feeling like a man. What is the 
reason he has biln in a constant state of ill-hnmour since his 
arrival here t wfhy does he so loudly declaim against the inde- 
cent luxury (tri, tile his own words) of all his comrades ? Why ? 

e is every foment making a comparison between 
situation and his own ! He th 


that 
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these young ipen should keep servants, when he has none. He 
finds fault with two courses at dinner, because, when they have 
their pic-nics, he is’ unable to contribute his share. The other 
day I was told by Dumarsay, the father of one of his comrades, 
that it was in agitation to give one of the masters a dtjeune, and 
that each scholar would he expected to contribute a sum, cer- 
tainly too large for such boys. Napoleon’s reprehension is 60 
far just. Well ! I saw him this morning, and found him more 
than usually gloomy. I guessed the reason, and broke the ice 
at once by offering him the small sum he wanted for the oc- 
casion. He coloured deeply, but presently his countenance 
resumed its usual pale yellow hue. He refused my offer.’-* 
“ That was because you did not make it with sufficient 
delicacy,” cried my mother. “ You men are always such 
b ungle rs.” 

’^When I saw the young man so unhappy,” continued my*/ 
father, without being disconcerted by my mother’s warmth of, 
manner, to which he was accustomed, “ I invented an untruth, 
which heaven will doubtless pardon. I told him that before his < 
father expired in our arms at Montpellier, he gave me a Small 
sum to be applied to the wants of lus son in cases of emergency^ 1 
Napoleon looked at me steadfastly, with so scrutinizing a gaze, > 
that he almost intimidated me. ‘ Since this money comes from * 
my father, sir,’ said he, ‘ I accept it ; but had it been a loan, 

I could not have- received it. My mother has already too many 
burthens, and I must not increase them by expenses beyond my 
means, particularly when they are imposed upon me by thej 
stupid folly of my comrades.’ You see, then,” continued my 
father, “ if his pride is so easily wounded at the school by \ 
strangers, what must he not suffer here, whatever tenderness I 
we may show him ? Albert must not be less kind and attentive I 
to him ; although I very much doubt whether it will lead to 1 
any mutual friendship.” 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Death of Bonaparte 1 ** father in my mother’s house — Joseph Bonaparte and M. 
Fesch — Uemovai of my family to Paris — Details and portraits — M. de Saint- 
Priest, M. Siguier, and M. Duvidal de Montferrier — Madame de Lamarlihre 
—A wedding feast at Robespierre’s — The Queen at the Coneiergerie, and 
Madame Richard—- MM. d’Aigrefeuille and Cambaccres. 

I most now recur to some events previous to those detailed 
In my last chapter : for this little derangement of dates, I trust 
the reader will pardon me. 

While we were residing at Montpellier, my father, on return- 
ing home one day, told my mother a curious piece of news : he 
said he had just heard that three Corsicans had arrived at a 
miserable inn in the tow n, and that one of them was very ill. — 
u Is it possible ? ” exclaimed my mother, with her usual anima- 
tion of manner. “ Go and inquire, I beg of you. IIow can 
you come and tell me that one of my countrymen is ill at an 
lim in Montpellier? Charles, this is unkind in you.” With 
these words my mother almost forced my father out of the 
house. On his return, she learned with mingled feelings 
of grief and joy, that her sick countryman, for whom she had 
felt interested while he was unknown to her, was no other than 
the husband of Laetitia Ramolini ! “ He is very ill,” said my 

father ; “ and I think he cannot be well attended where he is. 
We must get him removed to a private house.” “ My dear,” 
observed my mother, “recollect how much you suffered when 
you fell ill at Philadelphia, with no one to attend you but 
servants, and a boy of mn^ years old. It is our duty to save 
our friends from such misery.” My father did not like the 
Corsicans. He was willing* to show M. Bonaparte all the at- 
tention which his situation demanded ; but it required all the 
Influence of my mother to induce him to receive the invalids 
into his house. 

f Some of the numerous friends we had at Montpellier, many 
j of whom are still Jiving, have often described to me the praise-' 1 
worthy conduct of my mother on that occasion. She was 
> young, $nd rich, and surrounded by a circle of ad- 

- miring fiieuds : anp yet she was seldom from the bed-side of 
j the sick^stranger. ' All t^at fortune could procure to alleviate 
Ithe suflrin^s of fet protracted illness, was furnished by my 
1 parents witn a delicacy which concealed from the invalid and 



JOSEPH BONAPARTE ANB SI* &EGUIER. 


23 


Ms relations the difficulty which wm frequently experienced in ' 
gratifying the’capricious wishes of a dying man. I say nothing 
of pecuniary sacrifices ; but kindness of heart certainly deserves 
gratitude. My mother was at M. Bonaparte’s bed-side when S 
£e breathed his last, like an angel sent from Heaven to soothe * 
^ Us dying moments. He strongly recommended to her his ^ 
young son Napoleon, who had just left Brienne, and entered the| 
military school at Paris.* 

My mother did not confine herself to her pious attention to 
the husband of her friend. Joseph Bonaparte and his uncle 
Fesch received from her and my father all the consolation which 
friendship can offer to an afflicted heart ; and when they den 
parted for Corsica, every thing that could contribute to the' 
comfort of their journey was provided by my father. I have 
seen Joseph Bonaparte often since that time; and he constantly, 
alluded to the infinite obligations he lay under to ray family, 1 
Excellent man ! For King Joseph I always entertained a high 
respect. The world has been unjust to him as well as to other 
members of his family, because he had been guilty of some 
venial faults, which would have been passed over in the chival- 
rous reign of Louis XIV., applauded in the profligate reign of 
Louis XV., and tolerated in the degenemte reign of Louis XVL 
But he laid his conduct open to censure. And in what place? 
In Spain.— And why? Because, perhaps, the mistress of the 
Grand Inquisitor became his favourite. Joseph Bonaparte left 
Montpellier with liis uncle, who was about his own age, if, in- 
deed, he was not something younger. 

My parents removed from Languedoc to Paris. They left 
Montpellier with regret, for they left behind them many beloved 
friends. Death, however, deprived them of several in one year. 
One of these was M. de Saint-Priest, Intendant of Languedoc, 
a man universally beloved and esteemed. Another loss no less 
profoundly felt by my father, was that of M. S6guier, of Nisraes. 

In one of those daily excursions which he made cither to Nar- 
bonne or to the environs of Montpellier, my father met M. de 
Siguier while he was botanizing near the rums of the temple of 
Diana. My father had a great taste for botany, and they soon 
became friends. He used to speqjt to him of the mountains 
of Corsica, where he had often lost himself while searching fear 
plants, and of the botanical curiosities which those regions con-* 
tain. M. de Seguier wished to make a journey thither ; but my 
father wrote to one of his cousins, who, like himself, was a 
botanist, and the plants were transmitted to France in all their 
pristine freshness, my father used often to go from Montpellier tb 
Nismes, where he invariably found M. de Seguier either engaged 
in his favourite science, or in antiquarian researches. He oled 
of apoplexy at an advanced age, on the 1st of September, 1784* 

# Napoleon left Brienne on the 14th of October, 1784. 
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la the following year, the province of Languedoc had to regret 
the death of its Syndic General, the Marquis Montferrier,. a 
distinguished friend of art and science, to whom the province of 
Languedoc is indebted for many of its 

tkiularly the construction of the hew Poik4uGuat4. n 

These three men were the particular friends of my lather or 
mother, and being my countrymen they have a right to t tiiis 
feeble tribute of my respect in a work in which my recollections 
are the only annals I consult* I have now to notice another 
friend of my family, whom I cannot pass by without a brief de- 
scription* 

> At Saint-Roch, near the third pillar of the Chapel of the 
Virgin, on the left as you enter by the grand portal, a lady- may 
be seen dressed in black, or in silk of a dark colour. On her 
head she always wears a very large bonnet of black gros-de- 
naples, over which is a green veil. The children call her Me 
lady with the green veil, and the poor give her the name of the 
good lady . When she enters the chapel it is easy to perceive 
that she is familiar with the house of God. The beadle, the 
assistant, and the sacristan, respectfully make their obedience to 
her. Formerly she used to bring several prayer-books with 
her ; but now she prays without a book, for she cannot see ; but 
she does not pray with the less fervour. Sometimes she joins in 
“^ie sacred choir, and then, those who are placed near her hear 
the clear and silvery voice of a young girl, singing to the glory 
Of heaven. The projecting brim of her bonnet conceals the 
foce, but two small white hands counting the beads of a rosary 
ireveal to the curious observer, that she who prays so devoutly 
must be a female of the higher class. When she rises from her 
seat, or when she sits down, she diffuses around her a delicious 
perfume r thus affording indication of refinement and elegance. 
** Who is she?” enquire the surrounding observers. “ is she 
young? or is she old V* At length she rises to depart. Her 
head, which has hitherto been inclined downwards, once more 
salutes the tabernacle. Then, beneath her large bonnet, is per- 
ceived a countenance which must once have been beautiful, and 
which even retains traces of beauty at the age of seventy-four, 
and after a life of severe suffering. She looks calm and resigned, 
and it is evident that her hope is not in this world. I call her 
• Mamma, for she was present at my birth. She loved me tenderly, 
and I cherished for her the affection of a daughter. The 
Countess de Lamarli&re (for that is her real name), was the 
cofoj^nion and friend of Madame de Provence, as well as of the 
Countess d’Artoisi She therefore had the opportunity of seeing 
and hearing a great deal that was interesting and extraordinary ; 
and she relates a multitude of anecdotes with a grace and 
aniniatioir scaree^r to be expected in one of her advanced age; 
, ;; ; |ii - bu^ of th^se iew jejhaiiiing living traditions, who 

'itraiisp^ usltp a |rbi|d wMch wilt appear fabulous. , 
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When Madame quitted* Fiance, the Countess L&marli&re 
could not accompany her, much as she wished to do so. Bat 
she was a wife and a mother, and to those ties she was obliged 
to sacrifice the sentiments of gratitude which animated her heart. 
She remained in France to suffer persecution and misery. She 
saw her husband arrested at the head of the troops he com- 
manded, cast into a dungeon, condemned to death, and con- 
ducted to the scaffold. She had the courage to implore the 
mercy of him who never knew mercy : she threw herself at the 
feet of Robespierre. Madame Lamarhere had then the look*of 
a young woman ; a complexion of dazzling brilliancy, a profusion 
of fair hair, fine eyes and teeth, could not fail to render her ex- 
ceedingly attractive. Her beauty was perhaps rather heightened 
than diminished by her despair, when she threw herself at the 
feet of the dictator, and \Wth a faltering voice implored the pardon 
of the father of her child. But the axe was in the hand of the 
executioner, and amidst a nuptial festival # Robespierre pro- 
nounced the sentence which made a widow and an orphan. 

During the examinations preparatory to his trial, M. de 
Lamarliere was confined in the Conciergerie. The queen was 
there before him. Madame Lamarliere had permission to go 
to the prison to visit her husband, and* to take him any thing 
which might comfort him in his captivity. She took the oppor- 
tunity of conveying to the queen such things as she thought 
would be agreeable to her. Madame Richard, the wife of the 
head concierge, seeing that the presents thus sent were articles 
to which there could be no reasonable objection, humanely lent 
herself to the innocent deception. t u Did the queen know who 
sent the presents?” said I one day to Madame Lamarliere.* 
“ No,” replied she ; “ why should I have informed her?"- — ‘‘To 
receive the reward of your generosity by a grateful word from 
the unfortunate princess.” — “ Certainly that would have been 
gratifying to me. But I was then unfortunate myself, and I 
was actuated by no other motive than that of alleviating the 
misery of another. However,” she added, with a deep &igb, 
“ the queen did know it, and she addressed to me a few words 

• 

* Itobespiene that day gave away in marriage the daughter or Sister of a 
carpenter, named Duplay, in whose housfe he lodged in the Rue St^Honor^, 
This Duplay was the piesident of the jury on the queen’s trial. The Countess 
Lamarhere arrived before the hour fixed for the marriage ceremony, and she was 
obliged to wait in the dining-room where the table was laid tor the nuptial 
feast. Her feelings may easily be imagined ! However, there she waited, and 
was introduced to the carpenter’s wife, and 1 believe to Iiarrere. After she was 
gone Robespierre said : w That woman is very pretty veiy pretty indeed l" 
accompanying the observation by some odious remarks. 

f Madame Richard was very attentive to the queen. When the Marquis de 
Rouge ville dropped a carnation, in which a note was concealed, at the feet of 
me queen, he, as well as all Richard’s family, were thrown into the dungeons of 
“ Force. There was also at the Conciergerie a young girl named Rosalie, 
who furnished Madame Lamarliere with some very interesting details respecting 
the q*:een. These details Madame Lamarliere communicated to me. 
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of kind remembrance.’’ I often broached the subject, but I 
never could get farther than this. My poo t friend was like a 
person grievously wounded, whom one fears to touch, even to 
dress the wound. 

Among the individuals whom my parents left with regret at 
Montpellier, was M. d’Aigrefeuille, president of the Cowr d& 
Comptes of that town. He was an excellent man, and those 
who saw him merely in the office of arch-chancellor could know 
little either of his talents or his worth. It happened that he 
supped with my mother at Madame de Moncan's on the even- 
ing before I was brought into the world ; consequently he knew 
precisely the date of mv birth, and he made no secret of this 
fact. Whenever I dined at his own house or met him in com- 
pany, he used constantly to repeat : — “ On the 6th of November, 
1784. Come, come, you cannot conceal your age from me.” 
As I was at that time a very young woman, I was not much 
annoyed at this memorandum. 

I will conclude this chapter with a few words relative to an 
individual who has played a conspicuous part on the scene of 
life. I allude to Cambacercs. He was counsellor of the Cour 
ties Aides at Montpellier. At that time he was a mere acquaint- 
ance of my parents, and he subsequently became the fuend of 
Janot and myself : whenever I solicited his assistance upon any 
occasion, I always found him ready to serve roe. If the thing 
Were impossible he told me so candidly, for he never made 
deceitful promises. Indeed Cambacerfs was an honest man in 
every sense of the word, and party spirit has vainly endeavoured 
to assail him. His honour, integrity, and the amiability of his 
manners, made him generally beloved. Cambacercs was in 
easy circumstances, though not rich, when he was at Mont- 
pellier. He was a relative of the Marquis de Montferrier, whom 
as well as d’Aigrefeuille, he remembered when lie rose to great- 
ness and power. As to his political life I shall have occasion 
to speak of that in another place. 


- CHAPTER V. 

Marianne Bonaparte at Saint-Cyr — Humbled pride — Bonaparte made sub* 
lieutenant — His first appearance in uniform— His singular present to my 
fister— Scene at Malqaaison — The Countess d’Escarbagnas and the Marquis 
deCanbas.^ 

Joseph Bonaparte had addressed a letter to my uncle 
Demetrius*, 'thank iBg him** for his kind attention to Marianne 
Bonaparte, tyho had been placed at the establishment of Saint- 
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Cyr. My motjiet undertook the task of visiting her occasion- 
and daring the long time which Marianne passed at Saint- 
Cyr, my mother was a iupd and affectionate friend to her. 

One day my mother and some other members of my family 
went on a visit to Saint-Cyr, and Bonaparte accompanied them* 
When Marianne came into the parlour she appeared very melan- 
choly, and at the first word that was addressed to her she burst 
into tears. My mother embraced her, and endeavoured to con- 
sole her. It was some time before Marianne would tell tlie 
cause of her distress. At length my mother learned that one of 
the young ladies (Mademoiselle de Montluc) was to leave the 
school in a week, and that the pupils of her class intended giving, 
her a little entertainment on her departure. Every one had 
contributed, but Marianne could not give any thing, because 
her allowance of money was nearly exhausted : "she nad only 
six francs remaining. "If I give the six francs,” said she, “I 
shall have nothing left, and I shall not receive my allowance for 
six weeks to come : besides, six francs are not enough.” Napo- 
leon’s first movement, as my mother told me when she related 
this anecdote, was to put his hand into his pocket. However* 
a moment’s reflection assured him that he should find nothing 
there; he checked himself, coloured slightly, and stamped his 
foot. My mother could not refrain from laughing when she 
thought of the singular resemblance between the luncheon of 
Saint-Cyr and the breakfast at the military school of Paris, and 
she mentioned this in Greek to my uncle. The coincidence 
was easily explained ; both the brother and sister were bqurmrs 
(free pupils) in tlie schools at which there were, at the same 
time, the children of many noble and wealthy families. Now 
the Bonaparte family were poor : this fact was openly acknow- 
ledged by M. Bonaparte, the father, when he wrote to tlie 
minister of war for the purpose of getting Lucien placed at 
Brienne. A great deal of discussion has been started on the 
question of the wealth or poverty of the Bonaparte family. The 
reproaches which have been founded on their supposed poverty 
are too contemptible for notice ; and in my opinion it matters 
little what were the pecuniary circumstances of the family, 
before they entered upon that career of greatness which the 
genius and fortune of Napoleon opened to them. 

But we will return to Marianne. My mother asked her what 
money she wanted. The sum was small : ten or twelve francs. 
My mother gave her the money, and her distress was ended. 
When they got into the carriage, Napoleon, who had restrained 
his feelings m the presence of his sister, vented violent invec- 
tives against the detestable system of such establishments m 
Saint-Cyr and the military schools. It was evident that he 
deeply felt the humiliation of his sister. My uncle, who was of 
a *! a sty temper, soon got out of patience at the bitterness with 
which he expressed himself, and made some observations which 



28 


NAPOLEON, HIS COURT AND FAMILY. 


►IL 


were wot very agreeable to him. p .Napoleon wp silent imme- 
diately, for at that time young people wer& waited in the 
observance of great respect to tnose who were older thaw them- 
selves ; but his heart was full : he soon brought back the con- 
versation to the same subject, and at length his language be- 
came so violent, that my uncle exclaimed : ** Silence ! it ill 
becomes you who are educated by the king’s bounty to speak as 
you do.” I have often heard my mother say that she thought 
Napoleon would have been stifled with rage. He was pale and 
red in the space of a moment. “ I am not educated at the 
king*# expense,” said he; “but at the expense of the state.” — 
“A fine distinction, truly !” returned my uncle. “Is not the 
king the state? I will not suffer you to speak thus disrespect- 
fully of your benefactor in my presence.” — “ I will say nothing 
that may be displeasing to you, sir,” replied the young man; 
“ duly give me leave to add, that if I were the sovereign, and 
h$d power to alter these regulations, 1 would change them so 
thli they should be for the advantage of all.” 

ue©4 not point the reader’s attention to the remarkable 
#ftrds, if I were the sovereign . When he really did become a 
sovereign? it was well known on what an admirable footing lie 
established his military schools. I am convinced that he long 
retained the recollection of the painful humiliations he had suf- 
fered at the military school of Paris. He certainly was no 
favourite there. Several of the heads of the establishment, who 
were acquainted with my father, assured him that young Na- 
poleon Bonaparte possessed a temper which there was no pos- 
sibility of rendering even sociable. He was dissatisfied with 
every thing, and expressed his dissatisfaction in a way which 
could not but be disagreeable to his elders, who regarded him 
as an ill-tempered, wrong-headed youth. His conduct accele- 
rated his departure from the college : his removal was unani- 
mously urged.* He obtained a sub-lieutenancy in a regiment 
of, artillery, and he went to Grenoble, Valence, Auxonne, &c., 
before he returned to Paris. 

^Previously to his departure he came to pass some time at our 
bouse. My sister was then at her convent, but she frequently 
came home while Napoleon was with us. I well recollect that, 
on the day when he first put on his uniform, he was as vain as 
young men usually are on such an occasion. There was one 

E rt of his dress which had a very droll appearance — that was 
i boots. They wjere so high and wide that his little thin legs 
deemed buried in their amplitude. Young people are always 
ready to observe my thing ridiculous ; and as soon as my sister 
and I saw Napoleon epter the drawing-room, we burst into a 
loud fit of laugbtef. /At that early age, as well as in afterlife, 
* f ^ / 

• That is to M by fcettjng him entered in a regiment. There was no idea of 
removal in any i 





BONAPARTE MDICULEO. 


29 


Bonaparte could not relish a joke ; and when he found himself | 
the object of merriment, ha grew angry. My' sister, who was 
some years^older than I, told him, that dace he wore a sword, 
he osttM to he gallant to ladies ; and instead of being angry, ! 
shouldWliappy that they joked with him. “ You are nothing ! 
but a d0fd — a little pensiovnaire,” said Napoleon, in a tone of 
contempt Ceeile, who was twelve or thirteen years of age, was ( 
highly indignant at being called a child, and she hastily resented , 
the affront, by replying to Bonaparte, “ And you are nothing 
hut a puss in boots.” This excited a general laugh among all-' 
present except Napoleon, whose rage I will not attempt to de- 
scribe. Though not much accustomed to society, he had too 
much tact not to perceive that he ought to be silent when per - ' 
sonahties were introduced, and his adversary w,as a woman. 

Though deeply mortified at the unfort auate nickname avhich 
my sister had given him, yet he affected to forget it, and to 
prove that he cherished no malice on the subject, he got, a little 
toy made and gave it as a present to me. , This toy consisted of 
a cat in boots, in the character of a footman running befote the 
carriage of the Marquis de Carabas. It was very well inadcj, 
and must have been rather expensive to him. Considering his 
straightened finances. He brought along, with it a pretty litfld 
edition of the popular tale of Puss in Boots, which he presented 
to my sister, begging her to keep it as a token of his remembrance. 
“Oh, Napoleon,” said my mother, “if you had merely given the 
toy to Loulou it would have been all very well ; but the tale for 
Ceeile shows that you are still offended with her.” He gave bis 
word to the contrary; but J think with my mother that some 
little feeling of resentment was still rankling in his mind. This 
story would probably have vanished from my recollection had I 
not heard it often told by my mother and brother. My recol- 
lection of it was afterwards useful to me in a curious way. 

When Bonaparte indulged in raillery he did not use the 
weapon with a very light hand ; and those he loved best often 
smarted under the blow. Though Junot was a particular 
favourite of his during the consulate and the first years of the 
empire, yet he frequently selected bfcn as the object of some 
coarse joke; and if accompanied by a pinch of the ear, so 
severe as to draw blood, the favour \tas complete. Junot, who 
cherished for him a sentiment of attachment which set every 
other consideration at nought, used to laugh heartily at these 
jokes, and then thought no more about them. Howler, it 
sometimes occurred, that those by whom they had been heard 
thought proper to repeat them ; and it happened that on one 
occasion this was very annoying to me. One day, when we were 
at Malmaison, the first consul was in high spirits. We were 
dining under the trees which crown the little eminence on the 
left of the meadow before the castle. Madame Bonaparte that 
day wore powder for the first time. It became her very well, buf 
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the first consul necking but laugh at her, and said she would 
dfo admirably to actthe Countest d'Escarbagnets. JoseptrinO was 
evidently displeased at this, and Bonaparte added, “ What, are 
you afraid you will riot have a cayrilier ? There is tlie Marquis 
de Carabas (pointing to Junot), he will offer you his arm, I am 
sure/' 

The first consul had often before, called both Junot and 
Marmont the Marquis de Carabas ; but it was always in perfect 

f ood humour. It was, be said, on account of their taste for; 

ramatic representation. They of course merely laughed at the 
joke. Madame Bonaparte, however, took it more seriously, 
and betrayed symptoms of vexation. This was not the way to 
please Bonaparte. He took his glass in his hand, and looking 
towards, his wife, he bowed his head and said, “To the health 
of Madame la Comtesse d ? Escarbagnas.” The continuance of 
this pleasantry brought tears into Madame Bonaparte V eyes. 
Napoleon observed this, and he was, I believe, sorry for what he 
had said. To make .amends, he again took up his glass, and 
winking at me, he said, “ To the health of Madame la Marquise 
de Carabas.” We all burst into a fit of laughter, in which 
Madame Bonaparte joined, but her heart was nevertheless full. 
The fact is, I was only sixteen, and she was forty. 

Thus far the affair did not much concern me ; but now for 
the sequel. Among the comrades of Junot, and those who 
surrounded the first consul, there were many varieties of 
character. Courage was, to be sure, a virtue common to them 
all ; but among these valiant sons of France, there were many 
who were not gifted with much common sense. One of these 
took it into hisliead to repeat the first consuls joke about the 
Marquis de Carabas. His folly might have reached the ears of 
Junot, and have turned to something more serious than a joke. 
I wished to put a stop to it, and I consulted my mother as to 
what I should do. She gave me my instructions,; and I returned 
to Matmaison, where we were then spending a few days. On 
the following day, Junot, who was then commandant of Paris, 
was prevented coming to dinner, but lie came the day after. 
We were all on the bndga leading to the garden, and the first 
consul was sitting on the edge of the parapet. “ My dear,” 
said l to Junot, “ the first fune we go to your country seat, you 
must not forget one thing which is indispensably necessary in 
your retinue. If you neglect it, I will not go with you, and so 
t warn you. I am sure the general will say you ought to have 
it.” “ What is it?” inquired the first consul. — “A puss in boots 
fora running footman.” The whole party laughed immoderately; 
but 1 shall neve|Cqrget the look of the first consul. He was a 
subject for a caricaturist. “ t have preserved,” continued j with 
great gravity, “ a plaything which was given me when I was a 
little girl, ^ou shall have Mfor a model*” 
v There wat a great deal of laughter, but the matter went no 
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farther that day- Some da y» afterwards we had assembled after 
dinner ia the gallery next to the drawing-room, and the indivi- 
dual who had so frequently repeated Bonaparte’s joke, made the 
same allusion to the marquisette. 1 fixed my eve on the first 
consul; he tamed towards his Sosia, and said drily: “When 
you wish to imitate me, you should choose your subject better ; 
methinks you miglit copy me in better things,” In about a 
quarter of an hour after this rebuke, be stepped up to me, and 
pinching my nose till he made me cry out, he said, “ My dear, 
you are a clever girl ; but you are very wicked. Correct thfs 
disposition. Remember that a woman ceases to charm when- 
ever she makes herself feared.” The result of all this was that 
I heard no more about the marquisate. My mother, who had 
certainly been more malicious in the affair than I had, inquired 
the particulars of the whole scene, and when I described it she 
laughed heartily and said, “ I was sure that would do,” 


CHAPTER VI. ' 

The parliament of 1787 — Disturbances at Rennes — M. de N ouain ville — M . 

Necker — Project of M. de Lomcnie — His dismissal from the ministry-— Burn- 
ing of the effigy — lliots in Pans — Louis XVI., the queeu, and the royal family. 

At the period when our family came to settle in Paris, the 
popularity enjoyed by the parliament was immense, and it might 
have made use of that popularity for the benefit and happiness 
of all, had it given a right direction to public feeling. France, 
though she contained within herself all the elements of the 
commotions which were soon after developed, had not as yet 
unfurled the flag of revolution : her wounds were sufficiently 
manifest, and might easily have been healed by proper remedies. 
We then saw what we now see, and what will always be seen, 
viz., views of private interest succeeding patriotic professions. 
The desire of shining in a lengthened harangue, stuffed with 
scraps of erudition, was a universal mania ; while some 
unfortunate little village, of which the orator was perhaps the 
mandatory, was left undefended and uneulogized. Sucn was 
the conduct of Despremcnil, who, after having had the courage 
to defeat the projects of the archbishop of Toulouse, and shown 
himself in that affair a true tribone of the people, subsequently 
appeared in the character of an illuminate, or rather of a fool, 
in his reply to M. de Maleshcrbes, on the subject of the 
Protestants. 

Degpr6m6nil had procured, by dint of bribery, a proof sheet 
of the ministerial edicts. When he read them to the assembled 
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chambers, the most profound indignation, and a thirst for ven- 
geance, kindled up the fatal war between tbe' court and the 

K rliament. Seeing its interests wounded on all sides, that body 
came an enemy, and a dangerous one. The rupture became 
every day more and more serious. The ministry, irritated at the 
surreptitious promulgation of their plans, ordered the arrest of 
Despremenil in the most arbitrary manner. The parliament 
renewed its clamours : Paris was filled with murmurs, and a 
most ominous fermentation prevailed every where. At this 
juncture M. de Brienne, who neither knew how to yield with 
grace, or to act with decision when the occasion required it, 
.prorogued all the parliaments of the kingdom. This was a 
second appeal to insurrection, which indeed seemed too slow in 
its advances. My brother at that period went to join his regi- 
ment, which was then in garrison at Sainte-Brieux ; but having 
many letters of recommendation at Rennes, he spent in that 
town all the time he had at his disposal, before lie joined his 
comrades. Rennes was then in such a state of ferment and 
irritation, as threatened an immediate explosion. The magistracy 
and noblesse had united to protest m anticipation against every 
infringement of their rights. The noblesse indeed were most 
violent: they declared* that all who accepted any of the new 
posts were scoundrels, and they conveyed this protestation by 
deputies who were arrested on tlieir route by order of the 
ministry. 

One morning my brother w*as awakened by a great tumult. 
He soon learned that Bertrand de Molleville, and the Count de 
Thiars, # were in the most imminent danger, in consequence of 
endeavouring to register the edicts. He immediately dressed 
himself, seized his sword and pistols, and ran to the barracks 
of the Rohan-Chabot regiment, which was then in garrison at 
Rennes. My brother had many friends there, and naturally 
was anxious on their account, though he was aware of their 
honourable sentiments. The excitement was at its height, when 
he arrived at the scene of action. The soldiers, irritated and 
insulted by the people, had lost all patience, and the business 
would in all probability hitve terminated in bloodshed, had not 
an individual, whose name not sufficiently celebrated, that day 
immortalized himself by his admirable conduct. The people 
were proceeding to acts of violence; the soldiers only waited 
for the order to fire, when M* Blondel de Nouainville was com- 
manded to execute the painful duty of directing an attack on 
the people. Throwing himself into the midst of the crow’d, he 
exclaimed : “ My friends, what is it you do ? Do not sacrifice 
yourselves ! Are we not all brothers ? Soldiers, halt ! " The 
troops gM ike people suspended their advance ; at the same 
instant' raW^tullity was restored, and M. de Nouamville was 
at the town in triumph. 

* Tte he intendant, the latter— commandant of dm province* 
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My father, whom confidential relations placed in communi- 
cation with M: Necker, introduced my brother to him, in order 
that he might hear from his mouth the recital of the affairs of 
Rennes. My father was decidedly of opinion that, in a province 
like Brittany, such a proceeding was more likely to add fuel to 
the flame than to extinguish it. My brother was then twenty- 
two years of age, and his judgment ripened by much travelling, ' 
and a solid education directed by an able father, enabled him, in j 
spite of his youth, not only to observe, but to draw useful in- | 
ductions from his observations. M. Necker perceived this as he ? 
listened to his narrative, and he mentioned it to my father. 

Alas ! how desirable it would have been if M. Necker, who. 
possessed a mind of such rectitude, had but listened to my father, 
and used his influence with the queen, who was all powerful, to 
arrest that fatal proceeding, which, as she said, would' reduce 
Brittany to the condition of a conquered province . What tor- 
rents of French blood were shed in Brittany ! and yet the revo- 
lution had not then commenced ; for many date that event from 
the taking of the Bastile. M. de Lomenie’s burlesque and 
tragi-comic ministry was still inundating us with its errors and 
its follies. Although the devotion of a true citizen had stopped 
the effusion of blood at Rennes, Grenoble was steeped in gore. 
An admirable address conveyed to the foot of the throne a state- 
ment of the grievances which pressed on the people of Dauphiny* 
For an answer it received an insult, dictated to Louis XVI. by 
the delirium of an insane ministry. One false step was the 
parent of another, and error succeeded error without the means 
of providing a remedy. Finally, after trying over and over again 
the dangerous experiment of a coup d'etat — after the patience of 
the nation was entirely exhausted, the archbishop made the fatal 
promise of assembling the states-general. # 

The acts of men are only good and proper in relation to the 
time of their performance. Thus an appeal to the three bodies 
of the state, inviting them to rally round the throne, and to aid 
the sovereign in doing what was nesessary to alleviate the peo- 
ple’s misery, would have been a measure praiseworthy and 
useful at a period of ordinary misfortune ; but at a time when 
animosity was excited to the highest .pitch, it was at once tempt- 
ing fate and defying the storm. 

It is certain that the hopes of the Archbishop of Sens, in the 
distressing situation into which his imprudence and folly had 
thrown him, rested upon a fragile edifice of machiavelian con- 
ception, which assuredly the wily Italian would never have 
avowed under similar circumstances. Monsieur de Lom4nie*s 
project was to embroil the two privileged orders, and reconcile 
them again through the medium of the king and the third state* 
the object of this fine plan was to destroy the influence of the 

* The kiog promised they should meet on the 1st of May, 178p, 
Madame Jvkot — YOU I. X) 
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first two orders. This is actually true, improbable as it may 
appear. What infatuation ! and it was to such* a man that the 
destinies of a great people were, for fifteen months, entrusted ! 
Truly it is difficult to determine which is most strange, his 
absurdity or the people’s toleration of it ! 

But patience must have its term. The treasury was drained ; 
famine and bankruptcy stared us in the face ; all was ruin around 
ns ! The public indignation at length overwhelmed M. de Lome- 
nie, and he retired from the ministry, pursued by the execrations 
of all parties. On the day that terminated his administration, 
some young men prepared an effigy, the size of life, and dressed 
• like the archbishop in a velvet-coloured robe, in which three- 
fifths were composed of satin, and the two others of paper, by 
way of allusion to the decree of the 16th of August preceding. 
This effigy they burned with all due ceremony in the Place 
Dauphine, with every demonstration of extravagant exultation. 
There was at that time in Paris a Chevalier Dubois, who com- 
mands the guard called the guet, or patrole. This guet was 
the gendarmerie of the time. The burning of the effigy dis- 
pleased M. Dubois; and next day, when an attempt was made 
to renew the ceremony, he presented himself in person to forbid 
it. The young men desired him to go about his business ; lie 
refused, and some altercation arose. He then desired his troop 
to employ their arms, and they did so without mercy. At sight 
of the killed and wounded the people became furious ; they at- 
tacked and drove away the guet; several guard-houses were 
forced, and the arms seized. The riot continued to increase. 
It was now night. A detachment of the French guards, con- 
cealed under the arcade of Saint-Jean, and in the Rue Mar- 
trois, fired on the crowd, and killed a great number. The dead 
bodies were thrown into the Seine, and tranquillity was for a 
time restored. But, on the resignation of the keeper of the 
seals, who was as much disliked as the Archbishop of Toulouse, 
the discontent of the people again broke out. Great rioting en- 
sued in the streets of Paris, and numbers of people were killed 
by the military. 

M. Necker was called to the head of the department of 
finance, and affairs took p favourable aspect. The finances of 
the country improved by confidence, the prisoners were released 
from the Bastile, and the parliament recalled. The double re- 
presentation of the third state was the wish of every just and 
reasonable man. It was found necessary to adopt it ; and, on 
the 27th of December, 1788, at a royal council at which the 
- queen was present, it was determined to grant the double repre- 
sentation. This measure produced enthusiastic joy throughout 
all France, the demonstration of which was attended by consi- 
derable disturbance at Montmartre, Rennes, and other.towns in 
that part of the country. It, seemed indeed as if the whole of 
JfeFrancfe was. included in the provinces of'Dauphiby, Brittany, 
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and the fratujhe-Comte. ftence it was that the people con- 
stantly insisted on the revival of their old rights and preroga- 
tives ; hence those perpetual contests between the states, the 
parliaments, and the king’s council. F6r example,, in Franche- 
Comt6, thirty-two members of the noblesse protested against 
the decree of the majority" of the states. The parliament can- 
celled the protest, and the king’s council, in its turn, cancelled 
the decree of the parliament. The fact is, Louis XVL might 
have been competent to govern in ordinary times ; his virtues 
might have shed lustre over a peaceful throne; but the storm 
could only be allayed by a degree of courage and decision in 
which he was wanting. The king had near him a perfidious 
enemy in his privy council. The queen, too, exercised great 
influence over him, and was a most dangerous guides* she was 
passionate, full of prejudices, and ready to make any sacrifice 
to revenge herself when her private interests were wqumjed. 
But her misfortunes, and those of the king, must throw* a veil 
over their faults. 

As to the other members of the royal family, they were so 
divided that they could afford no rallying point. The king’s 
aunts, one of whom had previously possessed great influence 
over the royal couple, had been superseded by other favourites. 
Madame Victoire had no power; and as to the pious Madame 
Elizabeth, she conceived she -had no other duty to perform than 
to offer up prayers for the safety of those about her. Monsieur 
had set up a sort of opposition, which in France was infinitely 
more dangerous than it would have been in England, where it 
seems to be quite orthodox that the heir to the throne should 
head an opposition. Monsieur, however, did his brothers great 
injury, without perhaps intending it,* and the conduct of Ma- 
dame was even more mischievous. As to the Count d’Artois, 
he might have been null though standing on the steps of the 
throne, had he not considered it a point of honour to disavow 
any other law than the old authority of the crown. Such was 
the situation of France and the royal family in 1789, just before 
the opening of the States-general. % 

* Among his most serious faults may be ranked the assumption of the title 
of regent, in 1791. Louis XVI. felt this keenly, and immediately wrote to 
Vienna to Baron Breteuil, desiring him to disavow, not only to the Emperor of 
Austria, but to all the other Powers, the authorized existence of the regency. 
u This proceeding,” said the unfortunate monarch in his letter, <c may be fatal 
to me, as it will only serve to irritate my people against me. I am master of my 
actions.” The queen added a few lines to this letter. The Baron de Breteuil 
showed it to several individuals with whom I am acquainted ; among others to 
the Abbe Junot and Cardinal Maury. 
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CHAPTER VIT. 

•Opening of the states — General conversation between Bonaparte and Count 
Sotits de Narbonne — Baron rle Breteuil — The Queen and M. de Vergennes 
' ^Miiaheaurr-A made by the court — A bribe refused — The Queen's 

anger— «M irabeau solicits an interview with the Queen — Errors of M. Necker's 
; administration. 

On the 5th of May, 1789, the States-general were opened .* 
X was then too young to understand the solemnity of the spec- 
tacle presented by the states, when they proceeded to the church 
of St. Louis Versailles, to hear mass on the day preceding 
their sitting; but I well recollect the immense and joyful crow'd 
which thronged the three avenues, and lined the road along 
which the deputies passed. The States commenced their la- 
bours. Had union prevailed throughout all the parts of the 
great whole, that admirable work would have been brought to a 
ravourable issue. Unfortunately, there was not only a want of 
union, but there was no wish to establish it. The third state 
grew tired of not being heard, or rather of receiving, by way of 
answer, demands made by the clergy and nobility, in a tone of 
authority ill suited to prevailing circumstances. At length 
came the separation of the third state from the two privileged 
orders: this" was the finishing stroke; the grand contest be- 
tween the throb# and the nation was now about to be decided. 
The retreat of the third estate into the tennis court produced an 
effect which years would not have brought about. The depu- 
ties, by declaring themselves to be the representatives of a great 
nation, acquired new power: the people began to measure their 
Strength, and they found that they might venture very far in 
attempting the great work of their deliverance. 

One of the causes which contributed to overthrow the throne 
of France, at this disastrous period, was occult government. 
Napoleon, when one day conversing about the revolution with 
Count Louis de Narbonne, said : “ But you had great influence, 
had you not?” M. de Narbonne observed that nothing could 
be more Unfounded than that supposition. His constitutional 
opinions withheld him alike from advocating or opposing the 

* It is a curious coincidence thatNapoleon died at St. Helena on die 5th of 
■May. ' ■ ■ .. .. . • 
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revolution; M. de Narbonne added, tb^t it #as the queen her- 
self who insisted on the double representation of the royal 
authority, though without any hostile feeling towards France, 
which sne loved and regarded as her adopted country. Many 
absurdities have been advanced on this subject: for example, 
wbat could be more ridiculous than to suppose the queen to 
have been more attached to her brother than to her husband, 
her children, and her crown? “ I believe, however/* said M. de 
Narbonne, “ that in 1792, the queen was so irritated by all she 
had suffered for three years previously, that her love for France 
was very much diminished.” As to the occult government/ the* 
Baron de Breteuil is the individual who is most to be reproached. 1 
on that score. While he declared it to be his wish to establish 
the English constitution in France, he would have introduced 
the constitution of Constantinople, if there had been* such a 
thing. That man did a great deal of mischief in France, with 
his loud voice and narrow ideas. . 

My mother described to me the enthusiastic admiration with 
which the queen was received on one occasion when she ap- 
peared at the opera soon after her marriage. The performance 
was Iphigenie en Aulide. The queen arrived very late, and the 
fine chorus Chantons, celebrom noire reihe, had just been sung* 
As soon as the queen entered, the repetition of the chorus wa$ 
unanimously called for, and it was sung by the whole audience 
with such affectionate ardour, that the queen melted into tears* 
Alas! unfortunate princess, how soon was this love changed to 
hatred ! The following is one of the many circumstances which 
combined to effect that change. While M. de Vergennes was 
in the department of foreign affairs, he was one daw summoned 
by the queen on some very singular business. The queen’s 
brother, the Emperor, had requested her to oJ>niin a loan of 
twelve millions for him. Of course, it was understood that the 
money was to be repaid, but in the public ferment which then 
existed, it was necessary that both the loan and the repayment 
should be kept a profound secret. The matter was veyy di|lr 
cult; for on the queen's own acknowledgment, the king was 
decidedly opposed to it. The queen*infonned M. de Vergennes 
that she wished him to devise some . means of raising the money, 
and above all of inducing the king to consent to it. “ With ail 
the respect I entertain for your majesty/' replied the minister, 
“ I am unfortunately obliged to disobey your command#* > The 
state treasury is empty ; we are approaching a terrible crisis, 
and I should consider myself very culpable were I, by my 
advice, to urge the king to a step which cannot but be fat# 
to your majesties and to France.” — “Sir,” said the qi*ee% 
haughtily, ** I sent for you to request your inter ce ssion, not^c 
ask for your advice. But I shall, without yourUTd, prevail on 
the king to do what mill strengthen the links of mendsbip: 
between France and Austria. I shall merely trouble you to 
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procure the funds ; and I will, if j&ecessary, be: the 
The queen of France may love her adopted country without 
forgetting that she is an Austrian archduchess. I want no new 
taxes. I do not even wish that the department of finance 
should be applied to in this affair; but a loan may be raised, 
and let it be done.” 

M. de Vergennes returned home much disconcerted. The 
quoin’s determination seemed to be positive, and the minister ■ 
plainly saw that the king would yield to the entreaties of the 
woman he loved. That very evening the king sent for him, and 
informed him, with an embarrassed air, of the promise which 
the queen had extorted from him, and expressed his wish that 
the sum, or at least half of it, should be raised. It was not easy 
at that time to raise money for the government, and great 
address Was requisite to attain that object. There was in Paris 
an immensely rich banker named Durhuet. He was commis- 
sioned by M. de Vergennes to raise the loan. After a great 
de$l; of trouble, and one or two journeys, he at length suc- 
ceeded. The courier who was to convey to Vienna the intelli- 
gence that the king had given his consent to a loan of twelve 
millions, when France wanted bread, was ready to start. M. de 
Vergennes delivered to him his dispatches with secret instruc- 
tions.^ The courier set out ; but when he had got about twenty 
leagues from Paris, he was suddenly taken ill, and was obliged 
to suspend his journey for forty-eight hours. This interval was 
well employed by the minister. He threw himself at the king’s 
feet, and so earnestly implojred him to consider that the step he 
W&s about to take would be attended by fatal consequences, 
that Louis XVI. consented to the recall of the courier. The 
money was restored to M. Durhuet, and the king’s refusal was 
sent to Vienna instead of the loan. 


After the separation of the third state from the two privi- 
leged orders, but few means of reconciliation really remained, 
though at first there appeared many, and among them was the 
acquisition of Mirabcau. This astonishing man was without 
doubt the greatest political character of our revolution. His 
portrait hhs been drawn in every attitude, under all possible 
: lights ; and yet they have hut little understood this wonderful 
Orator, who think they have said enough when they echo the 
expressions, “What inimitable talent ! he was surely inspired 1 
%lh||hen the immorality of Iris writings !” and such like. I am? 

fer from wishing to represent Mirabeau as an estimable 
character; but the brilliancy of that colossal talent with which 
Dilute had gifted him still remains to elicit admiration, and 
make us overlook, by the contrast, the shades which darken so 
splendid a picture. Jt would be the height of absurdity in me 
|to lay a tint upon the^pertrait of Mirabeau, which would in any 
§ls|^r0e diifiimsh ife%uth to I merely contend that, in 

pieafeing of him, we ought ndt to take for granted all the errors 
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which h&$e been laid to his charge^ little to u$ that 

the old magisterial peruke of the i^fesi^-eni'vLe Monier was; 
compromised in the tribunals. What business have we with 
the matrimonial squabbles of M. and Mine, de Mirabeau ? 

I cannot class Mirabeau with the rest of the men who figured 
in the Revolution. I flatter myself I knew more of hs real 
character than those who were acquainted with him at the 
epoch of his brilliant existence. The fact is, that I was in the 
habit of seeing regularly, almost every day, for at least seven 
years of my early life, the two individuals who were best able to 
give me an accurate opinion of Mirabeau, The first was his 
dearest friend,, the man he cherished above all others, and who 
in return almost worshipped his memory. This man, who fol- 
lowed the political path of Mirabeau, and who by means of his 
intimacy with him, and subsequently with Dumouriez, obtained 
a sort of influence in the government, was Bonnecarere. He 
lived at Versailles at the time I resided there. The other indi- 
vidual was Cardinal Maury, who, when only an abbe, was tji$. 
opponent of Mirabeau, by whom, however, lie was constantly 
defeated. From the sentiments of these two men, and likewise 
from some documents which have been placed at my disposal, 
I have drawn my inferences. I have (owned an opinion which 
is, I trust, divested of all prejudice. Excluded from the rank 
to which his birth entitled him, Mirabeau determined to recover 
it at any price. He vowed vengeance against his enemies, and 
with this bitterness of feeling did Mirabeau take his seat in the 
assembly of the states-gencral. As lie entered the ball, on the 
day of opening, he cast a threatening glance on the ranks which 
he was not allowed to approach. A bitter smile played on his; 
lips/ which were habitually contracted by an ironical and scorn- 
ful expression. He proceeded across the hall, and seated him?- 
self upon those benches from which lie was soon to, hurl the 
thunderbolts which shook the throne. 

A gentleman, strongly attached to tlie court, but likwise Vk 

friend of Mirabeau, the Count dc Iteb -, who had observed 

the rancorous look which he darted around him when he took 
his seat, entered into conversation with him the same day, and 
pointed f out to him that his peculiar position in the world closed, 
against him the door of every saloon in Paris. " Conrid^l’r f 
said the count, “ that society when once wounded is not easily 
conciliated If you wish to be pardoned, you must ask pardon*” 
Mirabeau listened with impatience to what the count said, hut 
when he used the word “ pardon,” lie could contain himself no 
longer, but started up and stamped with violence on the ground* 
His bushy hair seemed to stand on end, his little piercing eyes 
flashed fire, and his lips turned pale and quivered. This was 
always the way with Mirabeau when lie j^as strongly excited. 

** I am come hither,” cried he in a voieifof thunder, " to ba 
asked, not to ask for, pardon.” These words were reported that 
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V$ry evening to the queen. Her majesty used to note ia her 
memorandum book those deputies whose talents were worthy 
i her notice. We may conclude that Mirabeau stood at the top 
|of her red ink list 

,,That Mirabeau was corruptible, all the world knows. To 
manage % negotiation with him was, however, a difficult and 
delicate task. Nevertheless, intrigue and cunning afforded 
hopes of success at a moment when fears and misgivings were 
becoming more and more acute and deeply seated. 

On the 7th of May, 1789, the queen was informed of Mira- 
beau’s hostile intentions.* M. Necker was consulted, and his 
opinion was, that Mirabeau was possessed of extraordinary talent, 
hut wanted judgment ; and M. Necker considered him not very 
formidable. But M, Necker ought to have known enough of 
bur ^aiion to be aware what might be produced by brilliant 
oratory and an eloquence teeming with facts. Now, the cause 
Jhat Mirabeau had undertaken to defend was in itself the most 
just of all causes, and that M. Necker knew better than most 
people. He, however, declined to have any thing to do with the 
negotiation, and merely yielded to the queen's wish to place at 
her disposal a sum of money to assist the execution of her de- 
signs. ' 

, v Furnished with his instructions, and a well stocked purse, the 

;f^|pit de Reb went one morning to Mirabeau, plied him 

much art, and finally made him offers which he felt confi- 
dent he would not hesitate to accept. But fate ordained that 
the man who had always been needy, and tormented by creditors, 
was at that moment well supplied with money. What was the 

result ? He rejected the proposition of Count de Reb^ l's 

offers, and asked him for whom he took him ? Mirabeau dis- 
missed the count with all the dignity of an ancient Greek, tell- 
ing him that offers of money could not be listened to by him/ 
The count, though chagrined at his disappointment, did not lose 
hope. He knew Mirabeau well enough, and was sure he would 
not remain long in his present frame of mind. 

That same evening a man who served Mirabeau in the 
capacity of a pacolet called upon the count. This man, as 
Jqulevet, was a kind of factotum to the tribune of the people. 
He had been implicated in the trial of Madame Lemonnier, and 
since that period had served, though distantly, his dangerous 
patron, whom he loved. He was a practised intriguer, and had 
been attracted to Paris by the assembling of the states-general, 
reasonably presuming that there his talents would find occu- 
pation. He waited on his old patron, and through the medium 
of M. de Bormecarere, of whom 1 had these facts, %as introduced 

* ?hay$ to #$y, that it was known % kt$ own ttv&wuli What be intended to f 
for pursuing a directiy contf&iy line of conduct. 
documents testing to this a$ur luw teen in ny 
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to Mirabeau. Mirabeau found him of use ; and obscure as this 
man was, he was of singular assistance to Mirabeau. Of this I 
have seen written proofs. 

Joulevet opened the conference with the Count de Reb— — , 
by announcing to him that Mirabeau consented to place all his 
influence at the disposal of the court, but required, he *said, an 
honourable treaty*, and not a paltry bargain that he did not 
wish to supersede M. Necker, whose talents he respected (this 
by the way is not true, for Mirabeau made him the constant 
butt of his railleryf), but that any other department of the 
ministry would suit him. On these terms he would devote him- 
self to the court. The Count de Reb- 1, who was a good 

simple man, thought, on hearing this, that ambition had wrought 
this change in Mirabeau. He went to him, and was this time 
well received, and heard all the reasons he gave for his readiness 
to sacrifice himself by entering the ministry at such a moment. 
The same day the count saw the individual who was to speak to 
the queen, and he on the first intelligence of the capitulation of 
Mirabeau (for he was really a strong hold), ran immediately to 
acquaint the queen with the happy news. The count followed, 
and when he entered the queen’s cabinet, her majesty advanced 
towards him, her countenance beaming tvith pleasure. w The 
king will be gratified by your zeal, monsieur, said she to the 
plenipotentiary. “ Well ! had you a good bargain of this msai't 

How much has be cost?” The Count de Ret 1 then sSsui! 

that Mirabeau, with true magnanimity, had rejected all pro- 
positions of a pecuniary nature. He then mentioned the ap- 
pointment to the ministry. 

At the mention of this the queen reddened, and then turned 
deadly pale. She closed her eyes, and striking her foreheld 
with her hand, exclaimed : “ A minister ! Make Requeiti 
Mirabeau a minister ! Never ! never will I allow the threshold 
of the king’s council to be sullied by the footsteps of such a 
man.” She trembled with rage. “ Let him have money ! Give 
him all he asks for! But to make him a minister! — Is it 
possible that my friends can give me this advice?” She then 
paced the room with every mark of violent agitation, repeating 
the words, “ A minister, forsooth! a. minister!” The sequel of 
the story is curious. The sum offered to Mirabeau might 
be regarded as considerable at a period when money, being 


* My memory is rather in doubt, with regard to the amount of the sum 
stipulated. I think 100*000 fr.j but I am not certain. I have likewise for* 
gotten whether or no this sum was part of the personal property of M. Nedker. 
But M. Necker’s honourable character would lead to that inference. 

f Since writing Ihe above, I have seen a work of Madame de Stael, in which 
she states that Mirabeau had a high opinion of M. Necker. In this she is 
certainly deceived. I know that Mirabeau used among his intimate friends to 
call him a fool, and a political Cassandra. Madame de Stall's conduct is vety 
excuse ; but tar filial affection sometimes carries her too far. 
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distributed about in every direction, was not very abundant 
at Versailles. After Mi rabeau had refused it three times, the 
queen desired the individual employed in the negotiation 
to return it. This individual departed for Germany, and 
after lie was gone Mirabeau became pressed for money* and did 
not know how to raise it. He had missed the opportunity, and 
the channel of communication was gone. When that individual 
returned it was too late : Mirabeau was fairly in the list : he 
had thrown down the gauntlet, and now wanted both money and 
office. It is curious that Mirabeau earnestly solicited an inter- 
view with the queen. But the queen would consent to it only 
on condition that it should be in the presence of M. de Reb — 1, 
or Monsieur. Mirabeau, however, would not accede to that 
condition. What could be Mirabeau’s object in so urgently 
pressing this interview ? Did he not believe the truth of the 
Story of the necklace ? Did he found any hopes on the powers 
of captivation with which nature had endowed him, in spite of 
his personal disadvantages? 

It is not surprising that Mirabeau should have maintained 
profound silence on the whole of this affair. It was a point of 
the utmost importance that members of the states-general should 
preserve, in the opinions of the citizens, a character for purity, 
independence, and disinterestedness. All and each of the de- 
puties pledged themselves on their honour not to solicit or ac- 
cept any pension or favour directly or indirectly. These consi- 
derations rendered Mirabeau circumspect, and whatever might 
be his habitual imprudence, he betrayed no levity in this affair, 
the details of which were not known till some years afterwards. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

Louis XVI. at the Hotel de Yille on the 14th of July — Revolutionary scenes — 
Departure of my father and brother for England— -My father’s return — His 
duel with M. de Som—le— Return of my brother — Domiciliary visit to my 
father’s house — Napoleon’s remarks upon it — The 10th cf August — We save 
two of our friends — M. de Condorcet — My father denounced — Departure of 
my father and mother from Paris — My sister and I placed at boarding- 
school. 

When, after the 14th of July, the king was conducted to 
the Hotel de Vide to sanction the revolution which had been 
made against himself, my father informed me that his deep dis- 
tress calm dignified deportment, inspired respect from all 
whe surr^ufded him. The king ha^k long seen the stem 

S thering i»f|ie Jiorizon ; ii had now buimupon his head. The 
nger and fill before , hurt* - l&fy father said 'that 

. ■, ' * ; / . . ' . ' 
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the pious expression of the kiqgV countenance showed how he 
viewed his situation. He judged it as a Christian, if he did not 
judge it as a king. Before the revolution of the 14th of July* 
M. Necker had been dismissed. He was recalled after that 
event. From this indecision it was clear that the ship had no 
pilot. At this period a report which had long been circulated 
assumed a semblance of truth. The Duke of Orleans had been 
accused of being the head of a party, and the newspapers of the 
day employed his name in the hints which they daily set forth 
that France should follow the example of England. The Duke 
of Orleans was fixed upon, because, in the English revolution, 
the direct part of the royal family had been expelled in favour of 
the Prince of Orange. The thing was so often repeated, that 
the Duke of Orleans began at last to believe that he might 
place himself at the head of a party, and become the leader of a 
faction, without the qualification for such an office. 

Robespierre and others set the Duke of Orleans forward, 
because they wanted something that would please the moderate 
and reasonable party. That party allowed itself to be caught 
in the snare. But this stone, which it was intended to hurl on 
the royal head, could not roll of itself. It was only dangerous* 
from the hands which were to move it. I 'recollect, as though 
they were terrible dreams, the 14th of July, the 6th of October, 
the 21st of June, and several other days which formed the most 
fatal in the calendar. On the bill of October, in particular, I 
remember seeing my mother, at three in the afternoon, ordering 
the servants to shut the drawing-room shutters which looked on 
the quay. My father wished to go to Versailles ; but she wept 
and held him by the arm, entreating him not to leave us. My 
father, alarmed at the aspect of affairs, which was every day 
becoming more threatening, converted his property into English 
stock, and set off with my brother to London. There he re- 
mained for some weeks, and then returned to France,, leaving 
my brother in England to await his further instructions. 

Many events occurred in our family during the absence of my 
brother. My fathers constitutional principles were well known, 
and yet his attachment to the king led him into several dis- 
putes. He fought a duel with M. <Je j3om — le, an officer in my 
brother’s regiment, who, in my father’s presence, made some 
remarks on the opinions of Albert M. de Som — le was slightly 
wounded in the arm, but my father escaped unhurt. 

At that period a family who kept many servants could not be 
sure of them all. My father took all possible precautions. The 
duel was not known, it is true ; but the quarrel which gave rise 
to it was repeated about with various commentaries. This was 
attended by dangerous consequences. In the preceding year, a 
man, who said he was an upholsterer, established himself in a 
little shop in the neighbourhood of the Mint. He came to 
request my- Another’s custom ; but he was informed, that she h$ui 
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already an upholsterer whom she was not inclined to discard for 
a stranger. He was insolent, and a dispute arose between him 
and the servant. The noise drew my father to the door, and the 
result was that M. Thirion was turned out of the house. My 
father, and the rest of the family, thought no more about this 
affair, but Thirion remembered it, and he vowed deadly hatred 
against us. 

The sections were formed. This man acquired some influence 
in ours. He became secretary, clerk, or 1 know not what. A 
few days after my father’s return from England, a domiciliary 
visit was made to our house. It was under the direction of 
Thirion, who had probably instigated it. My father had just 
risen and was shaving, when, to his surprise, Thirion entered his 
dressing room, and informed him that he had come to enquire 
his age, his qualifications, and the object of his recent journey. 
My father insisted on seeing the order, and Thirion refused to 
show it. My father flew into a violent rage, and seizing on a 
large stick would probably have insisted on inflicting a severe 
chastisement on Thirion, but for my mother’s intercession ; 
Thirion took his departure, after declaring that he should make 
a report against my father. In the midst of the agitation into 
which this scene threw my mother and me, Napoleon Bonaparte 
happened to call. On being informed of what had taken place, 
he expressed great indignation, and immediately repaired to the 
section, the club, the committee, or whatever might be the 
authority which at that time ordered domiciliary visits. Thirion 
had already made his report; but Napoleon, nevertheless, 
animadverted strongly on Thirion’s refusal to produce his order. 
“ If,” said he, “ M. de Pennon had fired a pistol at that man, 
he would only have been defending his house against an insolent 
intruder, and no one could have blamed him. 0 

This happened on the 7th or 8th of August. The 10th was a 
day which I shall never forget. It was the day of my ffite, and 
hitherto I had always spent it happily. Some of my young 
friends had been invited to visit me, and my little chamber was 
filled with flowers, toys, and sweetmeats. But our festival day 
proved a day of mourning. In the streets the cries of the people 
mingled with the thundering of artillery and the groans of 
the wounded. About noon my brother entered with one of 
his companions in arms, who was wrapped in a great coat. The 
young man had tasted nothing for forty hours, and he had 
just escaped from the pursuit of those who would have massacred 
him if they had found him. His family lay under great obli- 
gations to the queen. His duty and his opinions happened 
to coincide* In the course of a few days he had fought three 
duels* two of which had terminated fatally. One of his deceased 
adlprsaries was a relation of ManUel; consequently there was 

t ry thing to fear. The young gentleman was concealed in 
little ^kpaittment, and I received instrfittions as to the 
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answers I should give in case of the house being searched; 
The cautious prudence I had then to observe in behalf of a 
stranger, afterwards became useful to me when those I most 
dearly loved were in similar danger. , 

My father was out, and my mother had anxiously expected 
his return for several hours. My brother went frequently to the 
gate to look for him. He even ventured as far as the quay, where 
he heard of the deposition of the king, but could see nothing of 
my father. The storm seemed to be subsiding, but the firing of 
musketry was still heard at intervals. Night was drawing in, and 
my father had not yet returned. My brother again went down 
to the gate to look for him, and he saw a man quickly turn round 
the corner of our hotel. He immediately recognised the figure 
of my father. He called to him, and my father advanced, look- 
ing cautiously behind him. He desired my brother to leave the 
door open, observing that he was merely going round the corner 
to fetch a person who was in the arcade of the mint. He re- 
turned, bringing with him a gentleman who was scarcely able to 
walk. He was leaning on the arm of my father, who conducted 
him silently to a bed chamber. Alas ! when the wounded him 
threw off’ the large military cloak which enveloped him, what 
was our distress to recognise M. de Bevy*! He was pale and 
faint, and the blood was flowing copiously from his wounds. 
Tranquillity was not restored during the whole of the night. 
Owing to the situation of our house, we were in greater safety 
than many of our neighbours, for we were less in sight, and more 
out of hearing of the threats and imprecations uttered by the 
crowds who paraded Paris during the whole of the night. 

On the morning of the 1 1th, a message was sent by the valet- 
de-chambre of my brother’s young friend, informing him that he 
was in great danger, as Manuel was making strict search for 
him. A strange idea then occurred to my brother, though in its 
result it proved very fortunate. M. de Condorcet lodged at that 
time in an entresol in the mint. My brother had occasion to see 
him several times, and he had always treated him in a very 
friendly way. My brother went to him. I do not know what 
passed in the interview; but Albert’s friend was saved. 

My father entertained no fears for Jiis own safety. He was 
engaged in writing a letter for M. de Bevy, when our butcher, 
an honest, worthy man, who was a lieutenant or captain in the 
National Guards, sent to inform us that my father had been de- 
nounced for having harboured enemies of the people. My father 
paid little attention to this warning; but in about an hour after- 
wards he received more positive information that he would be 
arrested that very night. The individual who brought him this 
information added to it the promise of a passport for one of the 
cities in the south of France, and undertook to conduct "ley 
father, accompanied by my mother, but my mother only, 
out of Fans. She wps almost distracted at the thought o£ 
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teaving her children behind her at such a moment ; bat there 
was no alternative. 

After long deliberation as to what would be the best way of 
disposing of myself and my sister, it was determined that we 
should be placed at a boarding-school, and that my brother 
should have a lodging near us. This plan was no sooner resolved 
than executed, and before night my sister and I were installed 
in a boarding-school in the Faubourg Saint- Antoine, kept by 
Mesdemoisglles Chevalier. , 


CHAPTER IX. 

Murder of Madame de Lamballe — Our removal to Toulouse — My father sum- 
moned before the section — My mother's letter to Saiicetti — lie makes my 
brother his secretary — Death of the king and Madame Elizabeth — My father’s 
illness — Friendly warning of Couder — Our journey to the waters of Cauterets 
- — Death of lt^bespierre. 

My sister and I were miserable during the time we remained 
at boarding-school. Our only intervals of happiness were when 
my brother came to see us, which he did as often as he could. 
One day, when my brother came to pay us a visit, he perceived 
as he came along groups of individuals whose sanguinary drunk- 
enness was horrible. Many were naked to the waist, and their 
arms and breasts were covered with blood. They bore tattered 
garments upon their pikes and swords. Their countenances 
were inflamed, and their eyes haggard ; in short, tlieir appear- 
ance was hideous. These groups became more frequent and 
more numerous. My brother, in his uneasiness about us, de- 
termined to come to us at all risks, and drove rapidly along the 
Boulevard, until he arrived opposite the house of Beaumarchais. 
There he was stopped by an immense mob, composed also of 
half-naked individuals besmeared with blood, and who had the 
appearance of demons incarnate. They vociferated, sang, and 
danced. It was the Saturnalia of Hell ! On perceiving Albert's 
cabriolet they cried out, 1 u Let it be taken to him ! Let it be 
taken to him! He is an aristocrat I” In a moment the 
cabriolet was surrounded by the multitude, and from the middle 
of the crowd an object seemed to arise and approach. My 
brother's troubled sight did not enable him at first to perceive 
long auburn tresses clotted with blood, and a Countenance still 
lovely, # The object camej, nearer and nearer) and rested upon his 
face. l|fy unhappy brother uttered a piercing 6ry. „ He had re- 
cognised the head of Madame de Lamballe ! # 

^ Dun|jf| the horrible massacres of September, 1792, the Princess of Lam- 
seized and carried, id the firjt instance, to the pifsoa off La Force. 
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We received a letter from my mother, dated Toulouse. She 
And my father had fixed their temporary abode in that city, and 
they desired us to join them. We accordingly left Paris for that 
purpose. We lodged in the house of M. de Montauriol, president 
of the parliament of Toulouse. It was situated in the finest part 
of the town, and was divided between four families. We were 
no sooner established in our new abode, than my father was 
summoned to appear before the president of the section, or dis- 
trict. My father was in such a state of irritability that my 
mother would not sutler him to go, and my brother went in his 
stead. * 

It was some time before my brother could make the worthy 
magistrate comprehend that the citizen Permon he saw before 
him was not citizen Permon the elder , and that the latter was too 
ill to attend. When at length this was explained to him, after 
considerable difficulty, he exclaimed, “ And what do you do 
here? coward! aristocrat! why are you not with the army?” 
My brother replied that he was not with the army because his 
father, being ill, his mother and sisters required his protection. 
However, this explanation was not considered satisfactory, and 
my brother narrowly escaped being arrested on the spot. When 
he returned home he was in gicat distress and alarm. He con- 
sulted my mother on the means of securing my father’s safety ; 
and she, with the admirable spirit and presence of mind which 
never forsook her, determined to write to her countryman Sali- 
cetti, who was then in Paris, awaiting the king’s trial. 

My father had been intimately acquainted with M. Durosoi, 
wlio edited a journal entitled “ V Ami da MoL”* M. Durosoi, 

She was afterwards removed to the Abbey, to be questioned before two ferocious 
men of the name of Hebert and L’Jlulher, appointed to sit as judges. The 
following is the whole of her trial: Qutslion. Who ate you? — Answer . Maria 
Louisa, Princess of Savoy. Q. Your quality? — sL Superintendent of the 
queen’s household, Q. llad you any knowledge of the plots of the court on 
the 10th of August ? — A. I do not know that there were any plots on the 10th 
of August; but this I know, that I had no knowledge of them. Q. Will you 
swear to liberty, equality, and a detestation of the king, the queen, and royalty ? 
— A. 1 shall readily swear to the two first, but I cannot swear to the last, as 1 
have no such sentiment in my heart. A bystander whispeied, “ ft* you do not 
swear f you are a dead woman.” She was led *into a court of die prison already 
shewed with dead bodies, where, on leceiving the blow of a dagger, she fell, 
fainting with the loss of blood ; and soon afterwards her body was pierced with 
a lance, and her noble spirit fled. We dare not relate all the horrors and in- 
diguities that were heaped on her. Her head was cut off, and carried through 
Pans to the Palais Hoyal, and exposed beneath the window of the Duke ot 
Oileans, who gazed on it for awnile without uttering a syllable. He was 
charged with being privy to this murder by the. double thirst of revenge and 
interest ; for, by her death, he gained her jointure of a hundred thousand crowns, 
which she received out of the fortune of the Duchess of Orleans, who was her 
sister-in-law. , 

* " L’Arai du Roi” (the King's Friend) was written by Counsellor Momjoie, 
the author of a valuable history of the revolution. The unfortunate M. de Rosoi 
was the editor of the Gazette de Paris, These writers, and many others, who 



46 


NAPOLEON, HIS COURT AND FAMILY. 


who was firmly wedded tp his own opinions, happened to meet 
Salicetti one day in my father’s house, and a warm discussion 
arose between them ; my father supporting the arguments of 
Durosoi, and my mother those of Salicetti. The latter left the 
house much out of humour, and the course of events obliged my 
mother and father to quit Paris before they had an opportunity 
of seeing him again. My mother feared that he might bear in 
mind the part my father had taken in the discussion above- 
mentioned ; and this fear was not so unfounded as it may 
appear. M* father’s opinions might be expected to influence 
his conduct as well as his language ; and this reflection would 
naturally occur to the man who was asked to be a sort of 
security for him. My mother felt this difficulty, but she never- 
theless determined to write. The letter was that of a wife and 
a mother. She appealed to his past friendship, to the remem- 
brance of their common country ; and concluded by assuring 
Salicetti that she should owe to him the lives of her husband 
and her children. 

The danger was no doubt great, but, perhaps, not so great 
as my mother’s fears led her to imagine, at least as far as re- 
garded my father. My brother was really in much greater 
danger; for he was required to join the army, and to do that 
would have been to march to certain death, for the fatigues he 
had already undergone had brought on a pulmonary inflam- 
mation. By the next courier, Salicetti returned an exceedingly 
kind answer to my mother’s letter. After thanking her for 

f iving him an opportunity to serve her, lie informed her that he 
ad placed her husband under the immediate protection of the 
authorities of Toulouse. As to my brother, he appointed him 
his secretary, and sent him his nomination, together with leave 
to spend three months with his family. 

My brother accepted the offer of Salicetti, though without 
the knowledge of my father, whose feelings were at that time 
so deeply wounded, that we did not think it advisable to add to 
his distress by requiring him to consent to such a step. In a 
very grateful letter, my brother informed Salicetti that he should 
join himdn the month of March following. He was then twenty- 
four years of age. 

Jfcjfean while the king’s fate was decided. This was a severe 
stroke to my poor father, who was greatly attached to his 
sovereign. American liberalism had had an influence upon him 
as well as upon all who had served in the American war ; his 
opinions were fifced, and he was never happier than on the day 
when the king accepted the constitution. On this point, my 

were ardent in the cans I of royalty, and editors of papers, were all imprisoned, 
the papers were sgrfpressed, and pie printing presses destroyed. It was on the 
25th of August, 1722, that M. de Rosoi was ordered for execution. Many very 
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father’s opinions coincided with those the great majority of 
the nation ; and while the illusion lasted, that we had or could 
have a constitutional sovereign, joy and sfttis&ctioh predomi- 
nated. When the fate of the king was made known in the 
provinces, t&e grief it excited was sincere and profound, for as a 
man, Louis the XVIth was universally beloved. My father owed 
much to the king, and much also to Madame Elizabeth* He 
trembled for his benefactress, and the blow he had already re- 
ceived became mortal, when he saw the death of Siadanae 
Elizabeth announced in the journals. He l}ad glready been 
partially confined to his chamber ; but he now shut himself up 
entirely, and kept his bed for whole days together. 

We had brought with us from Paris only one servant, my 
father’s valet-de-chambre. My mother was therefore obliged tp 
hire domestics at Toulouse. These servants gossipped to their 
acquaintances about my father, and the most ridiculous stories* 
respecting the cause of his supposed disappearance were soon 
circulated about the town. 

There was a shoemaker, named Couder, who excised great 
influence in the commune. This man, whose name I never utter 
without gratitude, warned my mother of the reports which 
were circulated respecting my lather. was to be summoned 
and interrogated, and in that case he would have been ruined 
We had then a representative of the people, who certainly would 
not have tolerated my father’s answers. At that tune my 
brother was with Salicetti. My mother wrote to him, and thie 
next post brought back a letter in Salicetti’s own hand-writing, 
containing testimonials in favour of my father, and recommend* 
ing him to his colleague.* Couder w# a very honest mam 
His opinions were those of a staunch and sincere republican 
His merit Was, therefore, the greater in what he did for us, for 
he was perfectly aware of my father’s sentiments. ** All I 
want,” said he to my mother, a is your promise that you will 
not emigrate. When I see the French going abroad, they ap- 
pear to me like children abandoning their parents.” 

My mother had for two years been suffering from a complaint 
of the chest. She was recommended to try the watera^f Cau- 
terets, and she set off, taking me and my sister with her. My 
father could not accompany us: indeed, he remained behind 
almost as a- hostage. On our return from Cauterets, we found 
iny father still very jib Public affairs maintained a gloomy 
and threatening aspect. Robespierre had oerished; but the 
revolutionary executions still continued. Terror was not yet 
sufficiently abated to admit of a free expression of the joy 
which the intelligence of his death excited m the provinces. 

* This colleague was Mallarmd. He at that time lived with a beautiful 
female of Toulouse, known by the name of Madame Mac Mahon. One even-- 
ing *he appeared at the theatre in an elegant red cap of liberty, gracefully placed 
©A one aide of her head. She is now Madame D— — . • 

Madams Junot — vol. i. b 
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CHAPTER X. 

Arrest of Bonaparte — Ilis conduct in Corsica — Jacobin club— Bonaparte dis- 
guised as a sailor — Bonapaite, Junot, and Robespierre the younger — Friend- 
ship between Bonaparte and Junot— Rivalry of Bonaparte and Salicetti — 
E*$thination of Bonaparte’s papers — Kiasure of his name from the list of 
generals* 

After our return to Toulouse, my mother received letters 
from my brother winch much distressed her. They infoimcd 
her of the arrest of General Bonaparte, and the circumstances 
Which had caused that measure. Albert was very indignant. 
He thought Salicetti’b conduct in that affair was not what it 
Ought to have been to a countryman and an old friend. My 
mother wrote to Salicetti, expressing the pain she felt on hear- 
ing of Bonaparte’s arrest. “ Do not/’ she said, “ let his mother 
add this new affliction to those with which she is already bur- 
thened.” 

My brother delivered this letter to Salicetti, and in his 
mother's name implored a fa\ouiable answer. After having 
read it, Salicetti said to my brother: “ Inform Madame Per- 
mon, that 1 am sony I cannot do what she wishes for Gene- 
ral Bonaparte. But you must see yourself that the thing is 
.impossible. The intelligence which I have received from Cor- 
sica would dictate the step I have taken, even if the affairs of 
Genoa did not render it indispensable. Are you not of my 
Opinion, Permon ? My brother could not answer yes, for he 
was n$t of Salicetti 's opinion. Bonaparte was accused of being 
a spy, and my brother did not think him guilty. Besides, he 
thought that at all events? it did not become Salicetti to accuse 
him of jacobinism. He therefore remained silent. 

On the subject of the affairs of Corsica, about which so much 
was said by Salicetti and Albiite, I have recenflyboeu furnished 
with some details by an eye-witness perfectly competent by his 
intelligence and information to observe all that was passing. 
These details are as follows : 

In the spring of 1793, Bonaparte, before he went to Toulon, 
having obtained leave of absence made a visit to Corsica. After 
his arrival at Ajaccio he Mged near the seaport in the house of 
an old ladft the Countess $&om, a mend ot his family* A club 
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was formed in a barrack situated Without the city, in what is 
♦called the Sea-square. In this club several orators distinguished 
themselves, and Napoleon Bonaparte was a frequent speaker* 

Some of the inhabitants at Ajaccio, alarmed at the formidable 
aspect of this club, established another assembly which was 
attended by several persons of my acquaintance. Among others 
by a naval officer, whose ship was lying in the roads of Corsica* 
and who by his talent and courage was very capable of coun- 
teracting the measures of the first mentioned club, should they 
have become dangerous. This assembly was held in a large 
house on the opposite side of the square. Its object was to 
maintain tranquillity, and prevent disorder. The club, of which 
Bonaparte was a member, at length became so threatening to 
the public tranquillity, that the moderate assembly resolved to 
send a deputation to it to point out the mischief it was likely to 
occasion to the country. 

The naval officer, to whom I have above alluded, was at the 
head of this deputation, which consisted of himself and three 
other members of the assembly. They advised the club to be 
peaceable, above all, to wait for the decision of France, and to 
follow the movement of the republican government. Bonaparte 
immediately mounted the tribune, and delivered a vehement 
speech, the object of which was to show that in times of revolu- 
tion people must be cither friends or enemies, that Solon punished 
with death every man who remained neutral in civil discard, and 
that the moderates ought, therefore, to be considered enemies by 
true patriots. When the sitting was at an end Napoleon went 
out into the square. He was very much heated, and seemed 
but little disposed to any thing conciliating. However his violence 
did not intimidate my fiienu w ho was at the head of the depu- 
tation. He reproached him for what he had said in thfc tribune. 
u Bah/’ said Bonaparte, “ a mere club speech, nothing else. 
But, my friend, do you not see the necessity of firmness, and of 
choosing a wide road instead of a narrow path .” — {( You,” re- 
plied my friend, “ will, perhaps, lose yourself in the road you 
have chosen; and in the name of friendship I conjure you to 
alter your course.” Bonaparte frowned, turned on his l*eel, and 
went off to join some of his turbulent colleagues. 

Some days afterwards my friend Teamed from some of his 
correspondents in the interior of the island, that four thousand 
peasants intended to make a descent from the mountains, and 
that their hostility wSuld be particularly directed against the 
families of Salicetti and Bonaparte. My friend warned Bona- 
parte of the danger. Napoleon wished to know whence my friend 
nad obtained the information. He was exceedingly angry 
because my friend would not tell him. At length he said, “ No 
Matter, I feaT no one.” He parted from him very coolly. 
Early next morning my friend’s gondolier came to inform him 
that be bad just seen Bonaparte in the disguise of a sailor 
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stepping into a gondola for the purpose of proceeding to Calvi. 
My friend immediately tfent out to ascertain the truth of this 
statement, which was con oborated by all the jailors of the port 
On inquiring what had become of the Bonaparte family, be was 
informed they had taken refuge at Cargesa. 

At the time when these circumstances occurred, Bonaparte 
had just received his commission of captain of artillery. Shortly 
after he was sent to Toulon to command the works of the siege. 
About this period of his life, Bonaparte was very intimate with 
Robespierre, the younger, with whom Junot was also well ac- 
quainted. Young Robespierre was what might be called an agree- 
able young man, animated by no bad sentiments, and believing, 
or feigning to believe, that his brother w ? as led on by a parcel of 
wretches, every one of whom he would banish to Cayenne if he 
were m his place. On his arrival at Toulon, Bonaparte had the 
reputation of being a warm patriot. Junot has frequently told 
me that the general-in-chief, who was very moderate, at first 
entertained a sort of prejudice against the young officer, whose 
opinion he seemed to regard as much too violent. 

The mission given to Bonaparte by the representative Ricord, 
on the 25th Messidor, y^ar II., was rather diplomatic than 
military. In short, it was an order for supervision and inquisi- 
tion* He was especially instructed to keep a watchful eye upon 
the French minister and charge-d’affaires at Genoa. It is, there- 
fore, evident that he enjoyed the full confidence of the proconsuls, 
who then had the control of every thing, and this confidence 
could only have resulted from the knowledge of his opinions and 
sentiments. Bonaparte was then only five-and~twenty years of 
age. Ricord must, therefore, have been very sure of him. 
Sal’icetti succeeded Ricord, and it was naturally to be expected 
that Bonapaite would enjoy the protection of the new repre- 
sentative. They were countrymen, and even friends, in spite of 
the difference of their age; and though Salicetti came in imme- 
diately after a reaction, it is very certain that he entertained 
what were called terrorist opinions. 

When Bonaparte w as arrested, J unot, who loved him affec- 
tionately, determined to a save him either by artifice or force, 
v The punishments of the reign of terror were not yet at an end, 
and an individual who wtfs the object of any accusation what- 
ever, was in great danger. Bonaparte, however, forbade Junot 
to resort to any violence. “I am innocent,” said he, *‘and I 
will trust to the laws.” The following ?s a letter which Bona- 
parte wrote from his prison to Junot; — 

4i l see a strong proof of your friendship, my dear Junot, in 
the proposition you make to me, and I trust you feel convinced 
that the friendly sentiments that I have long entertained for you 
remain unabated, Men may be unjust towards me, my dear 
Junot, but it iipnough foir me to know that $ am innocent* My 
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conscience is the tribunal before which I try my conduct. That 
conscience is calm when I question it Do not , therefore, stir 
in this business. You will only compromise me. 

“ Adieu, my dear Junot, your's, 

a BoNAPARTE*” 

This letter was an answer to one which Junot had sent him 
by a soldier, within the first twenty-four hours after his arrest, 
when he was not permitted to see him. I do not know why 
Junot was refused admittance to him, hut I think it was because 
orders had been given to keep Bonaparte in solitary confine- 
ment. Junot, in his letter, proposed to aid him in effecting his 
escape, and Suggested some plans which could only have entered 
the head of an enthusiastic young man like himsfelf. # He de*« 
dared his determination to share his imprisonment, even if it 
were doomed to be eternal. 

One motive, I do not mean to say the only one, of the ani- 
mosity shewn by Salicetti to Bonaparte, in the affair of Loano, 
was, that they were at one time suitors to the same lady. I am 
not sure whether it was in Corsica or in Pans, but I know for 
a fact that Bonaparte, in spite of his youth, or perhaps I should 
rather say on account of his youth, was the favoured lover. It 
was the opinion of my brother, who, as I have already men- 
tioned, was secretary to Salicetti, that Bonaparte owed his life 
to a circumstance which is not very well known. The fact is, 
that Salicetti received a letter from Bonaparte, the contents of 
which appeared to make a deep impression on him. Bona- 
parte’s papers had been delivered into Salicetti’s hands, who, 
after an attentive perusal of them, laid them" aside, with evident 
dissatisfaction. He then took them up again, and read them a 
second time. Salicetti declined mv brother s assistance in the 
examination of the papers, and after a second examination, 
which was probably as unsatisfactory as the first, he seated 
himself with a very abstracted air. It would appear that he 
had seen among the' papers some document which concerned 
himself. Another curious fact is, that the man who had the 
care of the papers after they were sealed up, was an inferior 
clerk entirely under the control of Salicetti ; and my brbwer, 
whose business it was to have charge of the papers, was directed 
not to touch them. He has often spoken to me of this circum- 
stance, and I mention it here as one of importance to the history 
of the time. Nothing that relates to a man like Napoleon can 
be considered useless or trivial. 

What, after All, was the result 6f this strange business which 
might have cost Bonaparte his head for had" he been taken to 
Paris and tried by the Committee of Public Safety, there is 

• Madame M&re, the mother of Bonaparte, always entertained a grateful re- 
collection of Junot's conduct at this period. 
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little doubt that the friend of R6bespierre the younger would 
have been condemned by Biliaud-Vareranes and Collot d’Her- 
bois, The result was the acquittal of the accused. This result 
is the more extraordinary, since it would appear that at that 
tiole Salicetti stood in fear of the young general, A compli- 
ment is even paid to Bonaparte in the decree, by which he was 
provisionally restored to liberty. That liberation was said to be 
granted on the consideration that General Bonaparte might be 
useful to the republic. This was foresight ; but subsequently, 
when measures were taken which rendered Bonaparte no longer 
an object of fear, his name was erased from the list of general 
officers, and it is a curious fact that Oambaceres, who was des- 
tined to be his colleague in the consulate, was one of the persons 
who signed the act of erasure. 

| Bonaparte, who was then very unfortunately situated, came to 
| Paris to obtain justice or to endeavour to put into execution 
| Borpe of the thousand projects, which, as he used to tell us, he 
\ formed every night when he lay down to rest. lie had with 
*him only one aide-de-camp — one friend, whom his adverse 
'fortune attached the more strongly to him. This was Junot, 

’ who from that moment gave him abundant proofs of the sincere 
i friendship which never terminated but with his life. Duroc 
was not connected with Bonaparte until the latter took the 
command of the army of Italy. It has been frequently asserted 
that they were acquainted at Toulon, but this is a mistake. 
Bourrienne, who is well instructed in all these details, relates 
these facts in their true light. Salicetti and Bonaparte were 
not good friends, for the former feared his young compatriot, 
and they were never in each other’s confidence. 

The opinion of Bonaparte, aftei he became consul, respecting 
the men of the revolution, is well known. He employed in the 
first offices statesmen who had taken part in the revolution; 
but, with the exception of Fouche, whom he never liked/ these 
were not the individuals who made the most distinguished figure 
in the revolutionary history. It may be remembered that on 
the occasion of the Infernal Machine, he made a furious attack, 
in the Council of State, on those whom he denominated the men 
of blood — the men of September. “ France,” said he, “ will 
never be happy until they are driven away. It is they who do 
all'the mischief r 

s * It facet tain that Bonaparte was never partial to Fouche. He employed 
him, it is true, 8*»t it seemed to be in spite of an instinctive conviction which 
assured him tjiat JFouchl was one of those who would contribute to his downfall 
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1 CHAPTER XI. 

M. Bruneticre — Curious mode of correspondence — My mothers visit to Parisr—* 
The hotel de la Tranquillity — Bonaparte’s visit to us — Paris after the 9tlt 
Thermidor — Bonaparte and the Muscadins — Scarcity of bread — The sections 
declaiming against the Convention — Politics banished from conyers|ti0nr«r* 
Salicetti’s boots. ' 

My father had an old friend, an advocate, named Brunetiere, 
who maintained communications with the powerful meri of " 
day, and who informed him of all that was going o*t T in Paris, at 
least as far as he could do so with safety. We were hot theft p ; 
the height of the reign of terror; but there was reason to feat 
that the revolutionary flame might be rekindled, and caution { 
was advisable. It was no unusual thing to send letters con- 
cealed in pies, and in this manner questions and answers tra- 
velled under the protection of gastronomic dainties. News was 
frequently sent from Paris to the country in the lining. of a coat, 
the crown of a hat, or a box of artificial flowers. It was cus- 
tomary to send with these packets a letter, saying, “ In compli- 
ance with your request, I send you such or such a thing.’* My 
mother was sometimes very reluctant to pull to pieces the beau- 
tiful articles of millinery which came from Paris in this way* I 
recollect she once wore a hat in which a letter was concealed a, 
whole fortnight, without telling my father where it came from, 
because she knew he would have had it pulled to pieces with- 
out mercy. It was to be sure at a moment when no very inte- 
resting news was likely to be communicated. 

At length affairs assumed a more serene aspect, and my 
received repeated invitations to pieced to Paris. My 
finding that she could not prevail on him to go, determined her- 
self to set out for Paris, and take me along with her; and it 
was agreed that my father should repair to Bordeaux, where he 
had some to settle, and remain there' during my mo- 

ther’s absence* On her arrival in the capital, my mother was to 
ascertain whether it would be safe for my father to^oin her> and 
to determine cm his future plans. On our arrival m Paris, we 
alighted at the Hotel de la Tranquillite, in the Rue de$ Fillet 
Samt-Thomas. We were lodged in a very good suit of apart* 
meats on the second floor, overlooking a garden. My mother 
‘ with her, a femme-de-chambre and a valet 



m 


NAPOLEON, HIS COURT AND FAMILY. 


My brother had returned to Pans in company with Salfcetti, but 
he was no longer in his employment: he nad given up the situa- 
tion of secretary two months before. His intention was ip go 
to Holland, and to enter into trade. A day or two after our ar- 
rival, my mother received visits from some of her friends who 
had escaped the terrorist proscription, and who felt as if they 
^ere restored to a new life. Among the number was M. de Pe- 
rigprd, who owed his miraculous preservation to his valet-de- 
chambre, Beaulieu. Before the revolution my mother had beea 
acquainted with many Corsicans ; though their opinions did not 
coincide with her own, they nevertheless were frequent visiters at 
her house. As soon as they knew she had returned, thcp all 
flocked to see her. Among them weVe, Moltedo, the Abbe Ar- 
righi, Arena, Malicetti, Chiappe, and above all, Bonaparte. 
My brother Albert had informed him of my mother’s arrival, 
and he came immediately to see us. 

I may say that it was then I first knew Bonaparte. Previ- 
ously I had only a confused recollection of him. When he 
Oame to see us after our return to Paris, his appearance made 
an impression upon me which I shall never forget. ( At that pe- 
riod of his life, Bonaparte was decidedly ugly; he afterwards 
underwent a total change. 1 do not speak of the illusive charm 
which his glory spread around him, but I mean to say that a 
gradual physical change took place in him in the space of seven 
years. His emaciated thinness w as converted into a fulness of 
face, and his complexion, which had been yellow' and apparently 
unhealthy, became clear and comparatively fresh ; his features, 
which were angular and sharp, became round and filled out. As 
to his smile, it was always agreeable. The mode of dressing his 
hair, which has such a droll appearance as we see it in the 
prints of the passage of the bridge of Areola, was then compa- 
ratively simple ; 4 for young men of fashion (the muscadins), 
whom he used to mil at so loudly at that time, wore their hair 
very long. But he was very careless of his personal appear- 
ance ; and his hair, which was ill combed and ill powdered, 
gave him the look of a sloven. His little hands, too, underwent 
a great metamorphosis: when I first saw him they were thin, 
long, and dark ; but he was subsequently vain of the beauty of 
them, and with good reason. In short, when I recollect Napo- 
leon entering the court-yard of the Hotel de la Tranquil lite in 
1793, with a shabby round hat drawn over his forehead, and his 
ill-powdered hair hanging over the collar of his grey great-coat, 
which afterwards became as celebrated as the white plume of 
Henry IV*, without gloves, because he used to say they were a 
useless luxury, with boots ill made and ill blackened, with his 
thinness and his sallow complexion, in fine, when I recollect 
him at that time, and think what he was afterwards, I do not 
kthe same man in the two pictures. 

|y mother, who was the oesjb hearted and most natural of 
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women, frankly expressed all the pleasure she felt at seeing him 
again. She spoke to him of Salicetti, whom, she said, she had 
blamed for his treatment of him. A smile passed rapidly over 
the lips of Bonaparte. “ He wished/' said he, H to ruin me, but 
my star prevented him. However, 1 must not boast of my star, 
for who kndfcvs what may be my fate." I never shall forget the 
expression of his countenance as he uttered these last words. 
My mother endeavoured to soothe him, and she succeeded 
better than I could have imagined. I confess that I was much 
surprised when I saw Salicetti and Bonaparte come next day to 
dine with us, to all appearance very good friends. 

At this period Paris was in a most disturbed state# Tragical . 
scenes daily arose in the bosom of the convention, and disgraced 
its national majesty. The accomplices of Robespierre, jiarmfed 
at the death of Danton, had overthrown the Dictator to save 
themselves. They knew not what to do, for they could no 
longer keep up the mask they had borrowed to effect the The,r- 
midorian revolution. 

Immediately after the 9th Thermidor, the members of the 
Committee of Public Safety were accused. It was, I think, 
Legendre who attacked Collot-dTIerbois, Billaud-Varefcnas, 
Barrere, Amar-Vouland and David. This attack took place 
about the 10th Fructidor. Carrier was also brought to the 
convention, but it was to be condemned. He perished on the 
26th Frimaire following, and it must be confessed that his last 
moments were certainly marked by courage. It is true that 
courage may be an attendant on crime as well as on virtue. 

It was in the midst of these circumstances that we arrived in 
Paris. On the day of our arrival M. Brunetiere told us he was 
very sorry that he had advised us to come. Bonaparte con- 
firmed his apprehension. He had just then received a letter 
from his mother, in which she observed that the re-action would 
probably deluge the south of France in blood. 

" It is those royalist coxcombs," said Napoleon, u who are 
making all this uproar. They would be very glad to glean after 
the battle of the patriots. What fools there are in that Con- 
vention ! I am very glad to see that Pennon has not Adopted 
the ridiculous fashion of these young men. They are alb worth- 
less Frenchmen." Those to whom Bonaparte alluded wore 
grey great-coats with black collars and green cravats. Their 
hair instead of being a la Titus , which was the prevailing fashion 
of the day, was powdered, plaited, and turned up with a comb, 
while on each side of the face hung two long curls called dogs- 
ears (oreilles de chieiu) As these young men were vere fre- 
quently attacked, they carried about with them large sticks 
which were not always merely weapons of defence; for the frays 
which arose in Paris at that time were often provoked by them. 

The scarcity of bread and the necessaries of life now began to 
My sister secretly sent us flour from the south. 
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Ineo doing she was obliged to resort to various subterfuges, for 
aserious punishment would have been the result of the dis- 
covery, The people who had endured misery under Robespierre* 
because Robespierre flattered them, now openly threatened to 1 
rebel. Every day the bar of the Convention was invaded by 
the sections of Paris, and crowds of people traversed the streets 
excMming, “ Bread, bread ! We, at least, had bread in 1793 ! 
Down with the republic !” 

One day Bonaparte came to dine with us, and after dinner 
we took a walk out in the direction of the Tuileries. Bonaparte 
offered my mother his arm, and I walked with my brother. 
After we had crossed the Passage Feydeau and reached the 
Boulevard, we heard horrid vociferations against the Convention. 
“ Madame Pennon, ” said Napoleon, “ let me advise you not to 
goany further. These are not scenes for women to witness. Let 
me conduct you home, and I will come and gather wliat news 
I can, and return to inform you of what I hear.” We im- 
mediately returned home, and Bonaparte and Albert afterwards 
Went out. Neither of them returned that night. They informed 
tts that they had found it impossible to get back, and, besides, 
they had been to the Convention. “There they were,” said 
Bonaparte, “roaring for the constitution of 1793: they were 
like so many madmen.” — “ And you, Napoleon,” said my 
mother, “ what is your opinion of it ? I think the constitution 
of 1793 is a good one.'” Bonaparte was off his guard, and re- 
plied, “ Why, it is good in one sense, to be sure, but all that is 
connected with carnage is bad.” Perceiving that my mother 
smiled, he recollected himself and said : Ah ! Signora Panoria / 
Signora Panoria ! quest 9 e malissimo ! come ! mi volete premiere 
per soprem ? # Then he added with a smile : “ Oh no ! no con- 
stitution of 93, I do not like it.” That same day Salicetti 
came to see us. He appeared out of humour, was abstracted, 
and frequently did not answer to the purpose when he was 
spoken to. When he was in this sort of humour and conversing 
with Bonaparte, the discussion was sure to take an angry tone, so 
that my mother always tried to turn the conversation from politics. 

I A few evenings before the first of Prairialf my mother had a 
| little party. She told the gentlemen whom she invited that she 
5 would have no politics introduced. “ Is it not enough,” said 
* &he, “ to be roused out of one’s sleep of a night, by your tocsins 
: and your drums, to say nothing of the harmonious chorusses of 
) your market-women; promise me that you will not speak of 
\ politics!” The promise was given ; but the difficulty was to keep 
I it. What was to be talked about ? All subjects of conversation 
i were annihilated;’ f The theatres produced nothing, and literature 
\ was dead. . ■ * ■' ■' ‘ -m-j-' 

* u Ah ! Madame Panoria! that is very mischievous of you. How I You 
wish to take me by surprise, do you ** 

■ " f ''The' tm* ii May, 1795. I 
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Bonaparte for a long time endeavoured to maintain the con*| 
versation; but what could he do? Even M. de Narbonne orf 
M. de Talleyrand must have failed. At length it was proposed* 
to tell stories : Bonaparte liked this way of passing an evening,! 
and he began to relate a number of anecdotes which were in-i 
teresting in themselves, but which were rendered doubly so by his ^ 
original maimer of telling them.) He spoke French very badly, 1 
frequently committing the grossest faults of language, and his 
ignorance on certain points of ordinary education was remark- 
able. Yet, in spite of those disadvantages, every one listened 
to him with delight. However, after a time the conversation 
flagged, and an inclination to touch upon the forbidden subjects 
soon predominated. I recollect that at that moment Salicetti, 
who was in none of the best, of humours, was walking about 
the drawing-room, while the creaking of his bpots made that 
monotonous and irritating noise which always annoyed my 
mother, but which was now quite intolerable to her, for she was 
vexed by the dulness of the company. " Salicetti,” said she, 
“can -you not be at ease yourself and permit others to be so?” 
Salicetti, whose thoughts were at that moment wandering in a 
world far removed from my mother’^ tea-table circle, suddenly 
turned round, and bowing with an air of constrained politeness 
said, “No more, I thank you, I have taken two cups, and I 
already feel the effect on my nerves.” He- then resumed his 
pacing backwards and forwards, while his odious boots creaked 
more loudly than ever. 

Patience was never my mother’s prevailing virtue. She 
hastily rose from her seat, and advanced towards Salicetti with 
that light step which was so peculiarly her own. Seizing his 
stout arm with her little hand, she turned him completely 
round, and he stood not a little astonished at his own pirouette. 

“ Salicetti,” said she, “ I like to be heard when 1 speak, and j 
when I make a request I wish it to be complied with. This is f 
somewhat despotic, perhaps, but I cannot help it. I am too old i 
to accommodate myself to your new fashioned customs, and i 
what is more I will not. We women are all queens without j 
kingdoms. We are dethroned ; I feel this to my cost, but still, |) 
I trust, I retain a little power in my*own house. Here at least | 
I am a sovereign and my subjects must obey me. Do you L 
mean to rebel against my authority?” — “ No,” exclaimed Sali- I 
cetti, delighted at the graceful manner in which my mother had 
rebuked fern* and seizing her two little hands which he kissed 
alternately, mid, “ I rebel against your authority ! certairdy not 
What have I done that could lead you to suppose so ?” His 
answer was repeated to him, and it turned out as the company 
had. already guessed, that he thought my mother was offering 
him another cup of tea. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

New troubles in Paris — Bonaparte’s poverty — His servant and my mother’s 
femme-de-chambre — The Jardin des Plantes — Mutual confidence — Junot in 
love yrith Paulette Bonaparte — Napoleon’s characteristic reply — Revolu- 
tionary scenes. 

My mother proposed to make a . visit to Gascony to settle 
BOrae business, and afterwards to return to Paris with my father, 
the state of whose health made her uneasy. She wished to 
bring him within reach of the best medical assistance ; but how 
was she to return to Paris at a moment when the revolution, 
Buffering from the crimes committed in its name, could offer no 
guarantee or security to any one. The Convention, which at 
that time included many pure and honest republicans, beheld 
its power braved and disavowed : every thing seemed to be 
returning to that unhappy state, the bare remembrance of which 
excited horror. In spite of this, balls were resumed, and the 
theatres were filled every evening. It may truly be said of the 
Flinch that they meet death singing and dancing. Balls, 
theatres, and concerts were nightly crowded, while famine was 
staring us in the face, and we were threatened with all the 
horrors of anarchy. * 

Bonaparte came daily to visit my mother, and he frequently 
entered into warm political discussions with persons whom he 
met at her residence. These discussions almost always led to 
violent language, which displeased my mother. But Bonaparte 
was unfortunate : she knew it, and that consideration rendered 
her indulgent^ to him. « « 

^ My mothet told me one day that she had learned some par- 
ticulars respecting General Bonaparte which very much dis- 
tressed her, the more especially as she could do nothing to 
assist hite. These particulars had been communicated.^ her 
by Marietta, her femme-de-chambre. Mariette was : a very 
pretty and a very good girl ; Bonaparte’s servant admired her 
and wished tajparry her, • She, however, did not like him> and 
as he was : i$pNeover very poor, she declined his offer* I .give 
these detaiisbecause they are connected with an affair whicji I 
shall pr^jpritly have toaIi|cte to, Bonaparte's seryaht informed 
Marietta that the general was often in want of mbney ; “but/* 
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added he, “he has an aide-de-camp who shares with him all he 
gets. When he is lucky at play, the largest share of his win- 
nings is always for his general. The aide-de-camp's family 
sometimes sends him money, and then almost all is given to the 
general. The general," added the man, “ loves this aide-de- 
camp as deaily as if he were his own brother." This aide-de- 
camp was no other than Junot, who was destined at a later 
period to be my husband. 

On Bonaparte’s return to Paris, after the misfortunes of which 
he accused Salicetti of being the cause, he was in very destitute 
circumstances. His family, who were banished fiom Corsica, 
found an asylum at Marseilles ; and they could not now do for 
him what they would have done had they been in the country 
whence they derived their pecuniary resources. From time to 
time he received remittances of money, and I suspect they came 
from his excellent brother Joseph, who had then recently mar- 
ried Mademoiselle Clary ; but with all his economy, these 
supplies were insufficient. Bonaparte was therefore in absolute 
distress. Junot often used to speak of the six months they 
passed together in Paris at this tune. When they took an 
evening stroll on the Boulevard, which used to be the resort of 

J roung men, mounted on fine horses, and displaying all the 
uxury which they were permitted to show at that time, Bona- 
parte would declaim against fate, and express his contempt for 
the dandies with their whiskers and their oreilles dc chien , who 
as they rode past were eulogizing in extasy, the manner in which 
Madame Scio sang paole pafumee , paole panachtc .* “ And it 
is on such beings as these," lie would say, “ that Fortune con- 
fers her favours : Heavens ! how contemptible is human 
nature !" 

Junot, whose friendship for Bonaparte was of that ardent 
kind which is formed only in youth, shared with him all that 
he received from his family, who though not rich were in easy 
circumstances. He used sometimes to resort to the gaming- 
table, but before he did so, he invariably deposited in the hands 
of Bonaparte, three-quarters of the allowance lie had received 
from Burgundy: the other quarter was allotted to the phances 
of vingt-et-un. Junot was often successful at play: on those 
occasions the two friends used to make merry, and pay off their 
most pressing debts. One morning Bonaparte and Junot were 
walking together in the Jardin des Plantes. Bonaparte was 
always fond of these solitary promenades : they rendered him 
comttrunicative and confiding, and he seemed to feel himself 
nearer to the presence of the deity, of whom he used to say, a 
faithful friend is the true image . + 

About this time the Jardin des Plantes had been greatly im- 

* This affected mode of dropping the r was common among the dandies of 
that time, or as they used to be called the incroyabks. 
f I give this phraje literally ; I have often heard it repeated by Bonaparte. 
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proved by the exertions of a man whom France ought to 
remember with gratitude. The lardin des Plantes, which had 
originally been confined exclusively to the cultivation of medical 
plants, became under the superintendence of M. Tournefort, a 
nursery for all branches of botany. Bufion, conjointly with 
Daubenton, formed the cabinet of natural history. Thibaudeau, 
who was a member of the committee of public instruction, 
promoted the advancement of the arts and sciences with the 
enlightened zeal with which he discharged his duty in every 
other department. He was aided by able auxiliaries in the 
Jardin des Plantes, J unot’s uncle, the Bishop of Metz, a dis- 
tinguishqji naturalist, was the intimate friend of Daubenton and 
Buffon. Junot therefore was always kindly received by him, 
and he often visited the Jardin des Plantes accompanied by his 
general. 

“ There, ” Junot used to say, u we not only inhale pure air, 
hut it seemed, as soon as we passed the gate, that we left a 
heavy burthen behind us. All around us presented the aspect 
of peace and kindliness. The evening was generally the time 
for our visits to M. Daubenton. We used to find him like a 
patriarch, surrounded by his labourers whose planting and 
digging he was superintending. He was actively assisted by 
the brothers Thouin, whose zeal for the science of botany in- 
duced them to work in the plantations like common gardeners.” 
The eldest of these two brothers was a man of rare acquire- 
ments ; and Bonaparte used to be fond of walking with him 
round the extensive hot-houses, which were already beginning 
fo be filled with rare plants, and which subsequently, under his 
auspices, became the finest temple ever raised to nature in the 
midst of a city. 

On one of Bonaparte’s visits fo the Jardin des Plantes, after 
he hud lingered longer than usual in conversation with the 
brothers Thouin, he strolled with Junot into some of the shady 
avenues of the garden. It was a delicious evening, and a thou- 
sand rose trees m full bloom scattered perfume through the air. 
The two friends walked together arm in arm, and in confident 
conversation : they were then in closer communion with each 
other than they ever wore afterwards in a gilded cabinet. A 
lovely night has always a powerful influence on minds sus- 
ceptible of ardent feeling. Bonaparte was afterwards governed 
by an overpowering passion, which subjugated every other 
within him, and reigned paramount : I need not name it. But 
at this period he was very young, and his heart beat warmly, 
for he loved. He made Junot his confident, and spoke on the 
subject with much acerbity, for his love was not returned. Junot 
has often told me that if Bonaparte had not himself torn asunder 
the fetters which then bound him, the consequences of jhi$ 
passion might have been terrible. On this occasion his voice 
trembled simile he expressed his feelings, and Junot was deeply 
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by fefe epotiop. But it was evfeja then plain that there \. 
was within him an extraordinary force which struggled against i 
his weakness. He broke off the conversation himself, araf ap-^ 
peared to have forgotten the cause of his agitation. 

Confidence ^creates confidence. Junot had also a heart fall of 
feelings which required to be disclosed to a friend, and the ear of 
Bonaparte had often heard his story. Junot loved, to infatua- 
tion, raulette Bonaparte. His youthful warmth of feeling could 
not withstand so charming a creature as Paulette then was. His : 
passion was a delirium ; but his secret was not a week old ! 
when it was made known to his general. Honour commanded j 
the disclosure, since hij? reason had not enabled him tcy^si$t his ! 
passion. Bonaparte received his declaration neither with assent f, 
nor dissent. He consoled him, however. But what gave |iim ! 
more satisfaction than all the words of his friend, was % belief 
amounting almost to certainty, that Paulette would say Yes 
with pleasure, as soon as he should be able to offer her syx 
establishment— not a rich one, as Bonaparte u|ed to remark, bill 
sufficient to be a security against the distressing prospect of 
bringing into the world children destined to be miserable. 

On the very day of which I have been speaking, Junot, em- 
boldened by what Bonaparte had told him in disburthenipg his 
own heart, was more than ever urgent on the subject of Paulette, 
He had received a letter from his father which he shewed to 
Bonaparte. In this letter M. Junot informed his son that he 
had nothing to give at the moment, but that his part of the 
family property would one day be 20,000 francs. “ I shall 
then be rich,” said Junot, u since with my pay I shall have an 
income of 1,200 livres. My dear general, I beseech you, write 
to Madame Bonaparte, and tell her that you have seen my 
father's letter. Would you wish him to write to Marseilles 
himself?” * 

On leaving the Jardin des Plantes, they crossed the river in a 
boat, and passed through {he streets to the Boulevard. Having 
arrived in front of the Chinese Baths, they walked about in the 
opposite alley. While ascending and descending this part of 
the Boulevard, Bonaparte listened attentively to Junot ; but he 
was no longer the same man as when under the odoriferous 
shades they had just quitted. It seemed that on returning to 
the bustle of life, the tumult of society, he resumed all the fetters 
and obligations imposed by the state. His manner was, howr 
fever, always kind. He only pretended to give advice. “ I can- 
not write to my mother, to make this proposal,” he said ; “ for 
you are to have at last it seems 1,200 livres of income, and that 
is v e r y well ; but you have not got them yet. Your father 
wears wdl, my good fellow, and will make you wait a long time 
ffer-^bur livres., The truth is, you have nothing but your 
as ^^ulette,, she has not sp mu<C Bo lhfea 
to sum up ; you .hgvfe2Bnthmg f / .ahe M e ’ 
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total ? Nothing. Yat^ cannot then marry at present. Yon 
must wait. We shall perhaps * see better days, my friend — 
yes ! We shall have them, even should ! go to seek them in 
another quarter of the world/** 

At this period insurrections were things of daily occurrence. 
That of the 12th of Germinal, which was almost entirely the 
work of women, had a peculiar character. In the evening and 
in the course of the following day, we saw several deputies who 
described thO events. Some were quite cast down, and con- 
stantly exclaimed, “ France is ruined !” The account they gave 
of wnat had passed was doubtless alarming. Women had 
forced tj^ir way into the hall in which the representatives of 
the nati * were assembled and had driven them out. “It was 
frbm mere fatigue/' said my brother, “that the mob retired/' 
“ And what did the mountain do during the disturbance?" 
asked lliy mother. “ It supported the demands of the mob. 
AH that I can further say is, that I was told that the noise made 
Iby the female insurgents was so great that nobody could* under- 
stand what was going on. After their departure the deputies 
ventured to resume their scats and to proceed to business." Amidst 
our conversation, Salicetti was gloomy and silent. He made 
me as usual sit dow/i beside him, and spoke of my sister’s 
marriage or any thing else, without paying attention to what 
I said. However, he thus kept himself in countenance, and 
avoided a conversation, the subject of which was to him too im- 
portant t6 allow of his treating it with indifference. 

At the epoch of the first of Prairial there were elements in 
the Convention capable of producing the most terrible effects. 
The terrorist party sought to save such of its members as' were 
compromised not only in public opinion, but by the fact of being 
subject to a regular charge of impeachment. The contest was 
terrible, for it was for life or death. Billaud-Varennes, Coilot- 
d’Herbois, and Barrere were the men chiefly dreaded. From 
Carnot, Robert Lindet, and others no evil was to be appre- 
hended, because, though they might perhapa^be misled by 
adopting an erroneous opinion, the public could rely on their 
honesty. But, good heaven ! what a reaction would there have 
been, had the Thermidor party been overthrown ! That, how- 
ever, was the point at issue*. The terrorists stirred up the peopl^, 
who, in a season of scarcity, were easily led astray; and con- 
sequently we had mobs daily assembled by the cry, “ ViveM 
Constitution de 93 /” Fortunately the seditions were suppressJa. 
During the trials of the terrorists, Carhdt wda the only one #o 
displayed a noble character; all the others were miserable 

• I have <3 espied this conversation fully as Junot related it, because I 
think ‘ the con^^ of Bonaparte during the evening in which it occurred was 
very lemarkJ^/ Junot recollected all that passed minutely, and could point 
out die part W the Boulevard on which they were when Bonaparte spoke those 
words which later emits have rendered so worthy of notice. 

... •. >•. . * i " ■ , 
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creatures ; and the whole Convention was almost as contemptible. 
Had not Andre Dumont moved and urged with energy the 
banishment of Barr&re, Billaud-Varennes and Collot-d’Herbois, 
it is not improbable that the whole Convention would have been 
outlawed. 

The sentence of exile was voted by acclamation, and six 
deputies were condemned to imprisonment in the castle of Ham.* 
But such was the infatuation of the Convention, that if two 
steps were made forward towards a public good, they were sure 
to be followed by four backward. The deputies ordered to be 
arrested walked about Paris, and if they had chosen they might 
have gone to the theatre on the night of the 13th, ftfr though 
condemned they were still at liberty : these were indeed tfye 
days of anarchy ! 

It was necessary to act decisively ; but at a moment when 
every journeyman perruquier took the name of Brutus, or 
Mutius Scaevola, there was not in the whole Convention, not- 
withstanding the great talents which formerly shone in it, a man 
whom any one would have been simple enough to call a Cicero. 
However, Thibaudeau at last arose. In an energetic speech he 
reminded the Convention of its duty to watch over the public 
safety. The outlawry of the deputies was decreed. General 
Pichegru received the necessary orders of the Convention, 
which were speedily executed. Paris remained tranquil, and 
three deputies were sent to Rochefort.-)- 


CHAPTER XIII. 


The 20th May — Project of bombarding the Faubourg Saint-Antoine — Death 
of Ferraud — SaJicetti on the list of the proscribed — lie flies for refuge to my 
mother's lodgings — His concealment — Bonaparte’s visit to my mother — Re- 
markable conversation. 

The victory thus obtained over the terrorist party on the 1st 
of April, might have induced a belief that that party, as far at 
least as it had power to do mischief, was annihilated, and that 
the pure republicans wjio composed its extreme right, brought 
round to the good cause, would promote centralization as a 
means of union, and more especially as a means of averting the 

*. Leonard Bourdon, Iiugues, Chides, Faussedoise, Duhem, and Choudien. 
f Barrere went there with the others, but usual he took care not to make 
one in a disagreeable party. He contrived to stop at Rochefort and did not 
embark. TheTrencb, who laugh at every thing, said this was the first time that 
Barrere did not follow the stream. A man of wit lias said of him that he is one 
of those characters who are neither esteemed nor hated. 

Madame Junot — yol. i. 
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anarchy which threatened the state. But the Convention, 
which was then the sole representative power, was so wretchedly 
organized, and held out so discouraging a prospect, that the 
genius of disorder raised its head, and threatened once more to 
plunge all into chaos. 

The Convention was no longer popular, because it manifested 
no readiness to alleviate the sufferings of the people, now rendered 
intolerable. Aversion had succeeded to the attachment which 
the public once fondly cherished for the Convention, and this 
was especially the case in Paris. Meanwhile the enemies of 
order took advantage of these elements of mischief, and did all 
in their p6wer to fan the flame. 

On the morning of the 20th of May we were awakened by 
loud shouts in the streets ; the tocsin sounded to arms, and an* 
other day of blood was added to the calendar which took its 
dat£ frpm 1789 ! Enough has already been said of that dread- 
fubrjfey.a I recollect that terror reigned every where. The con- 
spirators had promised a day of pillage to the three faubourgs, 
and particularly to that of St. Antoine. The whole population 
of this last district was in arms : they were in the extreme of 
misery. There was greater reason to dread the issue of this day 
than that of the 14th of July, the 6th of October, or the 10th 
of August. It w as not a castle or a court to which the ani- 
mosity of the people was directed, but every thing elevated 
above the very lowest grade of society w>as marked out in the 
list of proscription. This it was that saved France as well as 
the Convention. All those who had any thing to lose united 
themselves into corps, which were very superior to unorganized 
masses acting without any plan, and apparently without leaders. 

Whilst the most frightful scenes were passing in the Conven- 
tion, the respectable inhabitants of Paris shut themselves up in 
their houses, concealed their valuables, and awaited with fearful 
anxiety the result. Towards evening, my brother, whom we had 
not seen during the whole day, came home to get something to 
eat ; he was almost famished, not having tasted food since the 
morning. Disorder still raged, and we heard the most frightful 
noise in the streets, mingled with the beating of drums. The 
faubourg St. Antoine, which had been regularly armed in pur- 
suance of the proposition of Tallien, excited the most serious 
alarm. My brother had scarcely finished his hasty repast, 
when General Bonaparte arrived to make a similar demand upon 
our hospitality. He also told us, be had tasted nothing since 
the morning, for all the restaurateurs were closed.* He con- 
tented himself with that which my brother had left, and, while 
eating, he told us the news of the day. It was most appalling ! 
My brother bad informed us but of part. He did not know of 
the assassination of the unfortunate Ferraud, whose body had 

* These establishments were not so numerous in those days as at present. 
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been cut almost piecemeal.. “ They took his head/* said Bona- 
parte, “ and presented it to poor Boissy-d’Anglas,* and the 
shock of this fiend-like act was almost death to the president in 
his chair. Truly,” added he, “ if we continue thus to sully our 
revolution, it will be a disgrace to be a Frenchman.” 

Perhaps the most alarming circumstance was the project 
entertained by Barras of bombarding the faubourg St Antoine. 

“ He is at this moment,” said Bonaparte, “at the end of the 
boulevard, and proposes, so he tells me, to thrdw bombs into the 
faubourg: I have counselled him by no means to do so. The 
population of the faubourg would issue forth, and disperse 
through Paris, committing every excess. It is altogether very 
sad work. Have you seen Salicetti during the last few days?” 
he inquired, after a moment’s silence ; “ they say h$ is impli- 
cated in the affair of Soubrani and Bourbotte. It is likewise 
suspected that Romme is compromised in that business'! I shall 
be very sorry for it. Romme is a worthy man, and T believe 
a stanch and honest republican. As to Salicetti !” Here 
Bonaparte paused, struck his forehead with his hand, contracted 
his eyebrows, and his whole frame seemed agitated. In a voice 
trembling with emotion, he continued, “ Salicetti has injured me 
greatly. He has thrown a cloud over the bright dawn of my* ! 
youth — he has blighted my hopes of glory ! I say again, he has 
done me much wrong. However, l bear him no ill will.” My 
brother was about to defend Salicetti. “ Cease, Permon, cease,” 
exclaimed Bonaparte; “that man, I tell you, has been my evil 
genius. Dumerbion really loved me, and would have employed 
me suitably ; but that report spread at my return from Genoa, 
and to which malice lent its venom to make it the foundation of 
an accusation — that report ought, in reality, to have been a 
source of honour to me ! No ! I may forgive, but to forget is 
another matter. Yet, as I said before, I bear him, no ill will.” 
While speaking thus, Bonaparte appeared abstracted. About 
midnight he departed with my brother. 

Next day we learned that the Convention had ordered the 
arrest of several of its members, among whom were Soubrani, 
Romme, Bourbotte, See. ; Salicetti's name was not mentioned. 

“ Here are more proscriptions,” said my mother. “ My dear,” 
said she to Albert, “ we are, no doubt, under great obligations 
to Salicetti for what he has done for your father and you ; but 
gratitude cannot make me indifferent to the impropriety of re- 
ceiving a man who is accused of wishing to bring back the days 
of 1793. Salicetti is not on the list of the proscribed, therefore 
I can, with a clear conscience, give him to understand that his 
visits are not agreeable. His opinions are becoming, every day, 
less and less in unison with mine.” 


* The admirable conduct of Boissy-d’Anglas on that day will always be 
mentioned in history. 
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This was on the 21st of May : my mother expected a party 
of friends to dinner. She was to leave Paris in a few days for 
Bord^jpux, and in four months was to return with my father to 
Paris. Bonaparte was one of the company invited to dine with 
us that day. It was six o’clock. One of the guests had arrived, 
and my mother was sitting in the drawing-room conversing with 
him, when Mariettc came and whispered to her that there was 
somebody in her chamber who wished to speak with her alone. 
The girl added, “ I know who it is, madam — you may come.” 
My mother immediately rose and went to her chamber, and 
beheld near the window a man, half-concealed by the curtain. 
He made a sign to her with his hand. My mother called me, 
arid desiring me to shut the door, advanced towards this man, 
whom, t.o her astonishment, she discovered to be Salicetti. He 
. wag, as pale as death; his lips were as white as his teeth, and 
bis dark eyes appeared to flash fire! He was truly frightful. 
“ I am proscribed,” he said to my mother, in an under-tone, and 
in breathless haste ; “ that is to say, I am condemned to death. 
But for Gautier, whom I just now met on the boulevard, I was 
going to that den of brigands, and should have been lost.” 
“Madame Pennon,” he continued, after a pause, during which 
bis eyes, were steadfastly fixed on my mother, “ Mad nine Per- 
mon, I hope I have not been deceived in relying on your 
generosity. You will save me. To prevail on you to do so, I 
need not, I am sure, remind you that I saved your son and 
husband.” 

My mother took Salicetti by the hand, and conducted him into 
the next room, which was my bed-chamber. Several persons had 
now assembled in the drawing-room, and she thought she heard 
the voice of Bonaparte. She was ready to faint with terror. In 
my chamber, she knew she could not be overheard. “Salicetti,” 
she said, “ I will not waste time in words. All that I can grant, 
you may command ; but, there is one thing more dear to me 
than life, that is, the safety of my children. By concealing you 
for a few hours, and this house cannot afford you any longer 
security, I shall not save you, and I only bring my own head to 
the scaffold, and probably endanger the lives of my children. 
I owe you gratitude, but I leave you to yourself to determine 
whether I ought to carry it thus far.” 

I never saw my mother look so beautiful as when at this 
moment she fixed her eyes earnestly on me. “ I am not so 
selfish,” replied Salicetti, “ as to ask for any thing which may 
expose you to such danger. My plan is this, and on it rests my 
only hope. This house being an hotel, will be the last to be 
■suspected. The woman who keeps it has, I presume, no objec- 
tion to get money; I will give her plenty: let me remain 
concealed here only eight days. At the expiration of that time 
you are to set out for Gascony ; you can take me with you, and 
thus save my life. If you refus^ me an asylum, even for a few 
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hours, I shall be dragged to the scaffold, there to forfeit my life, 
while I saved that of your hftsbarid arid your sou.” “ Salicetti/' 
said my mother, “ this is unkind and ungenerous : you know 
nay obligation to you, aud you take advantage of it. I ask you 
again, what I pan do for you, situated as I am in this public 
hotel, a house which is filled with strangers, and which is the 
daily resort* of your enemies ; for you know that Bonaparte is 
your enemy. Besides, the mistress of this house is hostile to 
your opinions, and I doubt whether any reward could induce 
her to hazard her life to serve you. In short, we are surrounded 
by difficulties.’'’ 

At this moment the chamber-door opened, and my mother ran 
towards the person who was about to enter. It was Albert, Jhe 
came to inquire why dinner was delayed. u All the company 
have arrived/’ he said, “ except Bonaparte, and he has sent an 
apology.” My mother clasped her hands, and raised them to 
heaven : # she desired him to go downstairs, and she followed 
him. “ I was just reading a letter which I have received from 
your sister. She has sent me a ditide aux t ruffes, and if our 
friends will wait so long for dinner, we will have it cooked for 
to-day ; if not, it will be a reason for another little party.” My 
mother uttered these words as she entered the drawing-room, 
holding in her hand a letter which she had snatched up in passing 
through her own chamber. 

Her reason for inventing this long story was, that the gentle- 
man whom she left in the drawing-room, when Mariette called 
her out, was a most notorious gossip, and she took it for 
granted, that he had already told all the company, that there 
was something very mysterious in her disappearance. But her 
manner was so natural, that no one had the least doubt of the 
arrival of the ditide aux trujfes , which it was unanimously agreed 
should be cooked next day. My mother then begged leave to 
retire for a few moments to finish her letter. She hastened to 
her chamber, slipped the bolt of her door, and rejoined Salicetti, 
whom she found seated in a chair with his head leaning on both 
his hands. “ We may esteem ourselves happy,” said she , " that 
Bonaparte is not here to scrutinize.our words and looks. Now 
let us settle what is to be done,” — “ If you are willing,” said 
Salicetti, “ the thing is easy : will you consent to save me ? ” 
My mother did not give an immediate reply. Her frequent 
change of colour betrayed the violent agitation of her feelings. 
At length she became so pale, that I thought she would have 
fainted away. Salicetti, who interpreted her silence as a refusal, 
tocjc up his hat, muttered some words which I did not distinctly 
hear, and was about to leave the room, when my mother caught 
him by the arm. 7 

u Stay,” she said, “ this roof is yours. My son must dis- 
charge his debt, and it is my duty to discharge my husband’s.” 
u Enough, enough,” said Salicetti, u all will be well. Now go 
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and join your company. Mariette will take care of me. I have 
said but two words tcf her, yet those two magic words have power 
to make her lay down her iile to serve me. My dear girl, said 
he to me, drawing me back as I was about to follow my mother, 
“ I have spoken before you because I know you cannot remain 
id ignorance of this affair. I need not warn you of the conse- 
quences of indiscretion.” “ Ah ! fear nothing,” I exclaimed, 
throwing myself into my mother’s arms, whose eyes were fixed 
upon me with an expression of despair. My dear mother thought 
only of her children at that moment when her own head was at 
stake. She stayed a minute longer in her chamber to recover 
herself. Her ardent feelings rendered her agitation extreme ; 
but she was gifted with wonderful self-control, and when she 
entered the drawing-room, nobody would have suspected that 
she had to conceal an important secret from the knowledge of 
those who surrounded her. 

The dinner was very gay. The company were animated by a 
feeling of satisfaction at the result of the events of the two 
preceding days. Brunetiere was of the party, and though 
never deficient in cheerfulness, his spirits seemed that day to be 
doubled. As soon as the company had departed, my mother 
acquainted Albert with .Salicetti’s concealment. My brother 
trembled for her and for me ; but he saw the necessity of 
actively adopting some precautions for Salicetti’s security. 

After some deliberation, it was resolved to adopt SalicettPs 
suggestion, and communicate the secret to Madame Gretry, the 
mistress of the hotel. She readily entered into our views. “ I 
can manage this affair,” said she. "It is only necessary that 
Madame Pennon should change her apartment. There is a 
hiding-place in her chamber which saved four people during 
the reign of terror. It shall save more. At least while I live 
here.” 

A1 1 the necessary arrangements were immediately made. We 
gave out to our friends that my mother had received a letter 
from my father, in which he mentioned that lie was corning to 
Paris, and that consequently, my mother was not to set off. 
Some time after, we were tocpretend we had received a second 
letter from my father, requesting my mother to come to him. It 
was important to have a reason for every thing we did. 

Next mpmmg about eleven o’clock, we received a visit from 
General Bgnaparte, and al the scene whichafchen ensued, made 
a greater impression on me than almost any event of my life, I 
will describe it minutely: Bonaparte was at that time attired 
in the costume he wore almost ever after. He had on a gray 
great-coat, very pfjdnly made, buttoned up to his chin, a round 
hit, which was either drawn over his forehead, so as almost to 
conceal his eyes, or stuck upon the back of his head, so that 
it appeared in danger of falling off', and a black cravat, very 
e&msily tied. This was Bonaparte’s usual dress. At that 
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period, indeed nobody, either man or woman paid any great at- 
tention to elegance of appearance, and I mustconfess that Bona- 
parte’s costume did not then appear so droll as it now does on 
recollection. He brought with him a bouquet of violets which 
he presented to my mother. This piece of gallantry was so 
extraordinary on his part, that we could not help smiling at it* 
He smiled too, and said, " I suppose I make but a sorry cavm~ 
Here servante.” 

“ Well, Madame Pennon, 1 * said he after some further conver- 
sation, "Salicetti will now in his turn, be able to appreciate the 
hitter fruits of arrest ! And to him they ought to be the more 
bitter, because the trees which bear them, were first planted by 
him and his adherents.”-?-" How,” exclaimed my mother with 
an air of astonishment, at the same time motioning me to close 
the drawing-room door, "is Salicetti arrested?” — "How! do 
you not know that he has been proscribed since yesterday ? I 
presumecfcthat you must know the fact since it was in your house 
that he was concealed.” — " Concealed in my house l* cried my 
mother, " surely, my dear Napoleon, you are mad ! Methiaks 
before I entered into such a scheme, it would be as well to have 
a place I could call my house . I beseech you, General, do not 
repeat such a joke in any other place. I assure you it would be 
endangering my life,” 

Bonaparte rose from his seat, advanced slowly towards my 
mother, and crossing his arms, fixed his eyes on her for some 
time in silence. My mother did not flinch beneath his eagle 
glance. "Madame Permon,” he said, "Salicetti is concealed 
in your house ; nay, do not interrupt me, I know that yesterday, 
at five o’clock, he was seen on the boulevard, speaking with 
Gauthier, who advised him not to go to the Convention. He 
then proceeded in this direction ; and it is very well known, that 
he has not in this neighbourhood any acquaintance, you ex- 
cepted, who would risk their owm safety as well as that of their 
friends by secreting him. Now, he has not been at the Palais 
Egalite, he therefore must have fled to you for an asylum.- 
" And by what right,” replied my mother, with unshaken firm- 
ness, " should Salicetti seek an asylum here ? Hois well aware 
that our political sentiments are at.variance: he knew too, that 
I was on the point of leaving Paris; for, had I not received a 
letter from my husband, I should have been on the road to 
Gascony to-morrow morning.” — " My dear Madame Permon, 
you may well ask by what right he should apply to you for 
concealment ? To come to a lone woman, Who might be com* 
promised for affording some few hours of safety to an outlaw who 
merits his fate, is an act to which no consideration ought to 
have driven him. You owe him gratitude : that is a bill of ex- 
change you are bound to honour ; and he has come in person 
to demand payment. Has he not, Mademoiselle Loulou?” As 
he pronounced these words he turned sharply round towards mei 
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I was sitting at the window at work, and at the moment he 
spoke, I pretended to be looking at one of the pots of flowers 
which were before , me. My mother, who understood my 
meaning, said, “ Laurette, General Bonaparte speaks to you, 
my dear!” Thus challenged, I looked up, and my embarrass- 
ment might naturally have been attributed to my consciousness 
of having been unintentionally rude : so I hoped at least ; but 
we had to deal with one who was not to be imposed upon. 
Bonaparte took my hand, and pressing it between both his own, 
said to my mother, “ I ask your pardon, madam, I have done 
wrong: your daughter has taught me a lesson.” — “You give 
her credit for what she does not deserve,” replied my mother ; 
“ she has taught you no lesson, but I will teach you one by and 
by, if you persist in an assertion for which there is no founda- 
tion, and which, if repeated abroad, would entail very serious 
consequences to me.” 

In a tone of considerable emotion, Bonaparte# replied : 
“ Madame Pennon, you are an excellent woman, and Salicetti 
is a villain ; you could not close your doors against him, he was 
well aware; and he would cause you to compromise your ow r n 
safety and that of your child ! I never liked him, now 1 despise 
him; he has done me mischief enough ; but for that he has had 
his motives, and you have known them. Is it not so .?” My 
mother shook her head. “ What, has Pennon never told you?” — 
4t Never.” — “ Well ! that is astonishing ! But you shall know 
some day or other. Salicetti, in that affair of Loano, behaved 
like a wretch. Junot would have killed him if I had not pre- 
vented him. That spirited youth, animated by friendship for 
me, .wanted to challenge him, and swore he would throw him 
out of the window if he refused to meet him. Now, Salicetti is 
proscribed, and in his turn will have to experience all the misery 
attendant on a broken fortune !” — “ Napoleon,” said my mother, 
taking him by the hand, and fixing upon him a look of kind- 
ness, “ I assure you, on my honour, that Salicetti is not in my 
apartments; but stay — shall I tell you all?” — “Tell me, tell 
me,” exclaimed Napoleon, with a vehemence uncommon to him. 
“ Well then, Salicetti was under my roof yesterday at six 
o’clock ; but he left it a fevv hours after. 1 pointed out to him 
the moral impossibility of his remaining with me, living as I do 
in a hotel. Salicetti admitted the justness of my objection, and 
took, his departure.” ^ 

s , Whilst my mother was speaking, Bonaparte kept his eyes 
fixed upon her with indescribable earnestness ; when she had 
concluded, he began to pace about the room with hurried steps. 
44 Tis just as I suspected,” he exclaimed ; “ he was coward 
enough to say trim woman, ' Expose your life for mine. ’ But 
did the wretch who came to interest you in his fate, did he tell 
you that he halrjust assassinated one of his colleagues? Had 
he, think you, ' M&nL? washed hijs gory hands before he touched 
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yours to implore your protection ? ” — “ Napoleon e ! Napoleone !**L 
exclaimed my mother, “quest' e troppo ! Tacete; se non tacet^l 
me ne vado. Se hanno ammazzato quest* uomo, poi non e colpa f 
sua 1 ”* 

Whenever my mother was violently excited, she always spoke 
Italian or Greek, and often to people who understood neither 
the one or the other. Salicetti heard the whole of this conver- 
sation, for he was separated from us only by a thin partition; 
as for me, I trembled under the momentous expectation of 
seeing him issue from his hiding-place. I then knew but little 
of the world. After some further conversation of the same kind, 
Bonaparte rose to take his leave. “ Then you really believe he 
returned home?” said he, as he took up his hat. u Yes,” 
replied my mother; u I told him that since he must conceal 
himself in Paris, it were best to bribe the people of his owi? hotel, 
because that would be the last place where his enemies would 
think of searching for him.” Bonaparte then left us, and it was 
high time, for my poor mother was exhausted. She beckoned 
me to go and bolt her chamber-door, and open that of Salicetti’s 
retreat. 

I never liked Salicetti. There was something about him, 
which to me was always repulsive. When I read the story of 
the Vampire, I associated that ideal character with the recollec- 
tion of Salicetti. His pale jaundiced complexion, his dark 
glaring eyes, his lips, which turned deadly white whenever he 
was agitated by any powerful emotion, all seemed present to 
me. When I opened the door after Bonaparte’s departure, the 
sight of Salicetti produced in me a feeling of horror which I shall 
never forget. He sat on a small chair, at the bedside, his head 
leaning on his hand which was covered with blood, as was like- 
wise the bed itself, and a basin over which lie was leaning, was 
full. He had been seized with a haemorrhage, and streams of 
blood were running from his mouth and nose. Ilis face was 
frightfully pallid, and his whole appearance affected me to such 
a degree, that it haunted me in dreams a long time after. My 
mother ran to him ; he had nearly swooned. She took his hand ; 
it was quite cold. We called up Martette ; and on her applying 
some vinegar to his no^e, he recovered. 

* Napoleon ! Napoleon I this is too much ! Be silent : if you are not, leave' 

me! Though the man has been murdered, it does not follow that it is his fault. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

The trial of Romme, Soubrani, and their colleagues — Project for saving Salicetti 
— Sentence and death of the prisoners — Horrible scene. 

Ph^pakations were making for the trial of the parties 
accused of the proceedings of Prairial. The officers were on the 
look out for Salicetti, and another representative. Salicetti was 
notbeloved by his colleagues. He was certainly a man of talent, 
and full of ambition; but the projects he wished to realize were 
of a nature to bring down on their author severe retribution, 
Romme, a distinguished mathematician, was already arrested, 
as was also Goujon, who, since the opening of the Convention, 
had rendered himself remarkable for his private virtues and 
republican sentiments ; Soubrani, Duquesnoi, Duroi, and Bour- 
botte, were also in custody. Each of these individuals were 
distinguished, as well by their personal character as by their 
Btatesmari-like qualities. What reflections were awakened at 
seeing such men seated on the criminal bench ! 

My mother received a letter from my father, who, having heard 
of the danger of Salicetti, desired her to do whatever she could 
to render him assistance. This letter was delivered to her by 
M, Emilhaud, of Bordeaux, a gentleman who appeared to pos- 
sess the full Confidence of my father. 

One day, when M. Emilhaud called upon my mother, he 
brought with him a Spanish general, named Miranda. While 
these gentlemen were in the drawing-room, conversing with my 
mother, I had occasion to pass through the antechamber; but 
no sooner had I entered, tjian I started suddenly. I thought I 
saw Salicetti standing before me. Never was resemblance more 
striking, except that the individual whom I for a moment mis- 
took for Salicetti, was not quite so tall as he. The man was a 
Spaniard, in the service of General Miranda. 

By chance I mentioned this resemblance, without thinking it 
a matter of any importance. However, it happened to suggest 
a lucky idea to my mother. u We are saved !” she exclaimed. 
u It will be hard, indeed, if we cannot find in all Paris a man 
five feet six iijches (French) high, with a face like General 
Miranda's servant." My brother, Salicetti, and Madame Gr6try 
were immediately summoned tp hold a council. “ I must look 
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out for a valet,” said my mother^ “ and when I find one who 
will suit me, I will take him to the section to get a passport* 
Having got possession of the passport, I can easily find a pre- 
tence to quarrel with Uay valet, and if I turn him off* with a 
month’s wages, he will no doubt be very #ell ; satisfied.” My 
mother clapped her little hands at the thought of this stratagem. 
She was quite overjoyed ; but, alas ! a scene speedily ensued, 
which changed all her happiness to grief and horror. 

Meanwhile the trial of the prisoners came on. They had 
been brought to Paris, and the special court-martial appointed 
to try them, held its sittings in the Rue Neuve-des-Petits 
Champs. Salicetti was the only one who had escaped the 
grasp ofjustice; and, urged by his anxiety, my brother was con- 
stantly on the road from our hotel to the Rue Neuve-des-Petits 
Champs, during the short time that was expended in deliberating 
on the fate of the unfortunate men. One day he returned home 
dreadfully agitated. He had witnessed an awful scene. Romme, 
Soubrani, Duroi, Duquesnoi, Goujon, and Bourbotte, were con- 
demned. During their trial they had exhibited the most admi- 
rable fortitude, feeling, and patriotism. The conduct of Romme, 
in particular, is said to have been sublime. 

When sentence was pronounced on them, they surveyed each 
other calmly and serenely ; and on descending the grand 
staircase, which was lined with spectators, Romme looked about 
as if seeking somebody. Probably the person who had pro- 
mised to be there had not the courage to attend. “ No matter,” 
said he, “with a firm hand this will do. Vive la LiberteP* 
Then drawing from his pocket a very large penknife, or perhaps 
it might more properly be called a small poniard, he plunged 
it into his heart, and, drawing it out again, gaVe it to Goujon, 
who, in like manner, passed it to Duquesnoi. A 11 three fell 
dead instantly without uttering a groan. The weapon of deli- 
verance, transmitted to Soubrani by the trembling hands of 
Duquesnoi, found its way to the noble hearts of the rest ; but 
they were not so fortunate as their three friends. Grievously 
wounded, but yet alive, they fell at the foot of the scaffold, 
which the executioners made them ascend, bleeding and muti- 
lated as they were* Such barbarity wpuld scarcely have been 
committed by savages. 

My brother stood so near Romme, to whom he wished to 
address a few words of friendship and consolation, that the 
blood of the unfortunate man dropped upon him. My brother’s 
coat was stained with the scarcely cold blood of a man, who, 
only a few days before, was seated in the very chamber, perhaps 
in the very chair, in which Albert was then sitting. The appear- ' 
ance of Salicetti inspired nothing but horror; indeed, I could 
not bear to look on him, so much did I dread his aspect. 
Without any consideration for my brother’s feelings, he made 
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him repeat, over and over again, the dreadful details of the 
tragedy lie had just witnessed. 

Sbnaparte bad goite to Saint-Maur to spend a few days. He 
was in the habit bf- going there occasiohml^ though'! do not 
know to whom. I have since put the question to Junot, who 
declared he knew nothing of the matter, and added that Bona- 
parte was very reserved on some subjects. When informed of 
the horrible catastrophe detailed above, hebxpressed the genuine 
emotions of his heart; and in spite of all that Madame Bour- 
rienne says,* I maintain that at this period he was a very feeling 
man. Bonaparte" had in general a bad delivery; I mean to 
say, he was not eloquent in his manner of expressing himself, 
iiis concise style toolc from his language that air of courtesy, or, 
at least, of elegance, which is indispensable to the most ordi- 
nary conversation; The fact is, he was only eloquent at 
moments when his heart expanded : then it was, as the fairy 
legends say, that pearls and rubies dropped from his mouth. 

The present was one of those occasions ; and the unfortunate 
men who had just suffered, found in Bonaparte an admirable 
panegyrist. Far different was his language towards Salicetti, 
Fr6ron, and all those who, he said, wanted to renew the reign 
of terror. The mention of these ngmes led him to speak of him- 
self, #tnd of his blighted hopes, and his misfortunes. “Yet I 
am only twenty-six years old,” exclaimed he, striking his fore- 
head, “ only twenty-six.” He then regarded my mother with a 
look so melancholy, that she said, after he was gone, " When I 
think on that young man’s unhappiness, I almost reproach my- 
self for what 1 have done for his enemy.” 


CHAPTER' XV. 

SaViceni’d proxy — We procuts our passports — Our departure fov Bordeaux — 
\ r The first post — Generous letter from Bonaparte — Sal icettis ingratitude — Our 
arrival at Bordeaux — Difficulty of obtaining a vessel for Salicetti— We proceed 
to Cette— Salicetti sails for Genoa — Our arrival at Montpellier. 

We had above thirty applicants for the valet’s situation, but 
none of them would do. When any one presented himself who 
did not possess the requisite personal qualifications, my mother 
immidiately sent him about his business. What treLmpJihg 
there was up ihd do^vn the staircase of the hotel de 
quiBit$!v ‘ip: last- art overgrown boy, named Gabriel Tacharii, 
made bis a|pearance^ He bore, it is true, no resemblance to 

* See 8ourri|nrie*s Memoirs of Napoleon. i ; 
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Salicetti, yet we thought fie mkht pass very well for his proxy 
at the section. He was a stupid thllqw, who would not certainly 
hare remained in my mother's, service a week, but he possessed 
the conjoined recommendations of being ex^ly five feet six, 
with black eyes and hair, a straight nose, .round chin, and a 
sallow complexion, and slightly marked w T ith the smallpox. 
The next quality to be combined with all these was the right 
age, or at least the semblance of it; for Salicetti was, I believe, 
at that period thirty. However, we went to the section, my 
mother, myself, Manetie, Gabriel Tachard, and Madame Grctry, 
who was to answer for her lodger. * 

We were supplied with passports, and all returned pleased, 
my mother and myself at the prospect of leaving Paris, Gabriel 
at having, as lie thought, obtained a good place, and Madame 
Gretry at getting rid of her lodgers; for, spite of its nam<$ her 
hotel had been one uninteirupted scene of tumult ever since 
Salicetti had, by dint of gold, obtained permission to make it 
his hiding-place. 

For the last eight days my mother had given out to her 
friends that my father expected her at Bordeaux. She now 
received another letter, enjoining her instant departure. In con- 
sequence, she determined to set off in two <kiy<. “ You do well 
to go," said Bonaparte, taking her hand, and looking at lpr sig- 
nificantly ; u and yet you vveie wise in not going sooner.” 

" Why so f 1 — “ Oh, I cannot tell you now ; but you shall know 
before your return to Paris." — “ But I cannot wait ; you know 
that we women are curious.” — “ Well, you shall know the 
reason. At what time do you set out ? ” — “ I do not exactly 
know; but I suppose about eleven or twelve to-night, in order 
to avoid the heat. It is best in hot weather to travel by night, 
and sleep by day.” — "Exactly ?o: an excellent thought that. 
Well,” continued lie, "you shall know my little secret when 
you arrive at Lonjumoau." — “ And why at Lonjumeau?” — " It 
is a whim of mine,” replied he. — "Well, be it so; but I must 
tfell you en passant , my dear Napoleon, that you are a sad 
gossip.” . * 

While this conversation was going on our dinner houTarKved, 
and Napoleon stayed and dined with us. During dinner he said 
to my mother, “ I w ish you would take me with you on this 
journey. I will go and sec my mother while you are settling 
your business at Bordeaux and Toulouse ; I will then rejoin you 
and M. Pennon, and we will all return together to Paris. 1 am 
qjfite idle here, thanks to that villain who has ruined me. 1 am 
now reedy to be any thing — a Chinese, a Turk, or a Hottentot. 
Indeed, if you do not take me with you, I shall go to Turkey or 
ip China* There the British power may be most effectively 
iftjqmff by a commercial treaty with the thrks or Chinese.” He 
then pegan.to talk onpolltics withjhy brother, and in less than 
k m hour's time the Emperor olCbha was converted to Ca- 
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thehcism, and the grand calao was superseded by a minister of 

justice* 

At k^igth the day of our departure wmmfei* Several of our 
friends c*me to take leave of us, and, among llfceia,* Bonaparte. 
He steppe4*q? to my mother, and taking her^p^sltand, said, 
in a low tone* * When you return, think of We may 

perhaps never ^et again. Ere long, my de^ny iwjll lead me 
far from France } but, wheresoever I go, I shall evtr be your 
faithful friend.” My mother answered him that he might, at all 
primes, reckon on her friendship* “ You know, my dear Bona- 
parte,” she added, “ that I look upon you in the light of my 
Albert’s brother.” Our friends departed ; post-horses were pro- 
cured, and Madame Gretry, though already munificently re- 
warded, was promised besides a considerable compliment when 
Salicetti should have embarked. As to the valet, my mother 
dismissed him with a month's wages in advance, to his infinite 
satisfaction. Salicetti then assumed the name of Gabriel Ta- 
chard, under which he was to travel into the south of France. 

We set out, Salicetti seated himself on the box of my 
mother's travelling berline, and we got out of Paris without any 
other delay than that occasioned by the examination at the 
barrier. The ppatilion, on the promise of something to drink, 
brought us with the speed of lightning to the Croix de Berny. 

we were about to start again, the first postilion from the 
Paris post came to the door of the coach and asked forcitoyenne 
Pennon. My mother asked him what he wanted i " I have a 
letter for you,” said he . — “ You surely are mistaken,” said my 
mother • u it cannot be for me.”— “ No,” rejoined the man ; “ I 
do not mistake, if you are citoyenne Permon,” At that instant 
the recollection of the words of Bonaparte flashed across my 
mother’s memory. She took the letter, and offered the bearer 
an assignat of five francs ; but he refused to accept it, saying, 
that he had been already paid by the young man . At the season 
of the year at which we were travelling the nights were short ; 
my mother's curiosity was not, therefore, kept long in suspense ; 
daylight soon enabled her to peruse the letter. The handwriting 
neither of us knew. I have since, however, learned that it was 
JunotV This very singular epistle places the character of Na- 
poleon in a light from which his enemies have often sought to 
exclude it. It was couched in the folmwin^ words : 

u I Lever like to bethought a dupe. I should seem to be one 
in your eves, if I did not tell you that I knew of Salicetti's place 
of concealment more than twenty days ago. You may recollect, 
Madame Pennon, what I said to you on the first of Prairml. 
I was almost morally certain of the fact ; now I know it 
positively. * * 

H ¥pu see then, Salicetti, that I might have returned the 111 
you to me. , In 40 dohjg, I should only have avenged'my- 
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self; but ym injured me, when I hadnot offended you. Which 
of us stands in the preferable point of new at this moment? I 
ought have totem my revenge ; but I did not perhaps you 
wifi say tm-i was your safegasafej? That coo- 

sidemtio% was powerful. But alone^'tttnrmed, and 

an outlaw^ -fossT-life would have been sacred4&me. Go, seek 
in peace ffe’Wpam where you may learn to^frorish better sea- 
timentsfer your country. On your name my mouth is closed. 
Repent, and appreciate my motives. 

M Madame Pennon, my best wishes are with you and your 
child. You are feeble and defenceless beings. May Providence, 
and a friend’s prayers protect you ! Be cautious, and do not 
stay in the large towns through which you may have to pass. 

* * “ Adieu.” 


The letter had no signature. My mother, after having read it, 
remained for some time absorbed in profound reflexion. She 
then handed it to me, desiring me in Greek to read it to myself. 
I was thunderstruck. The look which accompanied the few 
words my mother said to me in Greek, sufficiently indicated on 
whom her suspicion lay ; and, I confess, I could not help shar- 
ing it. I looked at Mariette, who rode in the carriage with us. 
She was pale, and her eyes were red with weeping. I had ob- 
served that she had been singularly low-spirited, and sighed 
frequently during the whole of the journey. I was convinced 
my conjecture was right. ‘ 

We stopped to breakfast. I think it was at Etampes ; and 
my mother showed Salicetti the letter. He read it over and over, 
at least ten times- At length he exclaimed, “ I am lost ! I am 
lost ! Fool that I was, to trust to a woman’s prudence ! ” — 
“ Salicetti,” said my mother, suppressing her irritation ; "you, 
yourself, have been the only imprudent person in this affair ; 
and your unjust reproach is a compliment to us ; 1 mean to my 
daughter and me ; for you must rely very confidently on our 
generosity, when you can venture to reward us thus for-'Sfll that 
we have done for you.” Before my mother had ended her reply* 
Salicetti already repented of his foolish exclamation. lie very 
humbly asked our pardon. He then sqjd he had heard us express 
some suspicion of Mariptte. “ Never mind, never mind,” said 
my mother, “ you ought rather to admire the noble conduct of 
Bonaparte, it is 'most generous ! ” — “ Generous l w repeated 
Salicetti, with a contemptuous smile. “ What would you have 
hod him do ? Would you have wished him to betray me ? ” My 
mother looked at him steadfastly, and then said : " I do not 
know what I would have him do ; but this I know, that I should 
wish to see you grateful.*' 

I may hero mention, that Mariette was really the guilty party. 
Bonaparte’s servant was her lover; his master profited by this 
drcttmstonce; and the present of a gold cross induced the poor 
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girl to betray a secret which might have compromised the safety 
of the whole house. As to my toother, her fate was certain. 

When we had passed through Tours, Salioetti travelled inside 
the berline. As we drove along, we heard nothing but impre- 
cations against the Convention, and all those who had wished 
to bring back the reign of terror. The people were ip a state of 

{ reat excitement. “ Heavens ! ” said my mother, “ if you were 
nown here, what would become of us ! ” We had good reason 
for alarm in several parts of our journey; but, at length, we 
arrived in safety at Bordeaux. There, to our great surprise, 
instead of finding my father, we found only a letter from him, in 
which he infomred us that he was obliged to depart for the 
country; but that his friend M. Emilhaud would attend my 
mothet ; and he gave her his address, 4hat she might send for 
him dh her arrival. 

In a quarter of an hour afterwards, M. Emilhaud was with 
us. Wc learned from him that my father had made unavailing 
inquiries for a vessel that would convey a passenger to Italy. 
None would stait for the space of a fortnight. Ships were going 
to the United States, to* St. Domingo, and to England ; but 
Salicetti neither could nor would go any where, except to 
Genoa or Venice. My mother was in despair. Next day, 
however, Laudois, my father’s vo/el de chambre, came to us. 
He informed us that my father had ascertained, that at Nar- 
bonne or at Cette, a vessel would sail for Genoa, and several for 
Venice. lie had, in consequence, made an arrangement with 
the master of a yacht, to convey us up the Garonne as far as 
Toulouse, and fiom thence, by the canal to Carcassonne. The 
carriage could be taken on board the yacht ; and from Carcas- 
sonnewve should only have to travel a few leagues to reach 
Cette or Narbonne. My father thought this mode of travelling 
touch safer for us than by land, on account of the rigid orders 
that had '■every where been issued. Salicetti was quite of my 
father’s opinion ; and with the assistance of Laudois, we were 
*oon on hoard the yacht, and saling up the Garonne. 

Wje soon arrived at Carcassonne, and from thence reached 
Narbonne ; but here wc u found no vessel goifig to Italy. We 
proceeded to Cette ; and there wc learned that two vessels were 
about to sail, the one in two days, for Trieste, and the other, 
that same evening, for Genoa. The captain of the latter vessel, 
which, singularly enough, was named the Convention, informed 
us, that he should be under weigh at nine o’clock ; and, as the 
wind was fair, he should not be long in reaching bis destination. 
Salicetti was inclined to wait for the vessel bound for Trieste, 
but my mothtt would hear of no further delay. She observed, 
that the windpught not be fair for Trieste oo*he day appointed, 
and that it vyps.best to ( take advantage of the favourable breeze 
that was blowing that evening. >„ 

We sat down to draper ; pd fthe* we had ended our repast 
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Laudois and the servants of the inn conveyed the baggage of the 
fugitive on board the vessel. Salicetti stepped up toj&yjnother, 
and, taking tath her hands in his, said “ I should have too 
much to sav, Madame Permon, were I to attempt to express 
my grafitgji by words. As to Bonapart%,teI^ him I thank 
him. Hitpmo, I did not believe him capable of generosity ; I 
am no# bound to acknowledge my mistake. I thank him.” 
He jumped into a little boat with the captain of the Convention, 
and was soon on board the vessel which was to convey him, to 
the shore where he hoped to find refuge rather than hospitality. 
We slept that night at the inu at Cette ; and next morning, 
after breakfast, we set out for Montpellier. On our arrival 
there, I discovered that death, emigration, and civil discord, 
had committed melancholy ravages in that city. * 


CHAPTER XVI. 

« 

Couriers invitation to my father — Salicetti’s letter to my mother — Madame St. 

Ange — Her present to Bonaparte — Trading speculation — Bonaparte and 

Bartolomeo Peraldn 

I have several times mentioned that my poor fhther’s health 
had suffered from the miseries of the Revolution. His feelings 
and his interests were alike wounded. The vexations lie had 
suffered brought on a serious illness, which was augmented by 
the state of seclusion in which he chose to live.- My mother 
was accustomed to mingle with the world, and her quick per- 
ception soon enabled her to discover that my father’s situation 
was not without danger. 

Couder, the proCureur of the commune, whom I have already 
mentioned as a worthy honest man, warned my mother of the 
disagreeable reports which were in circulation at Toulouse 
respecting my father. “ It is said,” observed Couder, “that he 
is ill of the aristocratic fever ; I denied the truth of the report, 
and contended that citizen Permon was a stanch republican. 
I know very well,” replied he, smiling significantly, “ that that 
is not quite true ; but there is no ham in a little falsehood 
sometimes.* However, if you will take my advice you will force 
citizen Permon a little more into society. If he Would do 
me the honour to accept a place in my box at the theatre. 
If. . . .” Here Couder was a little embarrassed. “ Generous 
man!” cried mylbotber, as she shook the honest shoemaker’s 
rough hand, “generous man! — yes, we will come to your box ; 
I am sure Permon and Jlwill feel honoured by your kind 
offer.” V 

Madame Junot— vol. i. 
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, saidshe to my father, as^u as tjhe poommr 

“ do you know what Courier hasheen saying?” 
*and she rented the conversation which had takeo.plaoe, without 
jfpj^etti^g :<he r proposition about the box. My iaiher turned 
Ted and made no reply. But when my mother pressed bim ihr 
(an answer, he shrugged his shoulders and, with a bitter smile, 
said#, “ What a question! What would you have me do? 
.Citizen Couder (and he laid a great emphasis on the word 
icitizen) summons citizen Permon to the bar of his box. We 
must of course go ; that is better than to be dragged to a dun- 
geon ..by gendarmes ; I have only that alternative, ,1 heliev?e 
this. is a second Thirion. Oh Marie, Marie, yo^misht .ham 
spared me this insult !” My mother burst into tears, “ Charles,” 
she exclaimed, “you view this mailer !h a wrong light; you 
misconstrue the intentions of your friends. Do you believe that 
I would have listened to an invitation which bore the least 
appearance of insult to you?’’ — “Doubtless ; my dear Marie,” 
exclaimed my father, impatiently interrupting her, “ let this man 
snake your shoes, but speak to me no more about bis box. I 
am tired of this,” said he, throwing himself upon his couch. 
There the conversation ended; and it may be supposed that my 
father did not go to the theatre. 

Couder was told that my father was ill, and lie received the 
excuse without appearing hurt. Had lie listened to the dictates 
of wounded pride, he might have done us a great deal of harm. 

Salicetti often wrote to my mother. Shortly after the scene 
I have just described she received a letter from him, which 
showed that he had heard my father was hostile to the govern- 
ment, “ Be on your guard, dear Signora Panoria,” he said, “ I 
hear that plots are being secretly and silently organized. They 
say the Royalists are about to rise. Certainly, I am far from 
suspecting citizen Permon of engaging in any conspiracy, for I 
have fledged my word for him. But others, dear citizen, will 
suspect that his wish to remain secluded arises from the desire 
to conceal some culpable design from scrutinizing eyes. Pre- 
vail on him to mix a little more with society ; yen always had 
an attractive bouse. Why should not your drawing-room at 
Toulouse be as it was in Paris V 

Sly mother showed this letter to my father, who at length 
Saw the danger of exciting towards us the attention of suspicious 
authority. My gnother knew already almost every body in Tou- 
louse, and our home was speedily qne of the gayest in the town. 
By a singular chance, my mother found in Toulouse one of 
her ‘Cousins^from Corsica, whom I used to call my aunt. 
Mademois^lo Stephancpoli had married M, do St Ange,a dis- 

having quitted^lhe service at the 
ineaiking out of the Revolution, purchased at St. Micliel's de 
l-unez, neat Castelnaufiarj^ an ^ancieRt chateau, formerly .be- 
longing to th^’PoHgiaac^* There he resided with 
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B&vm lovely children, Madame de Saint-Ange and my moflrer 
arete delated to meetagain, MademoUele Step&ad^oii was, 
like my wjtiier, the mead of Lsetitia ’Bonaparte. “Well, 

• tme day, “ you see one of Lsetiim RanSo- 

lino’s soiisihas made his way m the world. That young bmit is 
likely to become a general of division. I confess that I should 
not have expected it, for Joseph was the one I thought wduld 
tttise up the family. And tne Archdeacon — — ^ph J do 
mot mention the Archdeacon,” exclaimed my mother, “ I was 
toed of hearing his name before we left Corsica.** — “But, 
Jiglia mid ” replied my aunt, who was as lively as a girl of 
fifteen* “ though the Archdeacon is no favourite of your’s, lie is 
nevertheless a person of great importance in the Bonaparte 
family. I think with him that Joseph is the flower of the flock. 
He is so handsome and so well bred. Napoleon is downright 
ugly, Jiglia mia; as stupid as a mule, ana very ill-behaved — 
though he is your protege, Jiglia mia !” — u Ah, cousin,** replied 
my mother, “I see, he has done something to offend yo%and, 
like a true Corsican, you will not forgive him.” Sly aunt 
laughed. The fact was, Bonaparte had offended her only a few 
months previously. I will relate how. • 

At that period almost every one endeavoured to increase the 
little fortune they might have saved from the wreck. Few were 
such fools as to be too proud to do this. My aunt found that 
she might cam some money by transmitting to the ports of 
Provence, goods for the Corsican market, and bartering them 
for others. Some time after Hie siege of Toulon, she sent to 
Marseilles cloth and linen to be shipped for Calvi. Her agent, 
however, wrote to acquaint her that the English maintained the 
blockade with such vigilance, that he was unable to effect the 
transmission of the goods. “Take my advice,” added he; 
u and dispose of your goods either at Toulon, at Antibes, or at 
Nice. There are troops at those places, two-thirds of whom, to 
my knowledge, have not shirts to their backs. Your cloth is 
good in quality and reasonable in price ;* therefore it will sell 
well. You know General Bonaparte ; write to him, and you 
will, I make no doubt, realize fifty per cent, profit.” 

My aunt saw that the project would answer; she therefore 
addressed a letter to Bonaparte, which she took care to write in 
Italian, sprinkled here and there with a few Corsican words, 
with the view of reminding him of his country and his friends. 
This done, she sent the packet, under the care of an old 
domestic of her father, who had settled in the environs of Mar- 
seilles. / 

This man was^ a Corsican, named Bartolomeo- Peraldi. , He 
knew all the Bonaparte family, and, of course, Napoleon amcmg 

J . , ■ . % ( ’ W . ■ 

: ; > # ^It; was mack in the Chateau of St. Michel ; say aunt and cantos spun the 
hemp and the flax. ? * 

a 2 
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th&rest. TOe Gerier&lV djpfaulettes did not intimidate Peraldi, 
aid imping delivered to him the letter ftroin the Signora Catalina, 
Bleated himself without any ceremony. ThOujgfb it if its early 
ih the morning, and in the midst of winter, Bohh^arte was ii|i 
and dressed, booted, spurred, and ready equipped to mount his 
horse. 

Bartolomeo, who surveyed the General with a scrutinising 
eye, remarked that Bonaparte’s countenance underwent a sen- 
sible change whilst he read Madame St. AngeV letter. First 
an ironical smile played over his features, then his forehead 
lowered into a froWS^ and surveying Bartolomeo, he Said, 
“ What is all this nonsense V 9 These words were spoken in 
French, and in so high a tone, that it seemed he wished them 
to be heard by two bfficers who were in the next apartment. 
Bartolomeo perceived Bonaparte’s design, and felt a little nettled. 
u Signor Napoleone,” he replied in Italian, though he could 
speak French very well, “ non capisco niente a tutto ; voi sapete, 
the in Corsica noi altri poveri diavoli non parliamo che il nostro 
patois, come Ip chiamano gut . Fatemi dunque il favore di par- 
tare la nostra tara lingua”* 

Bonapartl surveyed the man with a look of surprise. “ I left 
Corsica tod young to be able to express myself easily in Italian/’ 
said Napoleon, turning on his heel ; “ besides, I see no necessity 
to speak your patois, as you rightly term it, for Signora Catalina 
tells me in her letter, that you have been living for fifteen years 
on the coast of Provence.” — “ Si, Signor” replied Bartolomeo. 
—“Surely, then, you can speak French,” said Bonaparte, with 
impatience. “ What do you mean by this insolence, fellow ?” 

Peraldi was now a little confused, but speedily resuming his 
confidence, and putting on his red and blue bonnet, which he 
had taken off on his entrance, he addressed Bonaparte in the 
following words : “ Non i bisognodi tanto far la quadra , Signov 
Napoleoncino : chi penso bene che mi voiete dar la burla di 
chinmarmi cost . Ma basti ! che risposta dard alia Signora 
Kalli?” f Bonaparte darted at him an inquiring glance.—" Si 
signor ; la Signora Catalina, la Signora Kalli , i medesima cosa. 
In somma, Madama di Saint- Ange. Cos ’ ho da dire ?”% “ Know 
you the contents of this le£ter?” demanded the General, point- 
ing to my aunt’s epistle, which lay on the table at his side. 
Bartolomeo nodded assent. “ Then,” rejoined Bonaparte 
angrily, and in a very loud tone, u you are more impudent than 
I thought you. Here,” continued he, addressing the officers in 

# « Signor Napoleon, I do not understand you. You know that in Corsica, 
we podr devils speak only our patois , as you call it here. Do me then the 
favour to speak to me in our dear native tongue/' 

^^fThare is no need for all this jesting and calling me such names, M. Na- 
, poleoiicmo: Tell me what answer lam to take to the Signora Kalli/’ 

f “' Yes', sir, theSigoora Catalina and the Signora Kalli are both the same* 
In short, Madame m Samt-An|e. What am I to tell her?" 
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the next room, H this fellow has brought me a packet from o&e 
of my countrywomen, who wants me to get some trumpery 
cloth sold to the Republic. It is true she allows me a commis- 
sion. Here, .pray read the letter, citizens so saying, he took 
my aunt’s letter, to which there was attached a small bit of 
paper, with patterns of the cloth and linen, and their prices 
marked. “You see/’ continued he, “that she offers me the 
piece marked No. 2, as a bribe, and if she seduce me, it will 
not be, as you perceive, by the splendour of the present.” The 
two young officers laughed immoderately when they looked on 
the pattern, which was coarse and brown, and scarcely fit for 
soldiers* shirts. I cannot conceive what my poor aunt was 
thinking of, when she offered such a present to Napoleon. 
“ Begone,” said he, angrily, to Bartolomeo ; “ it is lucky for 
you that you are only the bearer of miw impudent {passage* 
Begone, I say.” 

“ Me nl vado) me ni vado. Benedetto Dio! Che fuoco! 
E per chi ? perch £ la brava Madama di Saint Ange gti mando 
qualche povere misure di tela per farsi una mezza dotzine di 
camicci ! * Eht I have seen the day, and not long 
either,” continued he, all at once changing his language, and 
speaking in good French, “ I hav^ seen the day when the half 
of this piece of cloth would have been gladly accepted by y^jur 
mother, General Bonaparte, to make shifts for your sisters, 
though now they have the finest that can be procured in Mar- 
seilles — and not much to the credit of one of them.” Tljese last 
wards he muttered between his teeth, and then withdrew. 

Napoleon was afterwards sorry for having shown so much ill- 
humour ip this foolish affair. I am sure he never pardoned 
Bartolomeo Peraldi for the lesson he gave him before two 
officers, who, as they did not belong to his corps, conceived 
they had no’ reason to keep the secret. 

* u I am going, I am going ! Good God ! what a piece of work ; and all for 
what? Because good Madame de Saint- Ange has sent him a few ells of cloth, 
to make him half-a-dozen of shirts.” 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

The fair of Beaucaive — Atrocities committed in the south — Mutilated women— 
Stfort stay at Bordeaux — Decline of my father’s health — Return to Paris— Our 
lintel Rue d» la Loi— Domiciliary visit — The envoy of the section and Boua- 
par$&~~3JIy father’s illness— Bonaparte’s daily calls on my parents— Com- 
motions in Paris — The Convention and the Sections — The 1 3th Vendlxniaire 
— Bonaparte at my mother's on the 14th, and their conversation — Death of 
my fether. 

Tarasco n and Beaucaire are, as every body knows, separated 
only by the Rhone, and the houses of the two towns line either 
haw til the river. On seeing those narrow streets, those houses 
with b%h gothic gables, those windows with small sashes and- 
close the irregular pavement formed of large flints from 

the rivets y$u fancy yourself in the middle ages; for there is? 
nothing about Beaucaire that reminds you of the age in which 
we are living. 

The fair of Beaucaire is one of the most celebrated in Europe ; 
it is on a par with those of Frankfort and Leipzig. Its originality 
ismne of the causes that draw thither so many customers. The 
merchant of Mossoul and Bagdad there sets up his booth beside 
the manufacturer of London. The trader of Astracan repairs? 
thither to deal with the weaver of Lyons ; and the pkarlfisher of 
the c^&st of Coromandel docs business with the jeweller of 
Paris* through the medium of the garlic merchant of Marseilles. 
This may appear extraordinary at first sight, but it is never- 
theless a fact ; and whoever has been to the fair of Beaucaire 
will recollect the immense heaps of garlic.* The sum put into 
circulation for this commodity alone is estimated at upwards of 
six hundred thousand francs, or about twenty-four thousand 
pounds ; at least, so 1 have been assured by the inhabitants of 
the town. 

Had'I not been formerly at the fair of Beaucaire, I could not 
say that I knew any thing about it, for this year was the first 
since the Revolution had overthrown all the customsof this kind j 
accordingly, signs of it were to be seen in the singular arrange- 
ment of the shops and goods. From the fear with which they 

* They are from fifteen to twenty feet high, and proportionably wide at tfeo 
base. 
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displayed their staffs and exhibited their precious stones, you 
would* have imagined that they dreaded a reaction, and were 
afraid lent their merchandise should become the property of 
others without the formality of a sale* 

The south was actually in such a state as to excite great un- 
easiness in those who were merely travelling through it, and 
who could not hope for any aid from justice and the laws, since 
both were then absolutely powerless, in case they were attacked 
by one of those unruly parties which drenched the earth with 
blood by their quarrels and combats, and by assassinations. 
These parties assumed ail colours ; all watch-words were alike 
to them, and the most atrocious cruelty, the most refined horrors, 
if I may be allowed the expression, presided over these acts*of 
cannibals, under pretext of avenging the province for the evils 
inflicted by the days of terror. They fancied that with blood 
they could wipe away blood : strange baptism ! # Women, aged 
men, and children, had been thrown from the tops of the towers 
of the castles of Tarascon. In a cavity formed by the rocks, a 
little below the town of Beaucaire, we saw the mutilated bodies 
of two women, whom the current had carried into that cavern. 
There they remained, and the wind, at times, wafted from tip 
spot a stench that made one sick at heart * v ^ 

We stopped at Beaucaire no longer than was see 

the singular assemblage which the Mr brought On 

this occasion, to my great regret, the tarasque was not paraded 
about as usual : it was justly apprehended that, at a moment 
when popular effervescence had reached the highest pitch, this 
procession might be attended with fatal consequences. The 
precise origin of the tarasque is not known, and the manner in 
which it is conducted throws no light upon this ceremony : still, 
like the beast of the Gevaudan, it must have had for itt primary 
cause the destruction of some mischfevous and dangerous animal. 
The remembrance of it is thus perpetuated at Beaucaire : mi Im- 
mense machine of wickerwork, covered with oil-cloth, and held 
together by large strong hoops, is shaped like a dragon, or 
some other fantastic beast ; this machine, from twenty to 
twenty-five feet long, is filled by # a party of young men 
appointed by the town, when the ceremony of the tarasque is 
decided upon. It was an honour *to be admitted into this 
number. When they were in this strange sort of vehicle they 
set off, and, darting away at full speed, run about the town, up- 
setting every thing before them. Woe to the blind and the slow- 
motioned whom they encounter — they are suretobe thrown down* 
I saw this exhibition a few years afterwards, and I must confess 
that I fancied myself among a people of maniacs. It is seldom 
that it is not productive of serious accidents. 

On leaving Beaucaire we returned to Bordeaux. The newa 
which my mother received from my father gave us so much an- 
easiness, as to prevent our compliance with the wishes of several 
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of our friends, who earnestly begged us to go to Marseilles, to 
Avignon, and to Arles. We returned by the same road we had 
come, stopping only at Toulouse and Castlenaudary, whence we 
proceeded to my aunt Saint-Ange. We found her still a model 
for her sex 5 her virtue had so respectable a character that you 
wore forced to admire it, and this feeling was experienced by all 
who approached her. My mother, as I have observed, was 
tenderly attached to her; but, as she herself said, laughingly, 
she could never come up to her, if she must, for that purpose, 
rise at four in the morning, and eat leg of goose more than four 
times a-year. " If your virtue could permit you to rise at nine, 
and not eat so «puch salt, I could accommodate myself to it well 
enough, cousin } if you will agree to that, I will come hither with 
Loulou, and we will be your best workpeople/’ — “ Altro, altro , 
Jiglia tftia” replied my aunt, lifting my mother as she would 
have taken up a feather. u Let us each go on in our own way/' 

Dear and respectable woman ! I saw her subsequently, when 
I dWelt in a palace. “ Are you happier now than when you 
went with your cousins to strip the mulberry-trees, on St, 
Michel’s hill?” asked she, on seeing me come home at five 
o'clock, to dress in haste, having scarcely time to kiss my 
children, and get into. my carriage again, to perform what were 
called duties. I had a place at court. 

On leaving St. Michel de Lunez, we proceeded to Bordeaux. 
My father awaited us at the hotel Fumele, where he had pro- 
vided apartments for us. Prepared as we were by the accounts 
of Lauaois and M. Emilhaud for the change in my father, we 
were shocked on seeing him. His paleness, his emaciation, his 
dim eyes, and his tremulous voice, every thing about him indi- 
cated a person struck by death. His character had retained that 
gloomy and melanchCfty tinge which prevailed in it at Toulouse. 
The extreme solitude in which he bad constantly persisted in 
living bifid proved fatal to him. 

Our meeting dispelled for a few hours that sullen reverie in 
which he was always plunged ; but he soon relapsed, and seemed 
to attach no importance to tlje flight of^Sahcetti ; but, after 
listening to our narrative of the manner in which we had saved 
him, he smiled with most*expressive bitterness, and said to my 
mother : “ You could do flo less than offer him every thing : it 
was not fit that he should accept, still less ask for any thing.” 
When he was informed of the conduct of Bonaparte, it made 
such an impression upon him, that he rose from his chair, and 
paced the room several times without uttering a word, but with 
visible emotion. At length he returned to his seat, and taking 
my mother by the hand, a My dear friend,” said he, “ this con- 
duct is admirable/ 1 This admission was a great deal for my 
father ; for I never knew a person more sparing of commendation. 
“ I said the some thing to Salicetti,” said my mother, “ and 
what answer do you think he gave me? 1 Would you then 
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have had him deliver me up?’ .said^he# to^ene contemptu- 
ously.” My father shrugged bis *b#k^>.^Tli*?e almost 
always seen,” he said, that persons who regard nobleand 
generous conduct in others as the simplest thing in 4he wmil 
were themselves the most incapable of it. Such trials it is 
difficult to explain, and still more to judge of. The manwhb; 
has no wrong to revenge cannot put himself in the place of 
another, who has been utterly ruined by one whose fate is io>hJ* 
hands. It is very easy to say, when quietly seated in one’s 
arm-chair. You think that generous, do you ? uponmy word I 
cannot tell why. Now I maintain that, had he acted otherwise, 
he must have been a wretch. People talk thug^ aloof from 
passions and resentments, without considering that it is a great, 
a very great virtue to forgive an injury.” 

My parents, having finished all their business, left Bordeaux 
at the beginning of September 1795, and directed their course 
towards Paris, with the intention of settling there again. We 
arrived on the 4th of the same month and alighted at the hotel 
l’Autruche, Rue de la Loi. My brother hastened to join us as 
soon as he knew of our arrival. He was deeply grieved on per- 
ceiving the state of my poor father, who was so fatigued with 
the journey as to be almost dying when we reached Pari&s M. 
Duchannois was then our physician. He’was sent for;, he re- 
quired a consultation. Two days afterwards my poor father was 
very ill. A dangerous fever was superadded to his previous: 
sufferings. This was too much. 

Bonaparte, apprized by my brother, came immediately to see 
us. He appeared to be affected by the state of my father, who, 
though in great pain, insisted on seeing him. He came every 
day : and m the morning he sent or called himself, to inquire# 
how he had passed the night. I cannot recollect bis gpnduct at 
that period Without sincere gratitude. He informed us that 
Paris was in such a state as must necessarily lead to a convulsion. 
The Convention, by incessantly repeating to the people that it 
was their master, had*taught. them the answer which they now 
made it in their turn. The sections were, if not in open, at 
least almost avowed insurrection. The section Lepelletier, wherein 
we resided was the most turbulent, ahd in fact the most to be 
dreaded; its orators did not scruple* to deliver the most in- 
cendiary speeches. They asserted that the power of the as- 
sembled people was above the laws. “ Matters are getting from 
bad to worse,” said Bonaparte ; “ the count eaam rolution will 
shortly break forth, and it will at the same tsoie become the 
source of disasters.” < ■* 

As I have said, he came every day ; he dined with us and; 
passed the evening in the drawing-room, talking in a low tone 
beside theeasy chair of my mother, who, wom but with fatjjgue, : 
dozed for a few moments to recruit her strengdi, for she neveir 
quitted my father's pillow. I recollect, that, one evening, my 
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father being very illy my matlier was weepidgr and? aii^teiriK,r 
buktion. it was tea o’clock. At that time it was impossibleto 
hariaceany of the servants . of the hotel togo* out after nine. 
Bsillaparte said nothing. He run down Btairs and pos^ amy 
foBuehannois, whom he brought back with him; in; spite ofhis 
objections. The weather was dreadful; the rain poured in 
torrents. Bonaparte had not been able to meet wiihahackney- 
coach to go to M. Duehannois ; he was wetthrougb. Ye^ 
indeed, at that period Bonaparte had m heart susceptible of 
attee&ientl ■ 

Meanwhile we became more and more alarmed- every day by 
the i dangers which manifested themselves around us; Paris 
rang with the tumult of the factions, which drew the sword; and 
each hoisted its standard. Against the Convention; then the 
only r^al authority, were arrayed the sections, which for some 
days past had declared war against it. Our section in particular 
was in foil insurrection. Pans resembled a garrison town. The 
sections, had a hostile and even military attitude. At night we 
heard the sentries calling to and answering one another, as in a 
besieged town : the strictest search was made for arms and 
ammunition ; and the section was furnished with lists of all the 
men capable of bearing arms. This measure even occasioned a 
distressing scene of which our house was the theatre. 

On the 2nd of October, at two in the afternoon, my 
father was doting a little. He had been much exhausted from 
the effects of an emetic, and we had taken the greatest precau- 
tions to prevent his being disturbed by any noise. The doors 
were all at once thrown open, and three men, talking loudly; 
stamping with their feet to make some one hear, and having the 
manners of porters, entered the apartment, followed rather than 
conducted, by the master of the hotel, who was a worthy, excel- 
lent man. “ What a deal of ceremony !” exclaimed one of these 
wretches with horrid oaths ; “ and why cannot we go into this 
room ?” — Because there is a sick person in it,” said my 
mother, coming forward to meet him, and shutting the double 
door of my father’s bed-room, for it was necessary to spare him 
any emotion of this kind. u And who is this sick person ?” 
inquired the same man, with an inflexion of voice, which showed 
that he did not believe a word that was said. “ My husband*** 
“ Yourhusband. And why,” said he, turning over the leavei df 
a stitched book, which he carried with him; “basnet your 
husband given in his name to the section ? He is in fact inserted 
in the list o|(jirrivals at the hotel, but we have not seen him* 
What is the^lkeaning of this conduct, at a moment when the 
xiadfonc^teedwridl-^s defenders And pray who ate you,” 
adbed my mo ther ; ^ whofcorae thus to annoy my family ?>■■■ Bo: 
ym belong tot tim ©env^tion ? I have probably sufficient 

authority .rto talk to you as £ do : but answer my qnesrion, amt 
tett me-' why yourhusband buaiS' not been to the section ? ” 
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hotel made her a sign which restrained her, -My husband 
waase^ itf on Ws arrival,” ■= replied' 1 ' she, ‘ u thafc he 'took ii& his bed-? • 
i mmediatel y,. ■:■•■ am; the master i rf the? house can certify.” Thw 
keeper of the hotel confirmed my mother^ assertion, addings 
some ririlwords* The man of the section then lookedatiba 
i.see^ said be* u that he arrived on the 28tliO§ 
Fructidor (September IS) that is nineteen days ago. What sort 
of ilhaess is it ? I should have had; time ta die and come to life 
again three times over ; but that is nothing to the point ; where? 
is this citizen Pennon ? I must see him.”*—*** I have already told 
yon that he is ill; arisen.’ It is no time to be ill, when tfa m 
country itself is in danger. Come, open the door.”*— You are* 
either a madman or a monster,” exclaimed my mother placing 
herself before the doored my fathers room. u Wretch, stir not 
a step further, or the consequences be upon your own head.” 

At this share address, the secfcionary man receded a few 
steps : my mother’s look must have frightened him at least as 
much as he had done her. While he hesitated, my mother told 
me ia Check to go immediately through the other room to my 
father, and endeavour to counteract the effect which this noise 
must have made upon him. I found my father much disturbed* 
at the tumult which he had heard ; the very cries of the sentries, 
after, dark, had already alarmed him. The nurse, who had not 
dared to leave him, told me that for above a quarter of an hour? 
he had been wanting to know what this noise was about. I told 
him that it was a man belonging to the section, who had come 
to set him down in the lists of the national guard, but that on 
being informed of his illness, he had desisted* I was induced 
to say so, because I heard no further altercation. My father 
looked steadfastly at me; u Is that quite true?” he asked. 
Knowing that a true account of this scene would be liable to 
cause a fatal crisis, I answered in the affirmative, and my 
mother’s maid, who heard the whole, came in and supported 
me* My father did not believe it. I heard him utter the words, 
u Wretches ! my poor country ! ” At length he asked for my 
mother* I went to fetch her, but in what a state did I find her ! 

For soma years? past my mother had been subject to nervous 
paroxysms, of a. character the more alarming, inasmuch as she 
never lost h m consciousness, but continued in a dreadfedly con^ 
vulsed state for one or two hours. At such time she disliked 
te have any body about her. On reaching the dmwing-roomy 
1 found her all in tears, and in one of the most violent spasms* 
General Bonaparte was with her, endeavouring W sorthe hett 
he would not call any one, for fear ©f alarming ^my father. I 
hastened to bring a draught, which my mother always, took ha 
these fits, and which immediately calmed her. I rubbed her 
hands, I took her to the; fire, and she was soon able to go to 
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my father, who began to be extremely uneasy because she did 
not come. 

General Bonaparte told me that on his arrival he found her 
on the point of attacking the assistant of the section, to prevent 
his entering my fathers chamber: fortunately, there was a 
double door. “ I should be glad to spare your mother such 
Scenes, ” said he, “ I have not much influence : nevertheless, 
when I leave you, I will go myself to the section ; I will see tile 
president, if possible, and settle the business at once. Paris is 
in a violent convulsion, especially since this morning. It is 
necessary to be very cautious in every thing one does, and in all 
one says* Your brother must not go out any more. Attend to 
All this. Mademoiselle Laurette, for your pom mamma is in a 
sad state." 

This was a dreadful night for my father. The disease made 
rapid progress, increased as it was by all that he heard, and that 
we could not keep from his knowledge. The next morning the 
drums were beat in the section Lepelletier: it was impossible 
for us to deceive him in regard to that sound, with which he was 
but too well acquainted ; and when M. Duchannois called to 
see him, he no longer concealed from us the danger of his situ- 
ation. 

My poor father perceived it before M. Duchannois had 
uttered a word : no doubt he felt it too. Be this as it may, he 
desired to see M. Bruneticre, and M. Renaudot, his notary. 
They were sent for. The streets were already very unsafe, and 
those gentlemen were not to be found. M. crunetic're was not 
in Pans, and M. Renaudot was from home. The tumult be- 
came very great at dusk : the theatres were nevertheless open. 
Indeed, we are a nation of lunatics ! 

v On the morning of the 12th, Bonaparte, who had called 
according to custom, appeared to be lost in thought : he went 
out, came back, went out again, and again returned, when wc 
were at our dessert. I recollect that he ate a bunch of grapes, 
and took a large cup of coffee. “ I breakfasted very late," said 

he, u at .* They talked politics there till I was quite 

tired of the subject. I will try to learn the news, and if I hear 
any thing interesting I will come and tell you.” We did not 
see him again. The night was stormy, especially in our section. 
The whole Rue de la Loi was studded with bayonets. General 
d’Agneau, who commanded the sections, had called to see some 
one in the next house #0 ours, and one of the officers who were 
tvith him hpil expressed the most hostile disposition. Barri- 
cades wave Already set up in our street, but some officers of the 
National Guard ordered them to be removed. The National 
Guard was the principal force of 'tire sections. Its grenadiers 


* I believe it was at Boumenne’*, but I am not sure. 
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and ite chasseurs, shopkeepers, and a fear private individuals 
belonging to the party, these were the elements opposed to the 
troops of the line commanded by experienced generals, such os 
Brune, Benruyer, Montchoisy, Verdier, and lastly Bonaparte. 

On the morning of the 13th my father was very ill. It was 
impossible to expect M. Duchannois : our gratitude was the 
more ardent when we saw him arrive. He stayed nearly an 
hour with us: in anticipation of what might happen, be left 
directions as to what was to be done in case he should be out of 
the way when wanted ; but he did not conceal from my brother 
and myself the effect which the events in preparation were 
likely to have on our unfortunate father. “ A few days ago,” 
said he, “ I began to have fresh hopes ; but the affair ot the day 
before yesterday, of which he was informed by his nurse (the 
silly creature had related it to him after my departure, for the 
purpose of diverting his mind), has brought on the fever again 
with redoubled violence. I dare not indulge the hope that he 
will be insensible to the commotion about to take place.” 

For some hours we flattered ourselves that matters would be 
adjusted between the Convention and the rebels ; but, about 
half-past four, the firing of cannon began. Scarcely was the 
first discharge heard before it was answere'd from all quarters. 
The effect on my poor father was terrible and immediate. He 
gave a piercing shriek, called for assistance, and was seized 
with the most violent delirium. To no purpose did we admi- 
nister the draughts prescribed for him by M. Duchannois! (All 
the scenes of the Revolution passed in review before him, and 
every discharge that he lieaid was a blow as if it struck him 
personally. What a day! what an evening! what a night! 
.Every pane of glass was broken in pieces. Towards evening 
the section fell back upon our quarter : the fighting was con- 
tinued almost under our windows; but when it had reached 
Saint-Rocb, and particularly the Theatre de la Repubhque, 
we imagined that the house was tumbling about our ears. 

My father was in the agonies of death : he cried aloud, he 
wept. Never, no, never, snah I suffer what I did during that 
terrible night ! When we heard barricades forming in the Rue 
de la Loi, we gave ourselves up for lost. Patroles passed to 
and fro in all directions : they belonged to all parties ; for in 
truth on that disastrous day there were more than two. We 
were forced to tell my father all. Wediad at first thought of 
passing it off as a festival, as salutes of rejoicings As he was 
exceedingly debilitated by his long and painnjjd iUhess, we 
should ‘perhaps have made him believe this, hut for the indis- 
cretion of bis nurse : in short, he knew all. I loved my father 
with extreme affection ; I adored my mother. I saw one ex- 
piring from the effect of the thunders of the cannon, while the 
other, extended on ihe foot of his death-bed, seemed ready to 
follow him. 
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Next day tranquillity was restored, we were i laid, an Pacta* 
It was then that we could perceive the havoc which* few hoots 
had made in the condition of my father. Was tranquillity pos- 
sible there? Nothing could redeem the life destroyed. 8f. 
Duchannois came in the morning. My father wished to speak 
to him alone. He then desired my mother to he sent in. Sud- 
denly I heard a violent scream. I ran to my father’s chamber: 
my mother was in one of her most dreadful nervous paroxysms. 
She motioned to me to call Josephine, her maid, to take her 
away. Her face, always so beautiful, was quite distorted. Xdl 
that day she had flattered herself: her hopes had just been 
utterly destroyed. 

I can scarcely give any account of the 14th. My father's 
State, which houily grew worse, left me no other faculty than 
that of suffering and trying to impart a little fortitude to my 

K mOfthlsr. Towards evening Bonaparte came for a moment; 

und me dissolved in tears. When he learned the cause, his 
cheerful and open countenance suddenly changed. “ I should 
like to see Madame Permon,” said he. I was going to fetch 
my mother, who entered at that moment ; she knew no morns 
than I, how important a part Bonaparte had played on that 

S eat day. “ On !” said my mother weeping, u they have killed 
m. You, Napoleon, can feel for my distress. Do you re- 
collect that, on the first of Piairial, when you came to sup with 
me, you told me that you had just prevented Barras from bom- 
barding Paris l Do you recollect it ? For my part,” continued 
she, “ 1 have not forgotten it.” 

I never knew what effect this address had on Bonaparte ; 
many -persons have alleged that he always regretted that day. 
Be this as it may, he was exceedingly kind to my mother m 
these moments of affliction, though himself in circumstances that 
could not but outweigh all other interests : he was like a son, 
like a brother. 

My poor father! languished for two more days. We lost him 
on the 17th of Vqndeimaire.* To me he was more than a father : 
he was a friend, such as frien^khip very rarely furnishes, in- 
dulgent without weakness. My brother was overwhelmed with 

S ief. He too had lost a friend still young in my father. He 
id been educated by him, and in fact owed him a large debt 
iff ^rqtitude for having been'so brought up. As for my mother 
she was long inconsolable, in the read signification of the word : 
she had that affection tor^ey father which causes one to mourn 
sincerely the loss of the person who has been the object of it. 


•Eighth of October, 1795. 



caAs,m m m mmwm w MmmwrE, #s 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

My motor's house in the ChaussSe d’Antm — Great change in the situation sof 
Bonaparte — Ammunition — Bread — Dreadful dearth — €haritia|^atfftred % 
Bonaparte — The dead child, and the mason’s widow— rCompaipiDi between 
former fashions and those of the republic. ^ ; 

My brother, as soon as he was certain of our definitive return 
to Paris, had set about seeking a house, where we could all live 
together, and where we might be able to accommodate my sister 
when she should cope to Paris. All these plans were destined 
to be cruelly frustrated. As soon as our new habitation was 
ready, my mother hastened to leave the Hotel de TAutruche, to 
escape the painful recollections which are inseparable from a 
residence in a place where a distressing event has recently oc- 
curredl The house to which we removed was situated in the 
Chaussee d’Antin ; it was the small hotel, or rather the small 
house (every body knows that all the houses in this part of the 
Chaussee d\Antin were nothing more, anterior to the Revo^tid^ 
of M. de Varaachan, formerly a farmer-general ; it was commo- 
dious, and its small appearance was a recommendation at a time 
when all wet e striving to make as little show as possible, and 
*to conceal their wealth. * 4 , 

We now learned with astonishment the gd^j&rtune^ which had 
befallen Bonaparte. My mother, absorbed by hey;grilf| had not a 
thought to bestow bn any singularity # which thl condiiciof jbhje 
young General might present when compared with his own words ; 
she even saw him again without having the will to reefed him of 
it* For the resfy a great change had taken place in. 
aad theichshg^ m regard to attention to his person, was not tip 
One of the things' W which my mother had 
a pai^iukW iiifiKke wis the smdtl of wet dirty hoots put to the 
fire to dry ; tohkthis smell was so disgusting, that she fee- 
^ueiilly Mt*fiie room> and did not return till the boots had been 
moroughly dried and removed from the fire ; but this was fol- 
lowed by another, namely, the creaking noise produced % the 
sole, to which I have also a great antipathy. Mow, in those 
disastrous times when it was a matter of luxury to ride in a 
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h&ckney^coach, it may easily be conceived th^ihose Mip Itad 
but sufficient to pay tne price of a take great 

delight in splashing others, but retained sufficient philosophy to 
soil their shoes or boots by walking. My mother admitted the 
justice of the remark, but she nevertheless held dier perfumed 
handkerchief to her nosq* whenever Bonaparte placed hig little 
feet upon the fender. He at length perceived this, and being 
at that time exceedingly afraid of displeasing my mother he 
would prevail upon our maid to brush his boots before he came 
in/ These details, which are nothing in themselves, and present 
no remarkable feature, become interesting when we recollect the 
man to whom they relate. 

After the 13th of ¥endcniiaire (4th October), soiled boots were 
out of thequestion. Bonaparte never went out but in a hand- 
some 1 carriage, and he lived in a very respectable house, Rue des 
Capucines.* In short he had become an important, a necessary 
personage, and all without antecedent, without noise, as if by 
magic ; be came every day to see us, with the same kindness 
and the same familiarity : sometimes, but very rarely, he brought 
along with him one of his aides-de camp, either Junot or 
Muiron ; at bther times his uncle Fesch, a man of the mildest 
manners and most even temper. One of the persons who came 
very often with Bonaparte was named Chauvet. I do not re- 
collect precisely what lie was, but this I know that Bonaparte 
#as very fond of him, and that he was a man of gentle disposi- 
tion and very ordinary conversation. . 

• At this period, famine prevailed in Paris, in a greater degree 
than any where else: there was a real want of bread, and other 
kinds of provisions began no longer t6 find their way to the city. 
This was the effect of a plan of insurrection. The distress was 
dreadful. The discredit of the assignats increased with the 
general misery. Labouring people ceased to work, and died in 
' their garrets, or went and joined the bands of robbers and va- 
gabonds, which began to collect in the provinces. In Paris 
itself we were nbt free from them. 

Bonaparte was at that time of great assistance to us. We 
had white bread for out own cons||nptkm ; but our servants had 
only that of the section, gnd this Iris unwholesome food; it was 
not eatable. Bonaparte sent us daily some ammunition loaves, 
which we very often ate with great pleasure. I know not what 
Madame de Bourriennemeans, when she talks of a circumstance 
-connected witli a loaf oTthis sort, which happened at her house ; 

<#na£Srm, because Bonaparte thought fit to associate 
himself in tlje good which he did, that, at the period in 
saved more fhan afaundred families from perishing. 

miitaifa*. • ilie'hmisS which was long the head- 
quarters of the !. difttSisby the side of the house which he mentions in the Rue 
des Capucioes. Marshal IV^ortier lodged there while he commanded the 
division. 



Of BONAPARTE. . 07 


He caused woodl and bread to be distributed among them at 
their own homes : this his situation enabled him to do. I have 
been charged by to giye these bounties to more than ten 

uaf 


in the Rue Saint Nicolas, very near our house* That street 
was then inhibited only by the roost indigent people : whoever 
has not ascended to their garrets can fa ve no conception of reft! 
wretchedness. 


One day, when Bonaparte came to dine with my mother he 
was stopped, on alighting from his carriage, by a woman Who 
held a dead infant in her Srms. It was the youngest of her $i|c 
children. Her husband, a slater by trade, had been accidentally 
killed, three months before, while at wqrk on the roof of the 
Tuileries. Nearly two months’ wages "wire* due to him. His 
widow could not obtain payment. She suckled, but grisf, and 
afterwards want, had dried up her milk. Her poor little infant 
had just expired; it was not yet cold. Sne saw a man, 
whose dress was covered with gold, alight at our door almost 
every day, and came to ask him for bread, i( that her other 
children might not share the fate of the youngest,” she said ; 
u and if nobody will give me any thing*- J must even take them 
all five and drown myself with them.” * 

This wag not au unmeaning expression, for suicides were then 
daily occurrences; indeed, nothing was talked of but tragic 
deaths. Be this as it may, Bonaparte that day came into my 
mothers with a look of sadness, which lie retained all dinner- 
time. He had, for the moment, given a few assignats to the 
unhappy woman. After we had left the table, he begged my 
mother to cause some:i&guiry to be made concerning heir, 1 
undertook the office. All she said was true ; and moreover this 


poor mother was an honest and virtuous woman. Bonaparte, 
in the first place, obtained payment of the arrears due to her 
husband, and a little pension was afterwards granted to her# 
Her name was Marianne Huv6. She lived for a long time near 
our house. She had four girls, whom she brought up like it 
good mother* Two of them frequently came to do needlework; 


they always ex 


the moat profound 


the General, m they called Jim* * If I* have been so particular la 


which Bonaparte and his brother LouisWrere present. 

I shall not draw the portrait of Bonaparte^^fc^s place ; I 
shall describe hit# by ana by, as I have seen KtpP^t that 
lie pit* not a mysterious being iq anyone; thereior^ | 
speak of him apart from &|i«|q€^nce, and from aft premdice. 
Fqr the rest, there weep, in two quite distinct per* 

sons in him; and l reader -^sompFehend and 


sons in him; and l and \ 

ndo^ my way of thinking cHnlbii pomt }) But to proceed; 

. Madame Jukot — YOLi U . -A* • 


~VQL; I* 
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It was some time before we/ were quite settled* My motber 
was quiet enough when she was in furnished lodgings amfa 
mere bird of passage, as it were, in a town ; but when a per* 
manent establishment was in question, she became of ail wom«a 
ffie most difficult to please. She had formed &plan for furnish* 
mg her house, half Asiatic, half French, which was the most 
delightful of inventions. She had already written to Leghorn for 
the carpets. Notwithstanding my yduth, my brother talked to 
me on a subject which could no longer be put off. This was our 
situation : it was frightful. The seals were removed ; my 
father’s papers were examined ; nothing was found. My father 
had left absolutely nothing. “ Left nothing i” said I to ray 
brother: u and the money carried to England ?” “ There is 

no; memorandum of it, no traces whatever. My father, since he 
came tp Bordeaux, always paid for every thing ; he had money 
for current expenses. On removing to Paris, he Aid not say a 
word to Brunetiere. My mother, as you well know, never 
talked to him about money matters. As for me, if he said nothing 
about them in England, he was not more communicative here.” 
My mother was my first thought. “ Good God ! Albert,” said 
I*. “she will not survive it : this state of destitution will put an 
end to her life !” 

My brother and I then agreed to conceal from my mother, at 
least for some time, the dreadful state of our affairs. We had 
still something in the Great Book, and some ready money. My 
brother had also some of his own, given to him by my father, 
that he might make the most of it. At that period, every body 
tried* this method of making money. “ Bonaparte is attached 
tb us,” said my brother; “ he will get me an appointment. All 
that I earn shall be for my mother aftd you ; but, for the pre~ 
seni^ let us conceal from her what, has happened ; she has no 
need of new afflictions.” 

I have already said, that I had had no childhood : a new life 
of surprising occupations, very different from those which ought 
to have eiri|rene4jny youth, now opened before me* It is ira- 
possible to form an accurate notion of what f • iji&Btt through, 
fipn death of lily 'father to the day of my nMtiage. All 
children are fond of theife y; mother. Who is there but feels 

affection for her who gave him life ? If any such exist, they are 
unnatural monsters ! But there is a more tender, a more exalted 
sentiment, and it. was this that my brother and I felt for my 
mother. We adored her? in the literal signification of the word : 
we paid her all sorts of delicate attentions, which we took delight 
in devising.* We wished to spare her eimy trouble, every un* 
rejoiced at her joy, we sorrowed at her sorrow, 
in Corsica, ignorant even of the existence of. tkr 
aiticl&oflttxuffy which then belonged to the female toilet, ray 
mother was in a sort of intoxication at the time of her coming to 
'franco. :v -M was dpringly fond of her, experienced^ 
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tli at hig^'^^ght which-' is* felt itr bestowing on the woman one 
loves, all that can flatter her taste and inclinations^- He enjoyed, 
her surprises as much as she did herself, and studied to multiply 
them* She lived, therefore, in a continual enchantment, es^ 
pemlly as my father spared her the trouble of superintending 
the household : it was he who managed every thing: as for her, 
he only wished she might amuse herself. On her arrival in 
France, her ignorance of the language and customs of ihe coun- 
try rendered her unfit to undertake the duties of mistress of a 
house : indeed, she was disqualified for them by habit. 

When the political troubles broke out, and my father pro- 
posed to place his fortune beyond the reach of danger, he spoke 
to my mother, in confidence; on the subject. My mother 
received the communication in like manner, without compre- 
hending any thing of the matter ; only, at my father’s death she 
made sure that, after the payment of my sister’s dowry, we 
should have a decent fortune left ; but as she had brought no 
dowry herself, she did not expect any share in the division o# 
the property. u My children,” said she to us, “ I had nothing 
when you*- father married me; to him I owe every thing; or 
course, aP is yours. Only,” added she, with her winning smile, 
holding out her arms to us, “ you will give me a place by*your 
fireside.” 

It was no very easy matter to complete my mother’s establish* 
merit. She would not have thought herself fitly and properly 
lodged had she not possessed a number of accessories, unknown 
at the present day, notwithstanding the catalogue of gewgaws 
which people agree to call curiosities. Removed to France, at 
the conclusion of the reign of Louis XV., my mother had re- 
ceived a new existence amidst numberless luxuries, which had 
become for her wants of a second nature. Newer had the French 
been more incentive than at that period : never had all sorts of 
gratifications of sense been so multiplied, in order to surround 
woman with their refined elegance. We fancy that we have 
made improvements in this way, and we ar%egregjous!y mis* 
taken : a lady who had an income of forty thousand livres, fifty 
years ago, lived better than one at the present day who expends 
two hundred thousand. All that sheAhen had about her cannot 
be enumerated: there was a profusion t>f charming trifles, the very 
uses of which are lost, and for which we have no substitutes: 
The establishment of a lady of fashion neyer comprised fewer 
than two femmes- de-chambre, and almost always a valet-de- 
chambre for in-door service. A bath was indispensable, for ami 
elegant woman did not pass two days without "bathing ; and- 
then there were perfumes in abundance : the finest cambrics* , 
the most costly laces for every season were on the toilet, or in 
the amber-scented baskets, in which the articles requisite for 
the toilet of a wealthy female were in the first instance deposited^ 
This folly extended to every thing. The furtmhii$$ also mi 
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f stituted a material item in the expenses of a wonafrn. The 
apartments were expected to be very cool, very fragrant with 
flowers in summer, and very close ana warm in winter. As soon 
as the cold weather set in, Aubusson carpets, several inches 
■ thick, were laid down. A lady, on retiring at night to her bed- 
chamber, found it warmed by a large fire ; long draperies fell 
? before the double windows ; and the bed, surrounded by thick 
land ample curtains, was an asylum where she might prolong 
jher night, without danger of having her slumbers broken by the 
return of day. 

The same was the case in regard to articles of common use. 
The plate, porcelain, linen, were all convenient, and made for the 
use of people who were connoisseurs in them. The forms were 
less pleasing to the eye, certainly, but what a difference ! For 
the rest, the experience of every day serves to confirm my 
opinion : every thing belonging to the last century is again 
Coming into favour, and will, I hope, soon supersede all those 
Grecian and Roman fashions, which might be very suitable for 
people living under the beautiful sky of Messina and Rome, but 
do not harmonize with our gray Atmosphere, and our cold north- 
east wind, which is pleased to blow for nine months in the year. 

•|t has been alleged that every thing has been simplified, that 
every article has been placed more within the reach of persons 
of all classes. That is true in one sense ; that is to say, our 
grocer shall have muslin curtains and gilt rods to his windows, 
and his wife shall have a silk cloak like ours, because that silk 
is become so slight and so cheap that every body can afford it ; 
but it does not keep any one warm. All other kinds of stuff are 
in the same predicament. Don’t tell me, “ So much the better ! 
—a proof of equality.” By no means. Equality is no more 
here than it is indEngland, than it is in America, than it is any 
Where, since it cannot exist. In consequence, you Will have bad 
taffeta, bad satin, bad velvet, and that is all. 

• : 44 But, see how comfortable !” say the people, who admire the 
last chair made by their cabinet-maker, as they do the last of 
the fourteen or fifteen constitutions which have been given to us 
during the last thirty years ; and they fancy have said every 
thing in that word, the meaning of which sometimes they do not 
v understand. Indeed, among all the articles to which that word 
' is applied, a very small number justify the application* All that 
nbWadays deserves it is copied from the fashions of the times of 
Louis XV., for that period was the true reign of refined sensu- 
ality. Under Louis XVI. the Queen rode about on asses, and 
wore short muslin robes. Experience convinced her that a Queen 
ought not to ride upon an ass; consequently this was not a 
fashion to be followed. The French people, in becoming 
fraternized, erased to have clean hands ; T know not why. 
They ho Iqhget liked goon things. Soft, capacious, easy chaira, 
thick carpets, wide and long draperies, down pillows, ail the 
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refinements of the culinary art, which no other natioi in Europe 
but ourselves know any thing about, were good for nothing but 
to send us to prison; and, because we lived in a fine hotel, 
situated at the bottom of a courtyard, in order to escape the 
odious noise and stench of the street, we had our throats cut. 
This method of treating good manners somewhat disgusted 
people with them. For some time, therefore, they were aban- 
doned : but nSw people do justice to bad taste, and those 
Grecian chairs which break your arms, and those sofas which 
smell of the stable, because they are stuffed with hay, are con- 
signed to the lumber-room. 

It might be objected, u Yon have not lived in the time # of 
Louis XV.; why, then, do you think his reign so admirable ?^ 
— True : I have not even seen so much of Louis XVIth’s 
as to be worth mentioning ; but, permit me to observe, that my 
family, and my mother in particular, had preserved all the tra- 
ditions with religious accuracy. Faithful servants had saved 
from the wreck a great number of delightful things^ amidst 
which I was brought up. When my mother was settled in her 
new habitation, she took delight in arranging every object, and 
in furnishing her bed-room and drawing-room according to her 
own fancy. In vain did her upholsterer fecommend kerseymere 
and muslin ; she told him that she did not wish to look like the 
wife of a contractor to the republic, who njade up into furniture 
the had cloth which he had not been able to dispose of. 

I recollect that long after this time much was said in Paris of 
a house which Bertaud, I believe, had just fitted up. It was, we 
were told, the wonder of wonders. People went to see it with- 
out being known to the ov^ner of the house. My mother, who 
was annoyed by this uproar, one day told Admiral Magon, one 
of our most intimate friends, that she was determined to go and 
see the house in question. The owner was his banker ; the 
thing therefore was easy. We chose a day when the beautiful 
mistress was absent, and the admiral escorted us. I was lost in 
astonishment; and I must confess that I admired both the taste 
and arrangement of all I saw ; but my mother had no mercy. 
She looked round the apartment at these things which constitute 
the charm of our dwellings, and which are strewed in profuse 
disorder oyer the furniture of the room. The value of these 
objects ought to make you forgive their presence. Thus a 
Chinese basket of ivory will contain female work. Scissors and 
thimbles will lie beside it. These must be of gold, surrounded 
with enamel, or fine pearls. “ Rich smelling-bottles, beautiful] 
n&cmaires, ought all to be here/* said my mother. “ Of course 
this room is never inhabited.” 

.When we had reached home, I was astonished, on finding 
myself in our own convenient habitation, I did not regret the 
fairy palace which I had just seen. As for my mother, it was 
never possible to make her confess that this house was an ad- 
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|®irabfe thing. “ It is a pretty nick-nack, and that is aiiv^ the 
} Wtfuld reply. But when she was told what it had cost, she was 
to jump out of her easy chair. > : 

' “I would fit up twenty houses like that-,* cried she, “and you 
should see what a difference there would be. "what matters it to 
luxury, ornanlent, and convenience, to all those things indis- 
pensable in the furnishing and fitting-up of a habitation, that the 
furniture of a saloon, in which you never live, should be of retfO- 
wood or mahogany ? Would it not be batter if the money which 
those arm-chairs have cost, had been employed in giving them a 
richer cover iand a new shape, since they must have one, and in 
repdering them more commodiOti,mnd not likely to break one's 
arms'?” • ■ ' ■ !i '' ■ ' *' ■ 


CHAPTER XIX. 

My mother's mourning — Decline of her health — A box at the Feydeau pre- 
scribed by the physician — Bonaparte accompanies my mother to the play — 
Singular overtures of Bonaparte to my mother — He proposes three marriages 
between the two families — My mother refuses to marry Bonaparte — Ste- 
ghanopoli, a relative of my mother’s — Sharp altercation between my mother 
Bonaparte — Definitive rupture — Marriage of Bonaparte— lie is appointed 
to the command of the army of Italy. 

MYrnather^s mourning was deep: etiquette required absolute 
Sdlitude, which preyed daily more a$d more upon her naturally 
delicate health. M. Duchannois told her one day that, in the 
^circumstances in which she was placed, decorum might require 
her not to go into company, but that she ought to take some 
* amusement. In consequence, he recommended her to hire a 
box at one of the theatres, and to go to it in the most profound 
incognito ; she might listen to good music, surrounded by friends 
&nd their attentions, and her soul wrapt in a soft lethargy, 
would cause her to forget her griefs, for a few hours at least. 
My mother accordingly took a box at the Feydeau, where she 
passed an hour or two every evening. Bonaparte never missed 
coming thitner. He was not fond of French music, and, to con- 
fess th#truth, the notes of Madame Scio and Gaveaux-Bouche* 
were not calculated to give him a liking for it. 

About this time Bonaparte had a strange conference with my 
mother, so strange indeed, that even to this day I cannot sup- 
press a smile whenever I think of it. One day, Bonaparte told 
my mother that he had to propose a marriage which should 

He yhtil ii very wide tnobth, arid was so called- 
Gavaudan. ■ ■ / . 
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umte Ae ” added bp/* between jPaiil<$j| 

and ®®rEaoa# - Pernton has some fortune. (It was not then 
known that we imd found nothing at my father’s death.) %J$y 
m*er has nothing, but I am in a condition to obtain muda jfor 
those belonginfm) me, and I can get a good place for herAoi^ 
band. This alliance would make me happy. You know who* 
a pretty girl my sister is. My mother is your friend. Come, 
say yes, and the business shall be settled/' My mother said 
neither yes nor no; she replied that my brother was his own 
master, that she should not influence him either p^tway or the 
other, and that all depended otfdiis own will. 

Bonaparte confessed that Pjjppon was so remarkable a young 
man, that though only twenty-&ve, he had maturity and abilitW 
which would qualify him for public employments. Thus ; 'thr 
what General Bonaparte said was natural and suitable. Hi 
related to a match between a young female of sixteen, and a 
young man of twenty-five. This- young man was supposed to i 
possess an income of ten thousand livres; he had an agreeable f 
person; painted like Vernet, whose pupil he was; played oa> 
the harp much better than Krumpholtz, his master ; spoke j 
English, Italian, and modem Greek, as well as French; wrote 
verses like an angel } transacted business with a facility and j 
intelligence which distinguished him among all those who were j 
connected with him in tne army of the South. Such was the? 
man whom Bonaparte demanded for his sister, a beautiful 
creature it is true, and a good girl, but nothing more. To all 
that I have just said of my brother, might be added, 
was the best of sons, exemplary in his duties 
.society, as well as in those of a friend, a brother, and a kinsman* 
I shall perhaps be charged with letting my heart run aw^y Witli 
my pen, and.listening too much to its suggestions. No, | am 
not swayed by prejudice ; what I say of M. Permon is nothing 
but the strictest and most scrupulous truth. There are still left/ 
many of his friends, of his relatives, to whom he was a great* 
benefactor: let them answer the appeal of such as have npi 
known him, and who wish to learn whether my eulogy of him isr 
true ; and let them do it without being restrained by that silly 
and ridiculous vanity, which frequently prevents people from 
acknowledging, i( There is the man to whom' 1 owe ;eve^y 
thing!" * ■ 

Such then was my brother, when Bonaparte proposed to my 
mother a match between him and Mademoiselle Pauline Bona- 

? irfce, called by her family and al 1 her friends, Pretty P&uktte* 
his proposal he followed up by the plan of a second alliance 
between me and Louis or Jerome. “ Jerome is younger than 
Idmmtte,” said my mother, laughing. “Indeed, my dear Na- 
poleon, you are acting the high-priest to-day ; you are marrying 
iiemry body, evmcchildren*' Bonaparte laughed too, but with an 
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air of embarrassment He admitted, 4hat when be got up that 
morning, a marriage-breeze had blown upophim ; mad, to prove 
it, he added, kissing my mother's hand,*$hat he 

ask her to commence the union of the two families 
by it marriage between him and herself, as soon as a regard to 
decency would permit, ’* * 

My mother has frequently related to me this extraordinary 
scene, so that I am as well acquainted with it as if I had been 
the principal actress in it. She eyed Bonaparte for some seconds 
with ahr astonishment bordering upon stupefaction ; and then 
bnrst into so hearty a laugh, that we heard her in the next 
room, where there were three or four of us, Bonapatte was at 
irst much vexed at this manner of receiving a proposal which 
apjleared to him quite natural. My mother, who petered it, 
hastened to explain herself, and told him that it was she, on the 
contrary, who m this affair played, at least in her own eyes, a 
pelfetly ridiculous part. “ My dear Napoleon,” said she, when 
"she had done laughing, “ let us talk seriously. You fancy you 
are acquainted with my age. The truth is, you know nothing 
about it. I shall not tell it you, because it is one of my little 
Weaknesses. I shall merely say that I am old enough to be not 
only your mother, but Joseph’s too. ■ Spare me this kind of 
joke ; it distresses me, coming from you.” 

Bonaparte assured her, over and over again, that he was 
serious ; that the age of the woman whom he should marry was 
* indifferent to him, if, like herself, she did not appear to be past 
thirty; that he had maturely considered the proposal which he 
had just made to her; and he added these very remarkable 
words, “ I am determined to marry. They want to give me a 
ivoman who is charming, good-tempered, agreeable, and who 
belongs to the Faubourg St. Germain, My Paris, friends are in 
favour of this match. My old friends dksuade me from it. For 
my own part, I wish to marry, &nd what 1 nropose to you suits 
me in many respects. Think about it.” My mother broke off 
the conversation, telling him, laughingly, that for her own part 
she had no occasion to think any further ; but, as to what con- 
cerned my brother, she would speak to him about it, and com- 
municate his answer on the Tuesday flowing — it was then 
Saturday. She gave him her hand, and-$6$tfated, still laughing, 
that though she had some pretension?^ .did not aspire so 
high as to conquer the heart of a man of twenty-six, and that 
she hoped their friendship would not be interrupted by this little 
affair. “At any rate, think of it,” said Bonaparte. “Well,, 
well, I will think of it,” replied my mother, Aughing as heartily 
as before. 

} I was too young to be made acquainted with this conversation 
at the tithe when it occurred. It was not till mymarriage that 
3X0 ^, other related to mh the jparticulars here detailed. My 
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brother tim#' ft note of this singulat ttffair. Had B>ona~f 
parted overtures been accepted, he woidi #«ver have become! 
whatl le ftllitwards w^l* •. . .. : »: " ; 

*• When Junot heard of it, he told ua that the thiifg appeared 
lesftextraoidinary to him than to us* jlbout the 4th#f ^et©b^ 
Bonaparte had got himself appointed to Some committee of 
war: I know not what the appointment was, but Jt was" no 
greatthing. His plans, his schemes, had all one object, one 
direction, which tended towards the east. The name q£ Com*- 
nerie might have a powerful interest for an imagination %at was 
eminently creative ; the name of Calomeros joined t$- that of 
Comnena might be of great service to him, “ The grlat secret 
of all these matches lay in that idea,” thought Junot, and* I 
think s&po. & 

A cousin of my mother, named Dimo Stephanopoli, had 
shortly before arrived from Corsica, and applied to her to assist 
him in obtaining employment and promotion. This carrie^foe 
back to a period, of which I cannot help having a disagreeable 
recollection, since it involuntarily reminds me of an unpleasant 
scene, which set Bonaparte at variance for ever with my mother 
— a circumstance which I cannot forbear deploring, whenever 
the consequences of thii fact, so simple in itself, occur to my 
memory. - * 

It was, as I have said, on a Saturday that Bonaparte had the 
conversation which I have just detailed with my mother. On 
the preceding Wednesday, when my mother had a party to ; 
dinner, she had spoken to General Bonaparte in behalf of her 
cousin Stephanopoli, begging that he would get him admitted 
into the Guard of the Convention. He was five feet nine inches 
high (French measure); his head was rather too small for that tall 
stature, but .he had handsome features. In short, there was 
certainly not a regiment but would have been glad to make such 
an acquisition. This Bonaparte admitted, when my mother 
remarked it, on introducing her cousin to him : he promised a 
speedy and above all a favourable answer. { 

On Friday, my mother asked* the general if he had thought of 
her recommendation, “ You cannot doubt it,” replied Boftft* 
parte. a I have the pjomise of the minister of war : there is but 
one step more to . t^|&which I purpose doing to-morrow, and 
then I will bring yo^tne commission.” The next day was the 
unlucky Saturday. My mother asked where was the com- 
mission ; “ for, said she, “ l look upon it as mine .” He 
answered under the influence of what had just passed be- 
tween them, and though there was no asperity in his word®, still 
he did not appear to be so well-disposed as on the preceding 
v d 

i 11 said my mother, laughingly, “ there are two i 

j&fcsons Sr you at this moment. Continue 1 entreat yotyjp he I 
the man whom I love and esteem, and above all do not let the?- 
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other get theb&fcer of Wtifchis 

moment by the side of thy lumber. He fro wnedand pushed bis 
plate sharply from him* a Why be angry 
mildly. " You mistake the real cause cu my «|$ied 
.Bonaparte. u l am angry with myself. This isQuintidi, and 
nothing done. But refy upon me for to-morrow.” Out df 
delicacy nay mother did not insist upon that day* though she 
had a good mind to do so. . The same evening|||e spoke to my 
brother on the subject ^pibe morning’s cWWsSft»tion. v -'' IMfy 
brother answered No. Reasons foreign to these Memoirs pre- 
sented his accepting the proposal. 

On Monday morning, General Bonaparte called to see my 
nlother: he was on horseback, and surrounded by a numerous 
staff. He appeared in high spirits, and said a number of amiable 
and even flattering things to my mother. That very morning, 
Dimo Stephanopoli had written his cousin along and ridiculous 
letter (I beg his pardon), in which he complained bitterly of the 
delay of his appointment, which he seemed to lay to the charge 
of my mother. At the moment when General Bonaparte was 
kissing her hand, and praising its whiteness, she snatched it from 
his with violence, and asked whether the commission was at last 
made out. The General replied that it was not, but that it was 
pll^iieed hii#for the morrow . ^ 

was an unlucky expression : my mother would not have 
much vexed by it, if he had not twice repeated it since 
the Qimmencement of the affair. “ What does this mean? ” she 
asked, contracting her two little brows into a frowm, and looking 
at Bonaparte with sparkling eyes and flushed cheeks. “ What 
does this mean? Is it a wager, is it a hoax, oris it ill-will? 
In that case it would have been much more simple to refuse me 
at first. I dare say I should have found friends who would have 
served me.” — “ Nothing of the kind you have mentioned, 
Madame Permon/’ replied Bonaparte ; u important business has 
taken up every moment of mytime/’—“ Every moment of your 
time ! Don't tell me such absurdities. And what can be the 
important business which prevents you from keeping your word ? 
is this the custom which you have nowadays adopted in your 
tiew military code ?” Bonaparte turned crimson, which he was 
not in the habit of doing. “ You ani «»ther too severe, 
^Madame Permon .” — <( Not half severe enough. You want a 
good shake, to waken you from the dresiih^rnto which the 
grandeurs of your republic have lulled you.” 

The conversation, which had at first b^ general, was aiis*- 
pended, and the most profound silence prevailed; both of t them 
were ruffled. Chauvet, who, owing to liffc Triendship for both, 
could do more than any other to restore peac£, made an attempt 
and addressed two, or three words to my mother : butsfaewas 
in such a passion that she did not hear what was $*id. iShp 
declared thdt $ she felt Iheiself afironted. Twenty billies daw 
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General Bonaparte given his word (this wa$ quite true) that the 
commission had been granted; and that some trivial formality 
depending on himself was the sole cause of the delay. She had 
explained^ him tow important it was, for family reasons; that 
iOto a ^ S^phwopoli should have his commission. General 
Bonaparte iknew all this, and day after day, promise after pro*- 
arise; the time had run away and nothing was done. “ Could an 
maemy have spfled me worse V 9 continued my mother, becoming 
more aniraa4#/to she spoke. " manner he prevented 
the steps which I might other wtl^have taken. I trusted to 

him, in 3 hort, and — ■” u You are too warm just now, not to 

be unjust, Madame Permon,” said General Bonaparte, taking 
up his hat to go away; “ to-morrow I hope to find you more 
calm, and consequently more reasonable/’ Bonaparte ap* 
preached my mother, and took her hand to kiss it, but she was 
so irritated that she drew it from him with violence- In this 
movement she hit him upon the eye with such force as to give 
him f&in. “You cannot make reparation for what is past/' 
said she, haughtily. “ What is done, is done ; with me words are 
nothing, actions every thing. Mava bene . Ramentatevi che 9 se 
nonsomCprsa 9 sononata in Corsica — u Quest a rimembranza sard 
sempre per me cosa gmdevole , signora Panoria . Mai non temerS 
di lei JDunquc la manp epace” * He advanced, and whirled 
my mother, at the same time stooping to take her hand, 
young folks are laughing at us. We look like two children." 
My mother drew back her hand, and folded her arms with a 
disdainful smile. Bonaparte looked at her for a moment, as if 
to solicit a change which he evidently wished for. When lie 
saw that she showed no disposition to relent, he made a motion 
which was rather an expression of impatience than a bow, and 
hastily withdrew. 

“For God’s sake,” said Chau vet, “ don’t part thus ! Let me 
call him back, Madame Permon, I entreat you. You have 
hurt his feelings. It was wrong to talk to him in that manner 
before his aides-de-camp. See, how slowly he goes down stairs ; 
he expects, I am certain, to be called back.” My mother’s 
disposition was excellent, and she ha<J ail advantage that is very 
rare in a woman ; when she was in the wrong she would adroit 
it. But whetheCijjit this moment, her self-love was too deeply 
wounded, or \^S|!^,she actually thought she was not in the 
wrong on this Occ^ipn, she would not allow Chauvet to call 
back Bonaparte. ;:ff See how obstinate he is, on his side !” said 
my mother. “ Hq is wrong, but nothing would induce him to 
recede a single Why then would you have me take that 

retrograde step V* if A servant presently came to say that the 

* u But fare you well. Recollect that if I be not a Corsican by family, I was 
horn in Corsica/' — “The remembrance of that will always be agreeable to 
me, Madame Panoria. But I shall have no apprehension on that account. Give 
me therefore your hand, and let us be reconciled.” 
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General wished to speak with M. Chauvet. u Go, my dear 
Chauvet,” said my mother, giving him her hand, u go ; do not 
condemn me ; I am not to blame/' 

My brother was absent during this unfortunate scene. Had 
lie been there, I am sure that it would not have happened, or that 
he would have given a different turn to the affair. I When I re- 
lated the particulars to him in the evening, by desire of my 
mother (for she could not yet talk of it without being in a 
passion), he was exceedingly vexed. As for my mother, she was 
very sorry for the circumstance. She was fond of Bonaparte, 
as we are fond of a child that we have brought up. In the 
sequel, the malice of Bonaparte provoked in my mother a feel- 
ing of acrimony, which assumed a tint not of hatred, for that 
she had for nobody, but of decided dislike, especially after the 
4th^ot September, which struck a great number of her friends, 
ami which the public voice attributed to Bonaparte. I know not 
whether it was the same day or the following that vve saw Fesch. 
His disposition was kind, mild, and extremely conciliating; he 
was much grieved at this quarrel between my mother and his 
nephew, and endeavoured to reconcile them: but there were 
obstructions, the more difficult to be removed, inasmuch as 
one of them was known only to my mother and Bonaparte, and 
the other to himself alone. The latter was perhaps the more 
iaipo||to|t ; of the two. It arose, as Chauvet had anticipated, 
he had suffered, on finding himself treated like a 
schoolboy who had just left Brienne, in the presence of officers 
who as yet knew but little about him. Had there been none 
present but Junot, Chauvet, or some others, he would have been 
the first to laugh at a thing which now severely mortified him. 
The other point, which had also a very active part in the whole 
affair, was the state of ill-humour and hostility iq which Bona- 
parte had been ever since the preceding Saturday. However, 
be this as it may, the rupture was complete. We were several 
days without seeing him : he then called one evening when he 
knew that we were at the theatre, and at last he stayed away 
altogether. We learned shortly afterwards from his uncle ami 
Chauvet, "that he was going to marry Madame de Beauharnais, 

f nd that he was appointed commander-in-chief of the army in 
taly. We saw him once ’more, before his departure, on a dis- 
tressing occasion. 
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CHAPTER Xi. 

Recollections of Toulouse — M. de Regnier, commandant — Introduction of M. 
de Geouffre to my mother — Mutual passion — Marriage of M. de Geouffre 
and my sister Cecile — Melancholy presentiments of my sister — Her de$thr~* 
Destruction of our fortune — Count de Perigord, uncle of M. de^lle/Var^H- 
Admirable conduct of a valet-de-chambre, during the reign of terror — Decline 
of my mother's health — Visit of condolence paid by Bonaparte to my mother 
— Death of Count de Perigord— My brother joins the army of Italy — Journey 
to the waters of Cauterets — The Pyrenees. 

I have mentioned the reasons which induced my mother to 
receive company during our residence at Toulouse. One day," 
when she had invited several persons, among whom was M. 
de Regnier, commandant of the place, one of the most assiduous 
of our friends, he sent, about half an hour before dinnet^lyfe, to 
excuse himself. He wrote to my mother, that “ one*®£ hiV 
friends, charged with a mission to him,, had just arrived; that 
he was obliged to do the honours of the staff of the place, and 
could not leave him/' My mothers answer will easily be 
guessed ; she begged him to come and to bring his friend along 
with him. 

€t An adjutant-general, a friend of Regnier,” said my mother, 

“ that must be* some old codger like himself, who will be very 
dull. Farewell to our plan of music, my young friends” (my 
brother had just then leave of absence to come to pay us a 
short visit) ; “but we have one resource, and that is, to make him 
play at reversi ♦ An old officer of infantry is sure to k$ow how 
to play at cards, ay, and how to cheat # too.” 

My mother Was the more surprised when she saw M. de • 
Regnier followed by a young man of genteel appearance, having 
a handsome face, and the manners of very good company, which 
at the period in question was a very uncommon thing. After 
dinner, the plan of music, so far from being abandoned, was, 
on the contrary, carried into execution at the request^ of M. de 
Geouffre, who was already persuaded that none biff celestial 
sounds could issue from the mouth of my sister. 

Since leaving the convent of the Dames de la Croix, my 
sister had become a changing creature. Her features were not 
regular, when examined separately ; indeed, there was nothing 
pleasing in them ; but they formed altogether a whole so sweet, 
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so graceful, so much in harmony with the rest of, her person 
that, on seeing her, it was impossible to help exclaiming* ‘ What 
a delightful girl P Large dark blue eyes, with long thick eye- 
lashes, rosy cheeks, teeth perfectly white, the finest auburn hair 
W ever, saw, a slender elegant figure— these advantages, which 
are by no means exaggerated, greatly outweighed decile’s ex- 
ternal defects, and caused you to overlook too wide n mouth, 
too long a nose, and hands and arms too large for her height. 

But my sister had, moreover, what is invaluable in a woman, 
namely, a charm diffused over her whole person by an air of 
mild melancholy which rendered her adorable. She possessed 
an excellent temper and good understanding. All these things 
combined to^Form a halo, which enveloped that bright sweet 
face of sixteen, on which you were quite surprised never to 
catch f more than a transient smile. Cecile was a female who 
lvould have been distinguished in the world, had it been for- 
tunate enough to retain her. 

The day on which M. de Geouffre was introduced, was one of 
her smiling days as we called them. I see her still, notwith- 
standing the many years that have since fiqd, dressed as she 
was on that day. She wore a frock of rose-coloured crape, 
laced behind, showing to perfection her slender waist, and float- 
ing around her like a roseate cloud. The sleeves were tight, 
and trimmed at the bottom with white blonde, forming ruffles. 
Her shoulders and bosom, which were delicately fair, were seen 
through a jichu of Chambery gauze, likewise trimmed with 
white blonde. A pink ribbon, passing through her hair, formed 
a bow on one side. On seeing her thus attired, it was impos- 
sible to avoid being struck by the graceful harmony between 
her bright youthful face and this costume, equally bright and 
youthful. It made a deep impression upon M. de Geouffre. 
In the evening we had music. My sister, a pupil of Herrmann, 
|was an, excellent performer on the piano, she played two duets 
With my brother : she sang, and the evening passed away as by 
enchantment. M. de Geouffre was not proof against her 
charms. He became so enamoured of my sister, that before he 
left our house he felt that his future happiness depended on one 
of its inmates. M. de Geouffre remained at Toulouse, and for- 
warded his despatches by an officer to the head-quarters of 
General Dugormnier, by whom he was sent. He called upon 
us next day, and again the day afterwards : my mother, who 
immediately perceived the drift of his visits, durst not say apy 
thing, but she was uneasy. At length M. de Geouffre prevailed 
upon M. de Regnier to speA for him, though the latter felt 
extreme repugnance to do so, for he was acquainted with my 
father’s sentiments* and though my mother was infinitely more 
moderate, yet Mv de Regnier did not conceal from his friend the 
certainty that there would be a tacit agreemea|be#toeen them 
not to give their daughter to ap officer of the republican army* 
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my fether’s firstwordwas a refusal, as well 

asdriy mother's* 

“And. what have you to object against him ?” said Regnier : 
i« of a good family. I have proved to you that he^belongg 
to tbe Geouffres of the Limousin ; several of that family servea 
in Champagne and Burgundy, and have emigrated* He pos- 
sessee'a good: fortune and a fine estate near Brives^a-Gaillarde ; 
he holds a remarkable rank for his age; he Is highly respected 
in the army* and Dugommier promises to do great things for 
him. He is, besides, a handsome man, which is no drawback* 
in an affair of marriage. Lastly, he is a man of found un- 
derstanding. Come, Madame Permon, be persuaded.” My 
mother admitted the truth of all this, but still slid No ; nor 
did she change her mind. Soon after M. de Geouffre arrived 
at Toulouse to take the command of the military division. It 
was General Dugommier who, out of friendship* for him, and 
wishing to facilitate his marriage, thus placed him in a situation 
to follow up his suit more effectually. Accordingly, when he 
was at Toulouse, his personal solicitations were joined to those 
of M. de Regni©& He also interested in his behalf a family 
with whom we were very intimate, that of Pey tes de Moncabrie. 
Madame de Moncabrie was the first to project a plan which 
nobody had thought of, how strange soever it may appear, ex- 
cepting perhaps M. de Geouffre — still it was nothing more than 
conjecture. This excellent woman wrote immediately to Madame 
de Saint-Ange, who came without delay. She said nothing to 
my mother, but watched Cecile. She soon perceived that my 
sister was attacked by a nervous disease which might prove 
fatal. 

u Panoria,” said she one morning to my mother, u when do 
you marry Cecile ?” — u What a question ! ” replied my mother: 
“ You know perfectly well that I have refused.” — “ Have you 
noticed the girl 1 have you seen how she is altered do you 
know that you are accountable for what she suffers ? ” — “ Kalii,” 
said my mother, who was strongly excited, “I leave you to 
manage your family as you please ; let me beg you not to inter- 
fere with mine.” — “ Is that the tone you assume ? well then, I 
will tell you, with my habitual bluntness, that you are not a good 
mother *” — u Kalli !” — u Yes, you are riot a good mother. Send 
for your daughter; ask Loulou how her sister passes the night, 
and you will lower your tone a little.” 

I was questioned* I was obliged to confess that my sister 
wept a great deal ; but she had so*strictly forbidden me to men- 
tion it that 1 had been forced t6 be silent* My mother burnt 
into tears, in her turn: my sister was called. The fact is, that 
the poor girl loved as well as she was loved, but she durst not 
ga^ a word about it before my mother; of whom she was exceed- 
ingly afraid| b#ause, though a good mother, she was to her a 
very severe one* My father was toojili to be talked to on the 
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subject ; my brother was far from us*; I was too young for such 
a topic of conversation. Madame de Moneabrte was, in her 
virtuous ^jndness, the angel who guessed the secret that would 
intimately ha je killed the poor girl. — “ You wish for this mar- 
riage ?” saia my mother : u well then, it shall take place.’V-- 
Accordingly, in a month, my sister, having become Madame de 
Geouffre, was settled at the hotel Spinola, the head-quarters of 
the military division which her husband commanded. 

It is difficult to conceive a happiness more profound, more 
complete, than that of my sister during the first months of her 
marriage. She was formed to feel it, and accordingly she fully 
enjoyed it. It was disturbed by one thing only, and that was 
the idea that her husband might be called from her into the field. 
It was to no. purpose to tell her, that the elevated rank which 
he held he owed solely to his presence in the field of battle, and 
to several wounds, which he had got the better of ; she replied 
to it all by tears only, and begged in a timid voice that her hus- 
band would send in his resignation. He demonstrated to lier 
with a smile that the thing was impossible; that his army was 
engaged in active warfare, and that it would be compromising 
his honour. At length, peace between France and Spain was 
signed, and my sister, who was in the way to become a mother, 
made a fresh attempt, which was more successful. Her husband, 
who was passionately fond of her, solicited his dismissal with as 
much ardour as at that time others solicited appointments. All 
his friends dissuaded him from this step, which in fact blasted 
his future prospects. It was from this same army of the Eastern 
Pyrenees that, a few months afterwards, Bonaparte selected the 
multitude of superior officers, who formed the nucleus of the 
army of Italy, and all of whom were comrades of my brother-in- 
law. Such were Augereau, Lanusse, Lannes, Marbot, Bessi&res, 
Buphot, Clause!, etc. etc. His destiny would' not have been 
different from theirs : but he yielded to the entreaties of his wife, 
and they retired to their estate at Objat, near Brives-la-Gail- 
larde. Thus, at the age of only twenty-four, he returned to civil 
life, and shut himself out for ever from a career which he had 
so brilliantly begun. 

When my sister left Toulouse she was five months advanced 
m pregnancy. At her departure, she asked my mother’s blessing 
in the most affecting manner. She felt convinced, she said, 
that she should not survive her accouchement. Her presenti- 
ment was, alas ! but too well founded. My sister was brought 
to bed towards tjhe end of January, 1795, soon after the death of 
my father. My* brother-in-law had communicated to us this 
event, which is always attended with apprehensions for a youpg 
female who is confined for the first time, with a joy propor- 
tionate to his hqniiness. Cecile had given him a fine boy, and 
intended to ' stmtje him herself. “ My wife is #o lilll,” wrote 
M. de Geof^, “ #at|ahe is already talking about carrying her 
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Adolphe to het mother to receive her blessing. She is more 
charming than ever, with a colour like that of a rose. jYou may 
conceive, my dear mamma, the intense joy of all arouhd her, so 
dearly is she loved.” The rest of the letter contained the par- 
ticulars of the event, which had been fortunate ih every respect. 
It took place on the 23d, and the letter reached us on the 27th 
of January. 

On the 1st of February my mother and I were with my 
brother, who had the second floor to himself. He had caught a 
violent cold, and we had dined in his room, that he might not 
expose himself to the cold air. My mother was seated on his 
sofa: she had placed my brother in a large easy-chair, and v^s 
laughing like a child at the thought thaff if my brother was 
married, as she wished him to be within six months (shg had a 
very good match in view for him), I might also be some time 
afterwards. " Now the game is begun,” said she, " I see no 
reason why I may not be grandmother to twenty or thirty 
children.” At length she ceased laughing. " Cecile must be a 
charming young mother,” said she with emotion ; " I should 
like to see her in her new functions.” 

My mother was very changeable in her impressions. When 
talking of herself as a grandmother, the idea had tickled her so 
much, that slue had laughed till she cried. But the moment her 
imagination presented to her affectionate soul the picture of the 
infant who had made her a grandmother, pressed to the bosom 
of her daughter, and imbibing life at that source, her eyes ran 
over, and she fell into a kind of reverie, which my brother and 
I took good care not to interrupt. It was nine o’clock : all was 
quiet, for at that period equipages were rare in Paris, and our 
quarter, independently of that, was then very lonely. We all 
three kept silence, which was broken only by a soft and mono- 
tonous tune, which my mother hummed in a low tone : yOu 
would have supposed that she was lulling an infant to sleep. 
She was thinking of Cecile and her little Adolphe* All at once 
there was a knock at the gate, given with such force as to 
make us start. My brother and I burst out into a laugh. " That 
knock makes me ill,” said my mother; clapping her hand to her 
forehead. "What unmannerly person -can it be knocking in that 
way at this time of night?” We heard the gate shut, and pre- 
sently heavy steps on the pavement. My brotluj^ jang the bell, 
and a letter, which the postman had just brought^ was put into 
his hand. " Ah ! ” said Albert, " news from Cecile ! It is from 
Brives, and GeouffreV hand wilting.” — "Whom can he have 
lost?” I exclaimed, the black seal of the letter having caught 
my eye. In asking this question, to which I attached no im- 
portance, I raised my eyes to my brother ; he vyas pale, and ex- 
cessively agitated. " What says Geouffre in that letter ?” said 
my motner, rising, and going up to my brother, whose sudden 
emotion revealed to her a disaster. " My sister has been ill, but 
Madame Junot — vol. i. i 
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* site is better nowy** replied Albert in a tiem^ 'titBp 
mother snatched the letter, cast hm eyes on it, gave & frightfoi 
shriek, an4 sank upon her knees. My poor sister was dead ! ' 

None can form any conception of our anguish but those who 
have lost objecte whom they dearly loved, m a manner equally 
unexpected : neither can language describe or express it. My 
mother was very ill for several days. The death of my sister 
would at any time have deeply afflicted her ; but at the moment 
when she had become a mother, at the moment when the tomb 
had scarcely closed over our father ! And then that mirth, those 
songs, amidst which this death had been announced ! Poor 
mother ! she was unhappy, very unhappy ; for to all these 
causes of grief was superadded another, which my brother and 
I had ajone been acquainted with, and which wrung her heart 
when it came to her knowledge. 

| Cecile was regretted by all who knew her. The family into 
} which she had been adopted, her mother-in-law, her father-in- 
i law, mourned her like ourselves. She was gentle and pious as 
endued with talents, virtues, graces — those attractive 
o t to be imitated, and which win every one’s 
f jove.) Bfj|M^iarte sent the very next day after we heard of this 
"new calamity which had befallen my motherland called himself 
to see her. He talked to her in a tone of the since rest friend- 
ship. My mother was so overwhelmed that she could scarcely 
prevail upon herself to admit him. He set out immediately 
’;;#feetwaMs for Italy. He was already married to Madame do 
Beauharnais. 

Mjr fcro the r-i n-la w came almost immediately to Paris. His 
interview With us was agonizing. My mother felt her mis- 
fortune still more keenly when she saw M. de Geouffre. She 
said to me, when going to bed at night, that perhaps she might 

* not be able to see him again the next day. His presence re- 
minded her of the time when she had withstood all solicitations 
to unite mm to my sister. Cecile loved him, and my mother 
exclaimed, with tears, “ Poor Cecile ! thy life was so short, and 
I have abridged it of six months’ happiness ! }> 

M. de Geouffre did not remain long with us* Ho returned to 
the Limousin, whither he <was recalled by the only interest that 
was left him. He was impatient to be again with his child, 
whom he had consigned to the care of his mother. On taking 
leave of him, we made him promise to bring Adolphe to us very 
soon.. 

We had been obliged to apprize my mother that our situation 
was no longer such as she might suppose it to be* The blow was 
less pain® than I had .apprehended. There were in her heart 
so many bleeding wounds, that it was scarcely affected by 
't&attefft of that kind. She was perfectly sensible of the neces- 
sity bf xh^itig 4 retrenchments in our household, which had been 
kept up on too expensive a scale for our almost ruined foiianb* 
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l#y brother, who thought only of our welfare* without caring 
about himself, resolved to turn his attention to commerce, and 
bad the good luck to succeed in his first speculations, lie was 
about to devote himself entirely to this career, but was afraid to 
enter into an engagement which would have bound him for 
fifteen years. He would have been obliged to go to India, to 
expatriate himself, and leave us without protection. All this 
deterred him. He thanked our friend Magan, who had pro* 
cured him this chance of making his fortune, and confined him- 
self to what he was then doing. 

My mother had again met with some old friends. The prisons 
were open ever since the downfal of the directorial regime , mul 
people began to breathe with more freedom. We had again 
fallen in with persons to whom we had bidden a painfuj adieu. 
This produced a singular impression, a mixture of delight and 
uneasiness; and it was a long time before we could relish the 
satisfaction of seeing them again at liberty. But how was this 
satisfaction imbittered in regard to many of them ! Among 
these was the dearest of my mother’s friends, he whom v I loyed 
in my childhood as one loves a grandfather, I Count 

de Perigord. Having escaped the sanguinary proscriptions, he 
returned to society without happiness, without jdv. w m 

already far advanced in years, ailing, afflicted with gout, wholly 
destitute of fortune, and absol utely isolated. JElis two sons had 
emigrated. His daughter, the Duchess de was dead ; 

there were left behind only a few friends as unfortunates hitfc 
self, # and whose deplorable situation prevented them from reifcr- 
dering him any assistance. 1 ;fv 

When we first saw him again, my mother could not help 
starting with sad surprise. So great was the change that the 
eye of friendship could scarcely recognise him. There wm the 
same kindness in his tone, but he was no longer the same: feta 
eye was dim, and it was evident that the springs of life were 
worn out. 

How could I say that he was alone ! how could I have for-* 

f otten a man, as noble as any titled hero, devoting himself to 
is master’s service, and saving his life by his admirable manage- 
ment! The Count de Perigord had in his household a valet 
named Beaulieu. This man had always been an excellent 
servant; he proved that interest had not been his stimulus. 
From the moment that his master was apprehended, all his 
attention was directed to him. He carried to him whatever he 
thought would be good for or agreeable to him. In short his 
devotedness was entire and exclusive. 

The Count de Perigord, like all the innocent persons who 
were then thrown into prison, was persuaded that by wearying 

# From this number must be excepted the Count de Monchenu, who, having 
mserved his fortune, did for Count Perigord all that devoted attsdimeht 
do for a needy friend. 
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the Ocmmittee of Public Safety by petitions lie should obtaiit 
prompt and complete j ustice. Nothing could be more false than 
this reasoning, as Beaulieu learned from one of the relatives of 
the man in whose house Robespierre lodged. Repeated petitions 
occasioned the death of most of the prisoners. In many in- 
stances, the writer had never been thought of. The first petition 
produced ill-humour ; the second aggravated it ; and very fre- 
quently the wretches brought the poor victims to trial to avoid 
the annoyance of a third petition. 

Beaulieu, on hearing of this inode of rendering justice, deter- 
mined that his master should not obtain it in that manner. 
Now, poor Count Perigord was one of the very persons who 
cherished the conviction that they could get out of prison only 
by dint^of importunity. In consequence, a petition was daily 
addressed either to ce bon Monsieur de Robespierre , or to cet 
excellent Monsieur de Collot-d’ Ilerbois, or again to Monsieur 
Fouquier-Tinville. “ How very odd it is !” at length exclaimed 
Count de Perigord, “ nobody answers me. I cannot under- 
stand it.” 

There was a very good reason why his petitions remained 
unanswered. . Beaulieu threw them all into the fire. In this 
manner he caused his master to be forgotten. He bribed the 
turnkeys handsomely ; and then, as soon as the Count de Peri- 
gord began to be know n in one prison, he obtained his removal 
to another. In short, a son could not have shown a more 
affectionate, and above all, a more active solicitude for his 
father. When he had the good fortune to recover his liberty, 
M. 4$ Perigord went to lodge at the house of a friend, M. de 
Monchenu. Beaulieu was still about him, bestowing on him 
the most delicate attentions, and sacrificing for this purpose all 
that he had. As a proof of the kind disposition of M. de Peri- 
gord, one of his servants in livery, a class of domestics whose 
sentiments are in general less honourable and less elevated, on 
hearing that his master was again out of prison, went and 
offered him his services. This man’s name was Boisvert. I 
know not what became of him or Beaulieu at the death of M. 
de Perigord, which happened shortly after his liberation ; but 
1 hope that the Prince de Chalais has duly provided for them; 
merit so extraordinary has a right to be rewarded. 

The Count de Perigord had a club-foot; I do not recollect 
whether it was t so from his birth, or the consequence of a hurt ; 
but there are reasons to believe it was a family defect. He 
came every Thursday to spend nearly the whole of the day with 
us, and this was sure to give rise to a smart altercation between 
him and Beaulieu. He insisted upon coming on foot ; Beaulieu 
would not let him, and tqld him with truth that he could not. 
His infirmity, in fact, prevented him from walking. He suffered 
very great pain. 

One day he received a letter ^from M, de Chalais, who was 
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then in ^Engkn^ He told his father that he was starving, that 
the emigrants in England were reduced to the extremity of want* 
and that he was completely wretched. M, de Perigord haip* 
pened to dine at my mother's on the very day when this letter 
arriyed. The change which it had wrought in him was striking; 
he had persuaded himself that the account of his son's misery 
was literally true. During the whole dinner he could not help 
repeating,/* Good God! they are perishing with hunger P anal 
the viands remained untouched upon his plate. At length, 
several persons urged that this could not be possible, since he 
knew himself that M. de Chalais had carried resources away 
with him. “He may have lost them/’ said the poor father* 
The very next day, he learned to a certainty from a person who 
had returned to France (for there were some who had returned 
so early), that his son was still rich, at any rate that he possessed 
property which placed him beyond the reach of want. “ The 
emigrants are not all so well oft as he is,” said M. de N. 

The Count de Perigord was more easy, but a blow had been 
given to a constitution worn out by the four years of revolution 
which had elapsed. The death of the King and Queen, the 
captivity of the young King and the Princess, the misfortunes 
of the monarchy, which had affected hint as family calamities, 
all this work of destruction had inflicted a mortal stroke: the 
least shock, therefore, was sufficient to put an end to him. Eight 
days afterwards the place which he occupied at our table was 
vacant, and two days later lie was no more. His death was a 
new calamity for my mother; she fell ill. Her lungs w r ere &£* 
fected. Sleeplessness, an obstinate cough, slight fever, And 
other alarming symptoms, induced her to consult a physician : 
she was ordered to the waters of Cauterets. £’ J 


Meanwhile, my brother received a letter which was destined 
to produce a great change in our situation. He was summoned 
to Italy, to take upon him. administrative functions. I am sure 
that Bonaparte was no stranger to this appointment, though he 
appeared to have nothing to do with it. 

The parting was painful. So many misfortunes had burst 
upon us, so many wounds had been inflicted on the heart of my 
poor mother, th$t she dreaded every* thing. The simplest step 
made her apprehend a fatal result.* She was on the point of 
begging my brother not to leave her. Had she been alone, he 
would, no doubt, not have done so. But no sootier did her eyes 
rest upon me, than she felt that it was my brother's duty to 
perform the promise which he had made to my father on his 
death-bed. My mother, therefore, consented to his departure. 
I was left alone to attend her; and, notwithstanding my youth, 
I was also charged with the management of all her concerns. 
u God will give you the strength and judgment necessary tp 
enable you to perform your noble task, my dear girl,” said my 
brother to me, clasping me in his arms, at the moment of his 
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departure. “ Have confidence in God, confidence i& yourself, 
and all will go on well. I will often write to you ; and you must 
inform me of every thing. Whenever my nmthef||^iau express 
a wish which the means I leave you are inadequate to gratify, 
write to me immediately,and that God in whom I put great faith, 
will not forsake two children, whose sole aim is the happiness of 
their mother/’ * i 

My brother proceeded to his destination, and we,, on our part 
set out for the Pyrenees. At a later period I revisited those 
beautiful mountains. I skirted and crossed their long chain ; 
but it was not till my third journey to Cauterets,thai I could in- 
dulge my ardent wish to explore the mountains which I saw 
before me. Those noble pine-forests which encircle, as it were, 
the Vignemale, the loftiest of the French Pyrenees, beheld me 
pursuing alone the tracks trodden by the caprice of pedestrians.* 
La Cerisay, Maourat, le Pont d’Espagne, the lake of Gaube, and 
even Esplemousse, were the favourite points of the excursion 
which I took with my mother, not on foot (for she was unable to 
walk), but in theodd vehicle of the country. It is a kind of 
sedan, formed by a small straw stool, to which are attached two 
strong poles, and which is covered with white cloth, supported 
by three very slight b 00 P s l and a small piece of wood, two 
inches broad for the feet to rest upon, is attached by two bits of 
packthread. When you are seated in this species of cage, two 
sturdy mountaineers, hawk-eyed and clramois-footed, cany you 
off with an agility that is at first alarming. There is something 
romantic in the velocity with which you are hurried along the 
brink of a dark precipice, the depth of which the eye cannot 
measure, or in an ascent not less rapid through an ocean of clouds, 
to which the sun communicates every shade of crimson and 
purple. 

This impression is indeed very strange. The fir^t moment ha® 
something so unusual, so different from our ordinary sensations, 
that the eyes close, and the hand by a nervous contraction grasps 
one of the slight arms of the seat. Presently you wish to see 
where you are ; you eye with avidity the very peril of which you 
felt £uch dread ; and soon, the rapidity of your course, whether 
descending or ascending, ‘those vivid lights, that moving rain- 
bow which surrounds you} those perfumes which rise at every 
Btep of the robust mountaineer on the carpet strewed with thyme 
and wild pinks over which you are flying, that succession of en- 
chantments, which are natural, and in which you roll, as it were; 
all this intoxicates and imparts to yoft an activity of life, a double 
respiration, which add to existence and augment its happiness. 

• /Queen Ilortense made the same tour the year before : her journey has no 
resemblance to mine. My guides lost their way ; but though her tour was m% 
attended with perilous risks like mine, she presented her guides with a ; ^old 
ineditl, inscribed, Piyoge au Vignemale. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

Our return to Paris— The emigrants — Sketches of Parisian society — Public 
balls and well-known characters — #ali at the Thelusson Hotel — Mar 
dame de D. . s — M. cTHautefort — Madame Tallien — Madame Bonaparte— 
Madame Hameiin. 

9 ' ■ 

My mother's health was nearly re-established when we re- 
turned from the waters. Her grief, too, was much soffened by 
change of scene, and still more by the hope of again meeting at 
Paris a great number of intimate acquaintanee, commonly called 
j friends, and who, though not real frgpds givt^a peculiar charm 
to the commerce of life. This Is unkijpwn to the society 
of the present day, which is become harsh and sour : none will 
admit, that, in the daily intercourse of life, each ought to furnish 
his contingent of complaisance and affability. Accordingly, we 
now see none of those assemblages of forjty or fifty persons* 
meeting daily at the houses of five or six of the number. Inde- 
pendently of the pleasures which this way of living afforded, 
more important advantages resulted from it. A person who 
possessed no influence always found a support in the company 1 
to which he belonged. If you were not swayed by a feeling of 
good-nature, you were afraid of meeting every day a person 
whom you had refused to oblige ; you would have seen a disj? 
contented faee. It was therefore obligatory on him who had 
it in his power, to oblige those about him. I* admit that then, 
as still, theie exisled abuses, and that many of them originated 
in favour: but I will ask, if, under a form more rude, more 
speculative for the parties concerned, less agreeable in its ren 
suits, there are not at this day, as there were at the time qC 
whiclj I am speaking, immense abuses of power and children of 
favoritism. If I had time to throw away, I could make out a 
fine Hst of obscure names, which the country knows only from 
their being inserted in patents and grants of pensions. 

Be this as it may, when my mother heard of the return of 
the greater part of her acquaintance, her joy was extreme* 
Prance then wore the appearance*of tranquillity, and the emi- 
grants returned in crowds, with a confidence which proved very 
fatal to them a few months later (in Fructidor), but which seemed 
at that time to be perfectly well founded* The women, in pa®* 
ticular, were in a truly communicative enchantment At length* 
they again beheld that dear native country, beautiful France* 
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th& remembrance of vtfiidt imparts donble bitfil|^$r to every 
tend of exile, how hospitable softer it may he. recollect, that 
at the first meeting between my mother and Madalfce Marfcois,* 
with whom she had been intimately acquainted, tbit lady, who 
had been but two days in Paris, arid was still quite overcome 
with joy at the mere sight of the barriejgj threw herself irito 
my mother’s arms, burst into tears, and w® more than a quarter 
of ap hour before she could conquer her embfcion. Her daughter 
told us that the same thing occurred with all the friends whom 
she again met : in this there was on her part neither affectation 
nor acting ; it proceeded from an ardent soul, which enjoyed in 
its plenitude all the happiness attached to the word, native 
country. But, how many disappointments awaited the unhappy 
exiles, on their return to their native land ! Poverty, isolation, 
death, were the lot of most of them. 4 

One of the most painful situations, and to which I was fre- 
quently witness, arose from the difference or rather the diversity 
of the shades of opinion. These shades produced discord in 
the most united families. The destruction of principles, had 
led, as a natural consequence, to one of a similar nature in the 
most ordinary habits of life. Thus all those delightful reunions 
which formerly constituted the charm of intimate acquaintance, 
no longer existed, or were poisoned by odious politics, which 
engendered sharp contradiction, anger, quarrels, frequently ter- 
minating in ruptures between husband and wife, brother and 
sister, and sometimes between father and son. 

I Such was the picture presented by society in Paris, at the 
gperiod of which I am now treating, that is, 1796 and 1797. 
;The word society was vulgarly used to designate assemblages 
rif persons; but in point of fact there were no social meetings. 
^Private individuals were afraid of appearing wealthy by receiving 
icompany habitually, and they contented themselves with fre- 
; questing those public assemblages, where, at that time, the best 
^sociity was to be found- Such was the system adopted, not 
■only in regard to concerts, but also to balls. It would scarcely 
; be lielieved at the present day, that the most elegant women 
fWlipf to dance at the Thelussonf and the Richelieu;}: balls; but 
|tfte %ost curious thing is,* that persons of all opinions, of all 
■ castes,' were there intermingled, and laughed and danced to- 
j gether in the utmost harmony. 

* She was either a Neapolitan or Roman, I know not which : but, having 
been brought to France when a year old, and married there, she was as much or 
more attached to it than to her native* country. She was a most lovely woman. 
Still young at the period of her return, she was preparing to enjoy all the happi- 
ness which it caused her, but three months after her arrival she died of small- 
pox, at the age of thirty-four. * 

f At the Thelusson Hotel, at the extremity of the Rue Cerutti, facing the 
Boulevard, there Wfilsat that time an immense arcade. Murat purchased it 
during tbeCdiis<jla!te^ ,, ; > !' 

X Held in like manlier at the Rifchelieu Hotel. 
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One day gUta Thetesson drollad Venture befel Madame 

I)., who sdpPmea took Jfcje^ daughter with her. Such places 
necessarily brought in to coniadt persons who not only differed in 
sentiments, but were mutually hurt at folding themselves to- 
gether : thus, in spite of the apparently good understanding 
between them, there frequently occurred scenes, un perceived by 
the multitude, but elMemely interesting to those who were lucky 
enough to witness, and able to comprehend them. 

Madame de D.. had arrived very late. The great circular 
room was quite full, and it was impossible to find two places. 
Nevertheless, by dint of elbowing and entreaties, these ladies 
penetrated to the centre of the room. Madame de D., who 
was not of an absolutely timid character, looked about on #ii 
sides, to see if she could at least discover one seat, when her eyes 
encountered a young and charming face, surrounded by a pro- 
fusion of light hair, with a pair of large dark blue eyes, and ex- 
hibiting altogether the image of the most graceful of sylphs. 
This young female was conducted back to her seat by M. de 
Trenis, which proved that she danced well : for M. de Trenis 
invited none to the honour of being his partners, but such 
as deserved the character of good dancers. r The graceful 
creature, after courtesying with a blush to the Vestris of the 
ball-room, sat down by tne side of a female, who appeared to 
be her elder sister, and whose elegant dress excited the notice 
and envy of all the women at the ball. “ Who are those per- 
sons ?” said Madame de D., to the old Marquis d’Hautefort, 
who escorted her. “ What ! is it possible that you do not know 
the Viscountess Beauharnais? It is she and her daughter. 
She is now Madame Bonaparte.* But stay, there is a vacant 
place by her; come and sit down: you may renew your ac- 
quaintance with her.” 

Madame de* D., without making any reply, took the arm 
of M. d’Hautefort, and drew him, whether he would or pot, 
into one of the little saloons which preceded the great rotuiSla. , 
“Are you mad?” said she to him, when they had reached the 
room. “ A pretty place, truly, by the side of Madame Epna- 
parte ! Ernestine would of course have been obliged to 
acquaintance with her daughter. Why, Marquis, you miit 
have lost your wits.” — “ No, ’faith ! * What harm can there be 
in Ernestine’s making acquaintance, or even forming a close 
friendship with Mademoiselle Hortense de Beauharnais ? She 
is a charming girl, sweet-tempered, amiable,” — “What is all 
that to me ! I will never connect myself with such persons. 

I do not like people who disgrace their misfortunes.”t M. 

* At this period Madame Bonaparte was not much known in the world, nor 
had she beep presented at the court of Marie Antoinette. The real fact is, that 
Madame de £). did not know her. ' 

+ The expression was used, that is certain. The whole of the particulars of 
this ball were given to us by one of the relatives of M. d’Hautefort, who lent his 
arm to Madame D., and never quitted the ladies the whole evening. 
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d’Haufefort shrugged his 8h©iil4era and held bis tongue. 
mon Dim ! who is that beautiful woman ? * inquired . Madame 
de D,, pointing^ to a female w&o, entered the- WlWpottt^. 'and? on 
whom all eyes' were instantly fixed. This lady was above the 
middle height, hut a perfect harmony in he^ wnole person twk 
away all appearance of the awkwardness of too lofty a stature. 
It was the Venus of the capital, but still Sbpre beautiful than the 
work of Phidias ; for you perceived in her the same perfection 
of features, the same symmetry in arms, hands, and feet, and the 
whole animated by a benevolent expression, a reflection of the 
magic mirror of the soul, which indicated all that there was m 
that soul, and this was kindness. Her dress did not contribute 
1 q heighten her beauty, for it consisted of a plain robe of India 
muslin, with folds in the antique style, and fastened at the 
shoulders by two cameos ; a gold belt encircled her waist, and 
was likewise fastened by a cameo ; a broad gold bracelet confined 
her sleeve considerably above the elbow ; her hair, of a glossy 
black, was short, and curled all round her head, in the fashion 
then called a la Titus; over her fair and finely-turned shoulders 
was thrown a superb red cachemir shawl, an article at that time 
very rare and in great request. She disposed it around her in a 
manner at once graceful and picturesque, and formed altogether 
a most enchanting figure. 

t( That is Madame Tallien,” # said M. d’Hautefort to Madame 
de D. " Madame Tallien ! ” exclaimed she ; “ Good God ! 
bow could you bring me to such a place, my dear friend ? ” — “ I 
defy you to find in all Paris a place where better company is 
brought --together.” He then muttered some of the civil things 
which he had at the service of those who displeased him. 

At this moment a very strong scent of attar of roses suddenly 
pervaded the apartment. A crowd of young men* of the class 
then called incroyables , rushed towards the door to meet a young 
lady, who had but just arrived, though it was exceedingly late. 
This female, though she could not but be pronounced plain* 
nevertheless possessed inconceivable attractions. Her figure 
was not good, but her little feet danced to admiration. She was 
dark, but her black eyes sparkled with such expression ! Her 
fe.ee beamed with intelligence, and expressed at the same time 
all the kindness of the simplest person. She was altogether a 
good friend, and the most amusing of women. Finally, she 
pleased ; she was a toast of the day. Ail the remarkable men 
at thfe ball surrounded her as soon as she appeared. M. Charles 
Dupaty, M. de Tifpis, and M. Lafitte, immediately asked her 
to dance with theft ; she answered each with an expression of 
good-humour and intelligence, smiling a manner as to 

* I have lived at Bordeaux I have had friends who owed their lives In 
Madame Tallien. I have been told all the good she has done, and I carmot 
gay too much on that subject. Having never had reason to complain of her, it 
is therefore should praise her. , -i v ... s ' •:••••■ •.* w ; ■ 
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exhibit h^r ivory teeth; she continued td advance, shedding 
fragrance thyoiKghout the whole room. 

Madame de B., who was annoyed by this $©ent,a»d who, 
like all busy-bodies, found fault with what others liked, began to 
Muffle about on the bench upon which she had found a seat, 
and at length said aloud, u Upon my word, I think that must 
he either Fargeon’s vvite, or his daughter,* ’Tis enough to make 
the strongest man faint.” — “ It is Madame Hamelin," said ML 
d*Hautefort. Next day he told us that nothing had abused 
him more that evening than being first gentleman to Madame 
de D., and thus having to name the persons who were real 
bugbears to her. 4i Madame Hamelin !” she exclaimed, 
u Madame Hamelin ! Come Ernestine,” added she, in a voifce 
tremulous with anger, “ put on your palatine , and let us go." 
All that could be said served only to hasten her departure. 
u And that Marquis,” repeated she in a tone of indignation, 
H to assure me that I should here meet with my former society ! 
Yes, indeed ; for this hour past 1 have been falling out of the 
fryingpan into the fire. Come, my dear, let us go." 

This scene passed a few paces from the bench on which my 
mother and I were sitting. We were well acquainted with the 
Marquis d’Hautefort, who was very satirical, and who frequently 
made us laugh by the account of his adventures at this ball. 

*Fargeon was a celebrated perfumer, before the revolution. Ilis son, ‘who 
succeeded him, and who lives in the Hue de Houle, is also eminent in the same 
line of business. 


CHAPTER XXII. 

The army of Italy — Triumphs of Bonaparte — My brother at Massa-Carrara — 
XrUcien Bonaparte and Christine Boyer — Lucien-Brutus and St. Maximin- 
Marathon— Excursion to Versailles — Adventures of my brother — Elopement 
of Madame Felice— -General Lannes and M. Felice — Rivalship of Cannes 
and my brother— Leoben and Campo-Fortnio — Bonaparte at Paris and 

f literal enthusiasm— Hatred of the Directory for Bonaparte— Ball at M. de 
alleyrand’s. 

The army of Italy surprised us every day by tlie prodigies 
communicated in its bulletins* The Directory, which disliked 
General Bonaparte, would fain have thrown^ veil over the glory 
of the young hero; but the country*, which he had saved from 
Austrian invasion, the soldiers whom he led to victory, had 
thousands of voices to proclaim it, and the only resource left to 
the ridiculous government which we had been silly enough to * 
give ourselves, was to injure him whom it would gladly oavp 
brown down after it had exalted him. > ' 
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My brother was then in Italy ; he had repaired to head-quar- 
ters, and Bonaparte had been most kind to him ; my brother 
had carried with him a letter of recommendation from Joseph 
Bonaparte. “ What occasion is there for this letter T” said the 
General. “ Whence arises so great a distrust of vourself V* 
continued he, looking more seriously at Albert. My brother re- 
plied that the slight altercation which had occurred between him 
and my mother, had caused him to fear that the General would 
bear it in mind. “ You are mistaken/’ said Bonaparte ; “ that 
scene was immediately effaced from my memory. I apprehend, 
indeed, that Madame Permon bears a much stronger grudge on 
account of it than I do ; and that is but natural/’ added he 
Ikughing; “ those who are in the wrong are sure to be most 
angry.” 

The very reverse was the case on this occasion, for it was 
Bonaparte who never forgot that unfortunate altercation. More 
than ten years afterwards he spoke to me on the subject with 
asperity. Be this as it may, he was very kind to my brother, 
received him in the most flattering manner, gave him all the 
support he could expect, and procured for him a very good ap- 
pointment. 

While General Bonaparte hurried on through Italy from vic- 
tory to victory, his family was collecting at Paris, and forming 
a colony there. Joseph Bonaparte, after having been ambassador 
of the French republic at Rome, had returned to Paris, bringing 
with him his wife’s sister, Mademoiselle Desiree Clery, who was 
then in the deepest mourning for the tragical death of the brave 
but unfortunate Duphot, who had been murdered at Rome 
almost before her face, at the moment when he was going to 
marry her. Her first grief had abated somewhat of its violence ; 
but there was still enough left to excite much pity. Luckily, she 
was yet young, and very agreeable. 

Lucien announced his arrival. He had just obtained a post, 
I know not where, in Germany, and he was passing through 
Paris to see his family, nearly the whole of which was at that 
moment collected there. At this period Lucien had just been 
playing a silly trick, at v which the General-in-chief, who now 
considered himself as the head of the family, was excessively 
mortified. Lucien Bonaparte is a man who, no doubt, has 
been known to many persons ; but few have had the opportu- 
nity of appreciating him. I have known him long and inti- 
mately, and am capable of drawing his character without flattery 
or deceit. He was endowed by nature with rare talents : his 
mind was comprehensive ; his imagination brilliant, and capable 
of estimating fully the characteristics of grandeur. It has been 
said that he was a man whom reason did not always influence in 
important affairs ; this, however, is not true. His heart wafc 
kind, and although sometimes hurried away by his passions, he 
can hardly be reproached witly any serious charge ; and as to 
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his conduct toward? his brother, the Emperor, it was always 
honourable. 

In 1794 or 1795, Lucien obtained the appointment* ©f store- 
keeper at St. Maximin, a small village in Provence. At that 
time, folly was somewhat the order of the day, even with the 
wisest. It was therefore necessary to sacrifice to this mania of 
the moment; not that I mean to excuse Lucien's folly, by as-* 
sorting that he was forced into it; on the contrary, I am o£ 
opinion that what he did, he did voluntarily; and I am con- 
vinced that he acted not only with his own free will, but even 
from inclination, when he assumed the name of Brutus, and 
also changed, while he was about it, the name of St. Maximin 
into Marathon. Brutus at Marathon did not agree over anti 
above well together : but the names were high-sounding, and 
that was sufficient. • 

The village of St. Maximin Marathon is not a magnificent 
residence. Lucien-Brutus soon found th s out, and ennui would 
have overpowered him, had not love come to his aid. Lucien- \ 
Brutus became enamoured, desperately enamoured, of Mile. ! 
Christine Boyer, whose father was at the head of the little public** i 
house of St. Marathon. Lucien was then young, about twenty- j 
three ; he was in love for the first time, and'he loved an angel of 
gentleness, virtue, and candour. Christine saw herself adored 
by an ardent, hot-headed young man, employing against her 
rustic simplicity all the stratagems, all the resources, with which 
his short experience of the world had made him acquainted, and 
which his love taught him to employ skilfully ; and Christine 
was not proof against such an attack. She loved as she was 
loved, but she forgot not her duty, and Lucien was obliged to 
marry her in order to be happy; but be loved her too fondly to 
be aware of all the unpleasant feelings which this alliance was * 
likely to excite in his own family. In fact, no sooner was 
General Bonaparte apprized of this marriage, than he declared 
that he would never see the wife, and never meet his brother 
again. A place was then given to Lucien in Germany, and 
the young couple came to Paris. 

It was at this period that I saw Lucien Bonaparte for the first j 
time, and that I became acquainted with Christine. There are 
women whose portraits it is easy to sketch. We say that they 
have large eyes, beautiful hair, a complexion blending the lily 
and the rose, and that is all. But, is it only on account of her 
person that a woman is to be valued ? Has she not within her 
divine charms to be described ? a profusion of kindness, affec- 
tion, and love? Such were the qualities that were to be found / 
in the heart of the excellent Christine. I knew her, and no ! 
sooner knew than loved her. Subsequently, when I have seen ; 
her surrounded by the touching halo of maternal love, new; 
treasures of tenderness manifested themselves in her, and con- 
strained you to love her still more* 
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> My mother had a great affection for Lucien, and received him 
as his mother would hhve done. Christine was welcomed by 
her with equal cordiality. Joseph, who had then returned to 
Paris, and whom, in fact, each of the younger brothers consi- 
dered as the head of the family, opened his arms to the young 
couple, and they were happy. A few days afterwards they set 
out for Germany. 

During the short stay of Lucien Bonaparte and his wife in 
Paris, they made an excursion to Versailles, and they allowed 
my mother no peace till she had consented that I should be of 
the party. As 1 had never seen Versailles, I joined my solicita- 
tions to theirs and accompanied them. I cannot describe the 
tumble impression which this widowed and dismantled queen 
produced upon me. On beholding those vast halls, the immense 
saloon*,, stripped and deserted, the dark corridors, and apart- 
ments still covered with gilding, apparently awaiting the finish- 
i^g hand of pomp; all seemed tome so dreary and desolate 
tliat, though very young, I retained so vivid an impression of it, 
when, in 1821, I went to reside at Versailles, I had aper- 
^t ? Tecollection of the feelings produced by the melancholy and 
scandalous neglect of the residence of Louis XIV. I inquired 
in what state the palace was, and when I learned that it was 
precisely what it had been under the Directory, I did not care 
to enter that royal habitation, wilfully forsaken by its natural 
gbardians: I should have suffered much more from witnessing 
its forlorn condition in 1821 than I had done in 1796. The 
garden was the only object of my walk..* 

Lucien was but a short time absent. I never knew what he 
had been to do in this tour. His wife had accompanied him, as 
well as one of her cousins, named Boyer. On their return they 
lodged in Rue Verte, in the Faubourg Saint-Honore. Madame 
Bacciochi (Marianne Bonaparte) also lodged, I believe, in Rue 
Verte. Madame Leclerc, who had recently come from Milan, 
where she had been married, took a house in Rue de la Ville- 
TEveque. Louis and Jerome, too young to be left alone, were, 
the latter at the College of Juilly, and the other with his brother 
Joseph.* As for the latter, he had bought a house at the ex- 
tremity of Rue du Rochcf, almost in the fields, at least at that 
time. Since then so many buildings have been erected there, as 
every where else, that the site of Joseph's house is now almost 
in the heart of a new quarter. 

The time of which I am speaking is still further removed 
from us by the rapid progress of events than by that of time. 
A week then exhibited the spectacle of a vast empire de- 
stroyed, an army vanquished and taken prisoners ; we were ac- 
customed to such events, and were not content with less. This 

• And with his sister-in-law Madame Bonaparte, Rue Cbahtereine. He lived 
Vi?ith both of them by turns. It was about this time that Josephine began to 
think of marrying liortense. / / 
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period is the fcost glorious m o| Bonaparie,atid that ho 

well knewwhea he dictated at fit Helena the finest pages of 
the campaigns in Itaty. 

The treaty of Leoben was signed, that of Campo-Formio had 
followed it, the congress of Sastadt was in preparation, when 
we were informed that General Bonaparte would soon return to 
Paris. My mother appeared to wait the moment with extreme 
impatience, I knew not at the time why; but I afterwards 
learned that the reason was as follows : My brother was agent 
for the contributions at Massa-Carrara, and had for his colleague 
M. Gabriel Suchet, brother of the Duke of Albufora. He is a 
kind, excellent man, a cordial] friend of Albert, and became 
ours too. 

My brother lodged at the house of a Monsieur Felice, whose 
wife was a charming woman. General Lannes, wdrase division 
was near Massa, if not at that place, had remarked, as my 
brother also had done, that Madame Felice was.handsome, and 
that it was not impossible to please her; he therefore took 
measures to ensure success. But the future Duke of Montebello 
stormed a town more easily than a woman — even an ItiKarii 
My brother played delightfully on the harp, sang likewise, \ 
spoke and wrote Italian as fluently as French, and made sonnets ■ 
and canzoni on Madame Felice, not quite equal to Petrarch, 
and yet so good as to cause the heart of his fair landlady to sun- ;■ 
render quietly at discretion ; while General Lannes, who was 
also well aware that it w r as necessary to form a plan of attack, 
thought to play off the most irresistible of seductions by relating 
his battles and his victories; and, to tell the truth, this might 
have been more than enough to win a heart that was free ; 
but Madame Felice’s had struck its colours to ail the accom- 
plishments of Albert, and had surrendered more especially to his 
love, for ray poor brother’s head was completely turned. At 
length, one day, the lovers persuaded themselves that they could 
not live any longer annoyed in this way, on the one hand by a 
jealous and rejected swain, and on the other, by an Italian hus- 
band, whose character was by no means so austere as to make 
him fret if his wife was fond of any other man than himself. 
The result of this cogent reasoning was, that they took post and 
left Massa, trusting to love for the consequences of that 
measure. 

Next morning, when the forsaken husband discovered his for- 
lorn condition, he began to weep, and ran to acquaint General 
Lannes with his mishap. On hearing it, the general gave such 
a bound in his bed, as had wellnigh knocked off’ the canopy. 
u Gone ! 99 he cried ; u gone ! and together, say you ? ’* — “ Si, 
sigtmr generate." — u And which way are they gone ? ” — 61 Eh, 
signor generate, come vuole ch 9 to la possa sapere “ Eh 

* (t Ah ! general, how can I possibly know that ? n 
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pafUzuV* replied Geqgral Lannes, leaping ovt of bed, a^d 
slipping on his pantaloons, at the same time eyeing Felice with 
looks of fury, “ blockhead that you are ! go and find out what 
road they ha$|.jtaken,’’ 

The poor husband sallied forth to make inquiries, and learned 
without much trouble that the fugitives had directed their course 
towards Leghorn. As soon as he had communicated this in- 
formation to General Lannes, “Come along,” cried he ; “to 
horse ! to horse ! Morbleu ! we shall catch them in a couple of 
hours. You shall shut up your wife ; and as for this Corydon 
of a Frenchman, who has the impudence to run away witn our 
wjves, PH get him removed. Come along Felice; come along, 
my^friend ! Take heart! What the devil ails you? You are 
as pale as a sheet of parchment.” — “ Si, signor generate ; grazie 
$ tanteygrazie tante, faro enure, faro cuore 
'It:. ..tSnmst giving this assurance that he would take heart , his 
teith chattered like castagnettes, as General Lannes himself 
afterwards told me. The fact is, that the poor fellow had no 
stomach for fighting my brother ;f and that the general had 
frightened him out of his wits by asking what weapon he would 
take with him. At any rate, the scoundrel would have done 
better to fight than act as he did afterwards. General Lannes 
took the command of the party, and the husband, with his 
brother-in-law, a cousin, and I know not how many more, 
marched off under the protection of the banner of General 
Lannesl “ Ah ! cugino Pasquale!” said Felice to a little 
cousin ; “ cugino Pasquale ! che amico ! die questo bravo generate ! 
die galant' uorno ! 

The fugitives were overtaken about mid-day. The stray sheep 
Was carried back to her fold, and inhumanly separated from her 
companion. I believe that my brother returned to Carrara, and 
that Madame Felice was removed to another town. Thus far 
the affair had been gay enough ; but now this Monsieur Felice, 
impelled by some demon oj other, preferred a criminal complaint 
against poor Albert. It was this affair, of which I was then 
ignorant, though my mother knew of it, that tormented her ex- 
ceedingly. She wished to know if General Bonaparte had any 
addtos&tory documents relative to this charge. Mv mother was 
always easily affected, and any fears which she might reasonably 
entertain were sure to be doubted by her imagination. 

Bonaparte arrived at Paris, It would be very difficult to con- 
vey even a slight idea of the enthusiasm with which he was re- 
ceived. The French people are fickle, not very susceptible of 

*■ 11 Yes, general, manythanks ;T will take heart.” 

t My brother was a first-rate swordsman ; my father, a pupil of Saint-Georges,. 
had been his master, as well at Fabien. My brother possessed a formidable 
advantage— he was left-handed. 

J “ Ah ! cousin Pasqual, what a friend ! what a brave general ! and what a 
charming man P 
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constancy in their affections, bu| accessible to the sentiment 
dory. Give them victories and they ^Hi be tawfe than cohteiil ; 
Iney will be grateful This was clearlv shown when General 
Bonaparte arrived at Paris, at the period I am speaking of. |t 
was a real triumph, to which nothing was #$0ting but the 
ovation : however, it had wellnigh cost him dear, as the follow- 
tng fact will serve to prove. 

The Directory, like all authorities that are too weak and im- 
potent to produce and to direct, though it was called the Exe- 
cutive Directory , regarded with jealousy, which soon generated 
into hatred, that feeling of love and gratitude manifested by toe 
French people for their young hero. A single movement seemed 
to set in action those five men, not one of whom was capablcf of 
comprehending Bonaparte. Incapacity, corruption, ana au*un- 
bounded ambition, disguised by republican masks, were tne 
elements of the power which then ruled us, and which dcricod 
no glory but that of its immediate creatures. Bonaparte had 
emancipated himself since he had been sent to ■ Italy, and his 
laurels and those of his army were personal property , as miiefi 
as any thing can legally be. 

Barras left him unmolested to enjoy his renown ; Moulin^ 
durst not venture to call to mind that he had ever been a general 
to run a race of vanity with ubp. Roger-Ducos thought on all 
points like a good-natured man, as he was ; and Sieyes, 
habitually reserved, as every body knows, did not deem it 
necessary to let loose his tongue expressly to anathematize* 
According to this view of filings, what I have said above will 
appear rather contradictory. But to proceed to my proof \ 

On this occasion, one of the five Directors governed^ singly 
the sentiments of the other four. He possessed not more talent* 
but more intelligence, than his colleagues, and boundless am- 
bition, though* he declared that he had none — $ mere figure of 
speech, to which nowadays no value whatever is attached. 
This man was Gohier. At this period we had every day the 
bulletin of the directorial interior, because M. Brunetieire, our 
friend and my guardian, was equally intimate with Gohier arid 
visited him daily. My mother sometimes inquired the reason 
of his aversion for General Bonaparte ; for, in regard to him,^he 
was rather amusing. She assumed the right of saying wlHf she 
pleased about him, but she did riot like others to attack him, and 
the malicious things which M. BrunetiSre heard said of Bona- 
parte, and which he reported to us every day, roused my mother's 
anger against him and the Directory, which she cordially 
detested. 

From this time the hatred of Gohier for Bonaparte displayed 
itself in all his words and actions. He would have patronised to 
his prejudice the most incapable of men; that is to say, a 
recommendation from Bonaparte would have been a sufficient 
Madams Junot — von. i. k 
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reason with Gohier for excluding the person so recommended 
from an appointment, had it depended on this Director, /There 
certainly was a p6sitive%nd primary cause of this hatred, which 
the 18th Brumaire str^gthenea and rendered implacable* 
What was that cause ? I Believe simply this — Gohier would 
have thought it highly conducive to the welfare of France, and 
more particularly to his own, to get rid, with the aid of the 
society of the Manege, of the four puppets at the head of the 

f overnment with him, and to make himself president, not of the 
)irectbry, as it was on the 18th Brumaire, but of the French 
Republic* This scheme the eagle eye of Bonaparte had de- 
tected. He had warned Sieyes, most probably, and the admi- 
rable subtlety of the latter had foiled the plans of Washington 
th$ younger. Gohier was not deficient in talent, but that 
talent, c which might have some merit before a tribunal, was 
reduced to a cipher in the extraordinary situation which fortune 
had permitted him to attain. For one may now venture to speak 
out : on looking at the list of the Directors of that period, if we 
except Carnot, a virtuous man, and a man of eminent abilities, 
and Sieyes, who, though his political career has not been quite 
straightforward, yet possessed merit, what were the chiefs who 
steered our poor vessel? Gohier felt, therefore, that he was 
superior to the Directory as it was composed after Fructidor; 
and as the sentiment of inferiority never presents itself to any 
man, he thought that lie might seize the reins, which all other 
Bands had suffered to fall and even to trail in the dirt. His plan 
was guessed, I repeat ; and this w as the cause of his truly 
violent hatred against Bonaparte. The reader will presently be 
convinced of this, when I relate the conversation which M* 
JBruneti&re had with Gohier after the 18th Brumaire* 

Be this as it may, had Bonaparte’s vanity been ever so great, 
it must have been satisfied; for all classes joined, as I have 
said, to give him a cordial welcome on his return to his country. 
The populace shouted “ Long live General Bonaparte ! Long 
live the conqueror of Italy, the pacificator of.Cauipo Formio!” 
The shopkeepers said, “ May God preserve him for our glory, 
and deliver us from the maximum of the Directors.” The 
Bigher class, itngagged hnd unbastilled , ran with enthusiasm 
td meet a young man, who in a year had been from the battle 
of Montenotte to the treaty of Leoben, and from victory to 
victory. He may have committed errors, and even grave 
ones, since that time, but he was then a colossus of great and 
pure glory. 

All the authorities gave him magnificent entertainments: 
the Directory exhibited itself in all its burlesque pomp of 
mantle^ and hats with feathers, which rendered the meeting of 
the five memhlrs'bf the supreme power sufficiently ridiculous* 
But in titaf' respects the jetes were fine, and they had in par- 
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tibular, the ' chirm AttachecJ to fHmgs which are supposed to be 
|6st, and Which are recovered. MoneyjpirCulated, and the result 
of alt this was, that every body was pleased . 

But one of the most magnificent^nteitainments, and above 
all, one df the most elegant in its magnificence, was that given 
by M. de Talleyrand, at the office for foreign affairs, tfjp 
always displayed admirable skill in the arrangements of the 
entertainments which he gave : indeed, when a man posselses 
good sense, he shows it in every thing he does. He then re- 
sided at the Galifet Hotel, Rue du Bac, and though the rooms 
were too small for the company assembled there that evening, 
they‘d was admirable. All the most elegant and distinguished 
people then in Paris were there. -My mother was absolutely 
cent on going. She was not quite well j but when she~ 4a$ 
dressed and had put on a little rouge, she looked enchanting; 
and I can affirm that I saw that night very few women lyho 
surpassed her in beauty. W e were both dressed alike, m a 
robe of white crape trimmed with two broad silver ribbons, and 
on the head, a garland of oak-leaves with silver acorns. My 
mother had diamonds, and I pearls. That was the only differ- 
ence between our dresses. 

In the course of the evening, my mother was walking through 
the rooms, arm in arm with M. de Caulaiucourt, on one 
side, and me on the other, when we found ourselves face to 
face with General Bonaparte. My mother saluted him, and 
passed on, when the General advanced a few step and spoke 
to her. My mother was, in my opinion, rather too dry : 
her ill-humour was not yet quite dispelled, but in her excellent 
heart there was nothing like rancour. It was the reverse with 
the General. Be this as it may, he appeared to look at my 
mother with admiration. Indeed, that evening in particular, 
she was truly captivating. The General spoke in a low tone 
for some seconds to the Turkish ambassador, whom he held by 
the arm. The Turk uttered an exclamation, and fixed upon ndy 
mother his large eyes, to which, when he chose, he could give a 
look of stupidity, and then made a sort of obeisance. u 1 told 
him that you are of Greek extraction,” said Bonaparte to my 
mother, saluting her by way of adieu. Then, holding out^pus 
hand, he pressed hers in a friendly manner, and left us after a 
short conversation, which nevertheless drew the attention of 
the company, though it lasted but a few minutes. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

IllfiSss of my mother — Domestic details — M. de Baudeloque, and M. Sabatier 

——A treble fright — Correction of a mistake of M. de Bourrienne— The lBtli 

Fructidor. 

« 

Shortly before the 18th Fructidor, I was exceedingly 
alarmed on account of the state of my mother's health. She 
wa$%ttacked by a disorder which is dangerous at any age, but 
particularly so at her time of life. M. Sabatier, M. Pelletan, 
and Baudeloque, came all three to see her almost every day for 
the fifty-two days that the danger lasted. 

My affection for Ifer gave me preternatural strength. Such 
an instance was never heard of as that of a girl of fourteen being 
able to go through the watching, fatigues, and alarms of fifty- 
two successive nights. The three skilful physicians whom I 
have just named, could not believe it, though they were daily 
witnesses of it. Fora moment I was afraid 1 should not have 
strength to support the burden. I was alone; my brother was 
still in Italy. I saw my mother turn her languid eyes to me, 
and the agonizing expression which momentarily animated them 
indicated but too plainly how keen a sense she had of her situa- 
tion; Her daughter was likely to be left an orphan, and alone ! 
I had written to my brother, but not received any answer. 
Every now and then, my mother called to me in a faint voice to 
ask if letters had not arrived from Italy. I was obliged to 
answer iti the negative, and I perceived that this reply distressed 
her exceedingly. All the agony of mind and body, that nature 
is capable of enduring, wgis felt by my poor mother. 

I was aware of my situation, but it had no horrors for me, 
excepting in the frightful futurity which I dreaded: my mother 
was all in all tome; it was she who engaged all |»y faculties. 
I suffered much, I wept much, during the six weeks that I 
passed by her pillow, but I never once thought of asking, “What 
shall I do when she is no more V 9 

We*had many friends ; I have no doubt that till my brother’s 
arrival teif houses would; have opened to receive me; but I 
‘repeat it, the thought never entered my mind. When l saw my 
mother unable to leave her bed, my grief was at 

first Viol^^vv|^:^en- the symptoms of her painful dig|ase 
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became so aggravated as to threaten her life, my despair over- 
powered me to such a degree, that I had no energy and presence 
of mind beyond what was requisite to make me the most intel- 
ligent of nurses. I was every where. I could not bear my 
mother to take a spoonful of medicine or a basin of gruel from 
any hand but mine. She had an Alsatian femme de chambre , 
who was an excellent creature, and exceedingly attached to her. 
She was a clever nurse. But I was not satisfied with her 
attendance, though l could rely upon her. I could not sleep, if 
I left her alone with my mother. If I lay down for a few hours; 
anxiety kept me awake, and I returned at four in the morning, 
unable to finish the night in my bed. 

At length, the danger became so imminent, that the phystci&ns 
thought it their duty no longer to conceal the fact. It was, 
however, difficult to tell a girl who had no other support, no 
other good, but her mother, that she must die ! Nevertheless, I 
heard this sentence, and I had strength to ask, if there was 
nothing at all that could save her. u Nature and incessant 
attention, not only every minute, but every moment may do 
much,” replied Baudeloque; “ and therefore you must eat and 
sleep, that you may have strength.” Sabatier was the one who 
understood me best. He did not say to me u eat and sleep,” 
but he almost forced me to bathe two or three times a week. 
He recommended to me a generous and strengthening regimen, 
and he studied in particular to calm my poor bead, which was 
no longer capable of bearing the weight of so many anxieties. I 
shall never forget his kind attentions ; and when, thirty years 
afterwards, his daughter became my niece, I could not help ex- 
pressing, though very briefly, my attachment to her father. A 
longer phrase than that which 1 used, would have been in bad 
taste. 

My poor mother was saved. The incessant attention paid to 
her at length triumphed over a disease which the whole faculty 
of Paris pronounced to be mortal. On the day that hope was 
restored to me, a singular circumstance occurred. It was noon 
when the physicians informed me that my mother was out of 
danger. I wrote immediately to my^brother, who was then in 
Italy : I was mad with joy. I could, not take any rest either in 
the morning or during the rest of the day. In vain my mother 
begged.me to go and lie down. “ To night I will,” was my in- 
variable reply* At length, when the beloved patient was pro- 
perly wrapped up for the night, when she had taken her jelly- 
broth, and her drawn curtains admitted only the faint light of 
a night-lamp ; when I had kissed her brow, pale and cold as 
marble, and received her blessing, I retired to my little chamber, 
and prepared to go to bed for the first time for nearly two months, 
after thanking God with a grateful and deeply affected heart. 
I lay down. No sooner was my head upon my pillow, than I 
wn$ overpowered with a stupor, rather than real sleep ; I was in 
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a kind of lethargy ; not even a dream disturbed this state of 
complete quietude. I know not whether I have succeeded in 
conveying an idea of what I then experienced ; but the reader 
may judge how violent the shock must have been which I re- 
ceived, when I felt myself shaken by the arm, and heard a 
tremulous voice stammering in my ear: “ Mademoiselle ! 
mademoiselle ! ah 9 won Dieu ! mon Dieu ! Madame . . madame 
has just expired in my arms !” I shrieked, and instantly was as 
wide awake as at the same hour the preceding night. 1 pushed 
aside the trembling Josephine, flew to my mother's room, drew 
back with violence the curtains of her bed, threw myself upon 
her, called her, and my poor mother was awakened by me as I 
had*myself been by Josephine. She had been fast asleep. 

My mother was beginning to recover from an illness, which 
did not taavc her, 1 verily believe, above four ounces of blood in 
her veins. Her paleness, her emaciation, were truly frightful : 
she was naturally extremely fair, and her complexion was now 
of an alabaster whiteness, without the slightest rosy tinge. 
Lying thus between the white sheets, her face surrounded by 
cambric, the reflection of which added to her paleness, my poor 
mother had, indeed a look that was rather alarming to any but 
her own child. 

My poor mother trembled for above an hour with the fright 
which L had given her oh entering her chamber. At length, 
towards morning, she fell asleep again. As for me, it is easy to 
imagine how I finished the night. I would not return to my 
bed, but placed myself in a large easy chair, which served me 
habitually to sleep in ; and there, though more composed, I 
could not get so much as an hour’s nap. The shock had had 
such an effect upon me, that Sabatier and Pclletan declared I 
had narrowly escaped two calamities, which might have been 
the consequence of Josephine’s imprudence — epilepsy and 
death. 

The winter which followed my mother’s recovery was ex- 
tremely gay, though the expedition to Egypt was resolved 
upon, and almost every family was occupied by its own par- 
ticular interests. But, op the other hand, several thousand 
families were rejoiced by jtlie return of brothers, sons, fathers, 
husbands; people began to breathe more freely; they were 
happier than they had been for three years past ; they fully 
enjoyed this happiness, without thinking of the future, without 
considering that it was as liable to be broken as a glass. 
‘Almost the whole of the Bonaparte family was at Paris, col- 
lected about Joseph, who was now the head of it. The General 
did not willingly yield this prerogative: he could not by right 
arrogate it to himself," but in fact he exercised it, and that with- 
out appeal.* 4 

* On this occasion I shall correct a statement of Boorricnne, in his Me- 
moirs. By vm by I shall have numerous Observations to make on other matters 
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The 18th Fructidor had produced a strange effect on the 
different societies of Paris. Many emigrants, who had returned 
before that memorable day, built strong hopes upon the in- 
fluence which they had over several deputies of the Council of 
Ancients, and still more of the Council of Five Hundred. It was 
the latter body in particular that it was their interest to win : but 
it was much more difficult to airive at any result with young en- 
thusiastic minds, thoroughly republican, and thoroughly resolved 
to maintain the revolutionary institutions. It was therefore 
towards the Council of Five Hundred that the eyes of all the 
projectors of counter-revolutions were directed; and there were 
then great^numbers of them in Pans. All the agitators re- 
paired to the capital, which became the focus of the different 
parties. A counter-revolution was never neaier than at this 
moment. To be fully convinced of this, we ought to ^collect 
the various political societies at that time not only toleiated but 
authorized ; and among these societies it is well known the club 
of Clichy was one of the most powerful. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

Sketch of society at Pans pnoi to the 18 th Fruchdor — Civic files and dinners in 
the sheets — Grecian and Roman fa^hions^-Antique costumes— The Jncroy- 
obtn and the club of Chchy — Presumption and infatuation of the Faubourg 
Saint-Ceimam — Poi trait of Marshal Angei eau — Consequences of the 18 th 
TYuctidoi and deportations — Cruelty of the Dnectory — Bonaparte the author 
of the 18 th Fiuctid or— Joseph Bonapatte in the hive Hundred — Madame 
Joseph — Moderpoiselle ( laiy, Queen of Sweden—Bemadotte’s mariia^e— 
Poi trait of Joseph Bona parte — The Bonaparte family — Bonaparte in Pans — 
Preparations for the expedition to Egypt —Portrait of Louis Bonaparte. 

At the period of which I am Heating, a company that was at 
all numerous offered a cuuou 1 subject for study. The contem- 
porary Memoirs do not describe sufficiently, for the information 
of future times, so singular an aspect eff our Resolution. In the 
times of the Fronde and of the League, the poweiful nobles and 
the great vassals fought for or against the sovereign ; history was 
on the field of battle, or in the mtenor of certain castles; the 

which more neaily concern me, in the person of my husband, and m that of the 
Empeior. In the first volume, Bonn lenne quotes an entire letter, which he 
ascribes to Madame Bacciochi .* m this he is wrong, for that letter is from 
Christine Boyer the first wife of Lucien, as the mere perusal of it should have 
been sufficient to convince him. The inaccuracy which 1 have here pointed out 
is wholly unimportant, and I am suie that it has escaped the notice of almost 
all those persons who have read M. de Boumenne's Memoirs. In order to re- 
cognise at first sight the precise position of each member of the Bonaparte 
family* a person must have been as intimate with them all as I was. 
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destinies of the people? werenot discussed, with an almost serious 
look, in a gtoup or twenty young heads ; the most important 
interests, the ministerial decisions, the most momentous matters, 
were not submitted to inexperience. Yet this is what we have 
long witnessed ; this is what I should like to describe. I allude 
to the time when our reason, evidently deranged, though our 
character was wonderfully fine, set us a playing at parades for 
the amusement of rational people. Why not treat more largely 
of the national feasts, given from a good motive, but rendered 
ludicrous by the burlesque manner in which every thing was 
conducted? This folly was intense, and lasted long enough to 
he entitled to a place in the memoirs of the time. I am the 
mdVe decidedly of this opinion, since all the actors in these droll 
«6enes were of the number of our legislators. The republican mania 
did notfconfine itself to decreeing a republic. When the partisans 
of this state of things perceived that it was an Utopia not to be 
realized, they contented themselves with insisting on keeping 
the patriotic goddesses, the civic feasts. They dined in the open 
air, which was rather annoying when the wind was high ; or in 
the street, which was always filthy. But people dined in coilh 
mon at Sparta; it was right, therefore, that they should dine in 
common at Paris : too happy in having escaped the black broth. 
At that period, too, young men ran about the streets as real 
sans-culottes, with a short tunic and a mantle, or rather an ample 
toga, for they borrowed a bit from all the republics ; that is to 
say, to do mischief — 

“ Et Lycuiguc cnsei^nail it biulei les chateaux.”* 

But, as for the republic par excellence , we shall talk a good 
deal about it, but we shall not take it for our model in any 
particular. 

The company kept by my mother, and by a lady, or rather a 
gentleman, of her acquaintance (for the husband decided every 
thing in that house), was composed of a great number of persons 
of diametrically opposite opinions. The artists and literary men 
talked and dieamt of nothing but a republic. Young men, 
dressed completely in thq Grecian style, as I have already ob- 
served, weie seen gravely r walking in their white togas with red 
borders, stopping under one of the entrances of the Louvre, and 
discussing beneath the porch the gravest interests of the state. 
They did not laugh, but held their chins with one hand, saluted 
each other by wagging the head, and strove, in short, to play the 
old Homans, even the youngest of them, as well as they could. 
Don’t suppose that there were only two or three of these young 
maniacs ; there were two or three hundred of them at least*+ 

♦ Satire de Berchoux. 

+ It is wdi ktpMft that at tbe time of the Revolution, about the year 1794, 
the pupils 6f David, and of another painter, dressed themselves in the Grecian 
and Roman style. / 
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But the republican party was not the only one about, the tune; 
of the 21st and 22d of May, and even the 4th of October; 
there were in Paris a great number of young men of good fami- 
lies, who had adopted a costume peculiar to themselves. This 
was a gray frock-coat with a black collar, a black or green 
cravat, nair en oreiiles de chien , plaited, powdered and fastened 
up with a comb, and a thick cudgel in the hand. This was tire 
costume of the Clichyans in particular. At the Manege, or at 
the society of the Rue de Bac, the wearer of a queue would have 
been knocked on the head, as was proved in more than one* 
instance. As for the sham Greek, he was perfectly safe ; people 
contented themselves with laughing at him to his face. 

I have already observed, that a numerous company was a truly 
curious subject for examination. My mother’s drawing-roo^ 
exhibited this species of mosaic-work. The Faubousg Saint 
Germain, however, predominated in it, not merely in point of 
number, but because my mother held the opinions of that 
party. M. de I’Aigle, M. de Noailles, M. de Rastignac, 
M. d’Hautefort, Madame de Caseaux, Madame de Lostanges, 
Madame de Chalais, Madame de Contades, M. de Perigord^ 
Madame de Lamarliere, Madame de Brissac, Madame de Ver- 


f ennes, M. Alex. Delaborde, M. de Caulaincourt, Madame de 
laille, Madame de Fontanges, Albert d’Orsay, and many more, 
if not the intimate friends, belonged to the ordinary company at 
my mother’s. Then came persons who held Ciichyan opinions, 
and yet were not people of any note. Of this number I could 
name several personages, who would not be best pleased about 
it at this time of day. 

Some time after my mother’s illness, there w>as a great talk of 
a Revolution being about to take place. That illness had left 
behind a nervous affection, which required the utmost caution 
to spare my mother every kind of shock, whether moral or phy- 
sical : the slamming of a door caused a palpitation for an hour. 
It was necessary also to avoid whatever was liable to excite any 
emotion. She who had been so strong and so courageous, had 
now become timorous and faint-hearted. I trembled, therefore. 


in my turn cm receiving this intelligence. “ What/’ said I, 
u more alarms ! Shall we never be at t peace ! ” Alas! who would 
have thought that, thirty-two years later, I should be daily 
repeating, without the hope of better times, “ What [ more 
alarms l” . 


This Revolution was the 4th of September. As I do not mean to 
write a history of the Revolution, I shall not dwell upoii this 
day, but only touch upon it as far as concerns my friends. 
Many were included in that fatal list, on which any one might 
insert the name ,of him whom he wished to proscribe and perse- 
cute. I knew two unfortunate men, who bore each other a 
grudge : thei^opinions were royalist and constitutional. On the 
3d, one of them proscribed; on the 4 th, he was proscribed; 
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on the 6th, both of them were* The most curious pari of the 
business was, that they were each ruined by the other* A 

A point worthy of remark in our character is, that levity 
governs and guides every thing within us. But there is a class 
in France, in which this levity attains such a degree of force, if 
I may so express myself, as to acquire consistence. Then, in- 
deed, it ceases to deserve the name of levity ; it becomes a 
reckless intolerable self-conceit — a confidence in every scheme— 
a Contempt for all advice, that borders on insanity. And do you 
know where this quality is to be found, in spite of experience 
which cries out to thetn — make use of your reason? why, in 
this same Faubourg Saint-Germain. There you will find together 
With, the most brilliant valour, the most chivalrous honour, and 
a hundred distinguished qualities, this absolute lack of reason, 
judgment, and of brains. The most absurd plans rank first. 
They take no heed of the rumbling of the thunder; they dance 
upon a volcano, and make merry. You warn them, and they 
laugh you to scorn. 

At the period of which I am speaking, about the 31st of 
August, my mother cautioned a friend of my father, who, having 
returned from emigration, had thrust himself in among these 
unfortunate Clichyans* My mother said to him, “ 1 know that 
another revolution is impending ; it will, perhaps, be a sangui- 
nary one, and here are my proofs.” She put into his hands 
evidences confirming what she said. “ Pooh !” replied M. de 
Behaut, making a pirouette , “ your news is a hundred years old. 
The Directory will never dare to attack such a party as ours. 
Recollect, that all France is on our side. Had we not agreed 
to spare the lives of a few men, some seven or eight heads which 
we do not choose to strike off, that business would have been 
settled a month ago.” His tranquil look was truly admirable. 
In this respect almost all the Clicnyans were alike. Their eyes 
were covered with a bandage. In regard to their position and 
th$r weight, as an acting, deliberative society, they had — what 
shall I call it? — an incredible presumption; and yet, on the 
same day, they knew nothing of the danger that threatened them 
four days afterwards. They wanted money to organize some- 
thing or other in their club, and the person whom they had ap- 
pointed treasurer, went about seeking it, and applying for a loan 
of a thousand crowns to carry on what they called the admi- 
nistration. It was truly pitiful. 

At length came that terrible day, the 4th September. I call 
it terrible, because the establishment of a republic in France, 
such as the fond dreams of our hearts represent it, may be im- 
practicable, but still we had one, even in the Directory. After 
the institution of this dictatorship, or* of this royalty in five 
volumes, tattfr* of this republic had daily fallen under the 
blows : of. •'d^:JKiectic« , y itself and the anarchists : at mw rate, 
some part bf it was yet left, 'phis Bolemn day utteily de- 
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stroyed it The republic, whose foundation* had been cemented 
by the pure and glorious blood of the martyrs of the Gironde, 
had vanished, was dispelled like a dream : the blood of the vic- 
tim® alone had left reprobatory recollections. 

The conduct of the Directory on this occasion displayed 
ability. That body acted at first with a cunning, and afterwards 
with a boldness worthy of a better cause. In fact, the army of > 
Italy exercised over us, at that time, the ascendancy to which * 
we bowed at a later period; and General Augereau did but 
execute prescribed and circumstantial orders. He was a man ‘ 
who might possess that daring spirit which hurries along i 
thousands of soldiers in its tram : but, for directing a political 
movement, for organizing the simplest machination, he was«a 
mere cipher. Not only was he a soldier, but his manners Were 
those of a soldier : every thing about him betrayed the unedu- 
cated man. His vanity wa», nevertheless, inordinate* We met 
him sometimes at a house where my mother visited a good deal, 
that of M. Saint-Sardos. I confers that his manner not only 
excited in me that disgust which must be felt by a young 
female, accustomed to see none but well-bred people but there * 
was superadded that which I experienced as a warm admirer of 
General Bonaparte, on account of his campaigns in Italy \ it » 
put me out of temper to think that this booby, as I called him, 
should presume, in his pride, to dispute the palm of glory with 
Bonaparte. My mother, who was not always of my way of 
thinking relative to Bonaparte, agreed with me in my opinion 
on this subject. 

As to the consequences of that ciucl day, they were such as 
might have beeu expected. The Direetoiy triumphed as it had 
fought, in a cowardly and baibarous manner. It was well aware 
that royalty had been called for, not so much out of love to the 
royal family, as out of liatied to itself; the Directory knew 
this, and took a base revenge. When 1 consider what France 
was when that body began to undermine the sacred edifice, I 
cannot find in my heart any pity for such of its members as 
complained that they were duped on the 8th November; their 
punishment was a great deal too mild. 

The consequences of the 4th September gave us cause to re- 
gret deeply the proscription and exile of several of our friends. 
During many days, we durst scarcely inquire about persons for 
whom we felt an interest; and a new terror, as it were, reigned 
in Paris. The events of September communicated a rapid and 
painful movement to society in Paris. Almost every family 
mourned a relative or a friend. My mother was deeply 
afflicted : her opinions and her affections were wounded : there 
was more than enough to distress a good heart and a warm 
head. 

The peal that gave the signal for the 4th September, came 
from Italy ; it was the hand of Bonaparte that rang it ; he was 
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determined to crush the royalist party in the assembly# The 
<51ichyans, by refusing Joseph, mi d I believe Lucien, had i«~ 
ceased him ; and, from that moment, so Junot told me, he swore 
that the men of the guilty party* as he called it, should not see 
the close of the year while on their curule chairs* After the 
departure of the unfortunate proscripts, Joseph Bonaparte Was 
nominated deputy of the Liamone to the Council of Five Hun^ 
dred. He then completed the fitting-up of his pretty house* 
in the Rue du Rocher, and prepared to receive company : he 
was expecting his mother and his youngest sister, Caroline* 
Mademoiselle Desiree Clary had just married Bemadotte. We 
were at the wedding, which took place in a very plain manner, 
hbJoseph’s house. Mademoiselle Clary was rich, and extremely 
pleasing in person and manners ; Bernadette made a very good 
match# 

Of all Bonaparte’s brothers, none have been so erroneously 
judgedy and that universally, as Joseph. I have read a multi- 
tude of memoirs, and every where found a false mask substituted 
for the real face of this man ; so that it is this caricature and 
not himself on which judgment has been passed. Joseph, 
moreover, is not the only one of the family that I shall replace 
in his proper light ; and this I can do with the greater facility, 
because all its members are as well known to me as my own 
relations, in consequence of an intimate association of many 
years, at a period long anterior to their metamorphosis. 

My brother was particularly intimate with Joseph. I know 
not when this friendship commenced ; but I believe that it was 
at the time when my brother, in order to escape the requisition, 
was at Marseilles and Toulon with Salicetti. 

Joseph Bonaparte is one of the most excellent men that can 
be met with : he is good-natured, intelligent, a cultivator of 
French and Italian literature, fond of retirement', but not out of 
affectation. Much has been said, but to no purposey relative to 
the weak conduct of Joseph at Naples and in Spain. I know 
dot what he did, or what he could have done at Naples; but 
this I know, that in Spain he could do no better, because he 
we^t fhere wholly against his inclination, and it distressed him 
Exceedingly to be obliged to go to that unhappy country, filled 
with troubles and discussions, where the dagger or the blunder- 
buss threaten you every moment ; a country where all the good 
that he did, and I am certain that he did a great deal, was ac~ 
Counted only as a duty performed. No, no: the man who has 
bean good, honourable, virtuous, for a long series of years, does 
n ot change all at Once and become cowardly and even wicked* 
That cannot be true. 

Joseph is handsome, very like the Princess Pauline. They 
have both the same delicate features, the same winning smile* 
tbe same%Ad look. Joseph has ahvays been a great favourite 
with our family. At Montpelier, after his father bad breamed 
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lm last mother’s arms, Joseph came to live with unclh 
i^cfcfvTO^the house of my parents. I mention this circuit 
stance again, because Joseph never forgot it; on the contrary, 
he always tendered me his hand, to testify his gratitude for 
what my mother had done for him. 

Madame Joseph Bonaparte is an angel of goodness. Pro* j 
nounce her name, and all the indigent, all the unfortunate in \ 
Paris, Naples, and Madrid, will repeat it with blessings ; yet she I 
was never at Madrid, and knew nothing of that foreign land but- j 
from the accounts of it that were given to her. Never did she 
hesitate a moment to set about what she conceived to be her 
duty. Accordingly Madame de Survilliers* is adored by all < 
about her, and especially by her own household: her unaltar* 
able kindness, her active charity, gain her the love of every 
body, and in the land of exile she has found a seconds native! 
country. 

She was fondly attached to her sister, the Queen of Sweden* 
The latter is an excellent, and in my opinion an inoffensive 
creature ; but she has one defect which her present situation 
renders almost a vice — she is a mere cipher. Her character 
has no colour. Nay, more, she may easily be persuaded to do 
any person an ill turn, because she is not .aware of the drift of 
the procedure. For the rest, I recollect the Queen of Sweden 
being prodigiously fond of every thing that was melancholy and ■ 
romantic . The latter term was then unknown ; since one knows 
what it means, it has not quite so strong a resemblance to in* i 
sanity. 

When she married Bernadotte, she had a face of which I 
shall say nothing, because we were then thought to be exceed- 
ingly like each other. She had very fine eyes and a most 
pleasing smile. Lastly, she had not too much embonpoint, as at 
the time of her ‘departure for Sweden, and she was altogether a 
very agreeable person. She was fond of her husband, which 
was natural enough ; hut that fondness became a downright an* 
noyance to the poor Beamese, who, having nothing of a hero of 
romance in his composition, was sometimes extremely perplexed 
by the part. She was continually in tears, when he had gone 
out because he was absent; when he Was going out, more tears ; 
and when he came home, she still we?pt because he would have 
to go away again, perhaps in a week, but at any rate he would 
have to go. 

Lucien and his wife arrived at Paris at the same time, I be* 
lieve,. as also Madame Leetitia and Caroline Bonaparte. The 
General came to Paris, and afterwards set out again for Toulon. 
The Egyptian expedition w r as in preparation. Applications from 
all quarters poured in from young men, who, in ignorance of the 

Ihe Queen has taken it too, a^d 
m G$ip»any* .• , • ^ 
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' but ■ fao|^ ^t^ ^^«ik)glit' : be - for- ^ 

Jl^glabd, enrolled themseivesin crowds. ■ • -Every . bodywftnted 
to accompany it. 

, ; h In sketching the different portraits of the Bonaparte family, 
I have said nothing of Louis, Jerome, or Caroline. The two 
latter were very young at the period of which I am treating. 

T Louis Bonaparte was engaging at eighteen : subsequently his 
infirmities gave him the appearance of an old man before his 
time: this rendered him morose in appearance, and in reality 
miserable. He resembled the Queen of Naples when he was 
young and in health : there was the same cast of countenance, 
and the same expression in the look, when the features of the 
Queen of Naples were at rest ; but, as soon as they were ani- 
mated by her smile or her look, all resemblance vanished. 

Louis is a mild, easy, good-natured man. The Emperor, 
with his whim of making kings of all his brothers, could not 
find one who would fall in with it. His sisters on the contrary 
seconded him, for they were devoured by ambitiofi; but on this 
point the men have always shown a firm and determined will. 
Louis told him as much when he was setting out for Holland. 
u I will do what I like/’ said the young king to his brother 
u Let me act freely or let me remain here. I will not go to go- 
vern a country, where I shall be known only by disaster.” 

The Emperor was absolute in his will. He sent Louis to 
Holland : the unfortunate young man went to experience a 
slow and cruel agony among its canals and marshes. The 
greater part of his present ailments proceed from that damp 
atmosphere, particularly unhealthy for a child of the south, 
like him. He obeyed, and his wife was destined there to feel 
the keenest anguish : her maternal heart was wrung by the death 
of her first-born. # 

* The eldest of the children of Louis and Ilortense Beauharnais, died of the 
croup at Hague, in 1804. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

itestoratiou of Society — Good company at public assemblies— Fashionable . 
parties — The Bonaparte family at Paris — Portrait of Lucien — Bonaparte 
ipaakes himself head of the family — Arrival of his mother and sister fcaroline 
at Paris — Portrait of Caroline Bonaparte— Madame Bacciocfti — Madame 
Leclerc and Paulette. 

After tlx^y4th September, our society presented a most sin- 
gular aspeofc. Among the returned emigrants there we% as l 
nave already pblserved, agreat/nunber of old aequaintances of 
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. my ! sshes, ■. still full of apprehensions* and veriest apr 
prehensions to<v were glad to find a dmwtbg^room where, while 
they could talk with tolerable freedom, they met several noted 
characters of the day, old friends, young acquaintance, all upon 
the same footing ana talking in the same tone, because the mis- 
tress of the house held her sceptre with a firm hand, and would 
not suffer discussions to degenerate into quarrels. This was a 
meritorious mode of procedure at that time, when people made 
themselves hoarse with bawling whenever politics were men- 
tioned* 

At a former period, people cured you of your sore throat by 
cutting it for you. They had now, however, got tired of this 
remedy, by far too heroic, as it is said, in modem medicine* 
We were no longer summoned before the revolutionary tribunal, 
because we had an income of fifty thousand livres, because, to 
confess the truth, nobody had such an income, at least to ap- 
pearance, The Moniteur indeed was no longer daily dishonoured 
by sanguinary lists; but there were yet left the Temple, the 
plain of Crenelle, and deportations; though the horizon had 
cleared, there were still heard, as at the conclusion of violent 
storms, those isolated peals of thunder which almost always 
follow the tempest. 

Notwithstanding all this, people recovered their gaiety : they 
went to dine at taverns, they would dance at public gardens, 
or take ice at a coffee-house ; for it avails us nothing to ennoble 
things by giving them other names, in order to impose upon 
ourselves. Verry's, the balls at the Richelieu, Tivoli, and Mar- 
beuf rooms, as well as at the Pavilion de Hanovre and Frascati, 
were in fact no more than what 1 have mentioned above; but 
this did not prevent good company from flocking thither and 
seeking amusement. 

Amidst this* dissipated life, and those pleasures which were 
sought as diversions from the remembrance of so many past 
sorrows and so many apprehensions for the future, a strange 
meeting of opposite parties took place. It began in my mother's 
house, and, strange to tell, it was the Bonaparte family that first 
found itself face to face with the ancien regime . 

To introduce things in their propel’ places, I must here say 
something more about Lucien Bonaparte, with whom, as the 
reader has seen, I had recently become acquainted. "Lucien’s 
destiny has been more extraordinary, perhaps, than that of any 
of tiie members of his family. Almost till the 8th of November, 
he remained in comparative obscurity, as the- reader may have 
already inferred* 

At the period I am speaking of, that is in 1797, Lucien might 
be about twenty-two years of age : he was tall, ill-shaped, hav- 
ing limbs like those of the field-spider, and a small head, which, 
■with his tall stature, would have made him unlike his brothel, 
had not his physiognomy attested their common parentage* 
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Laden *was very near-sighted, which made him half shut his 
eyes and stoop his head. This defect would therefore have 
jgiven him an unpleasing air, if his smile, always in harmony 
with his features had not imnarted something agreeable to his 
\ countenance. ( Thus, though ne was rather plain, he pleased 
( generally. He had very remarkable success with women who 
jwere themselves very remarkable, and that long before his bro- 
ther arrived at power. With respect to understanding and 
I talent, Lucien always displayed abundance of both. In early 
; youth, when he met with a subject that he liked he identified 
himself with it : he lived at that time in an ideal world. Thus, 
at eighteen, the perusal of Plutarch carried him into the Forum 
artli the Pyraeus. He was a Greek with Demosthenes, a Roman 
with Gicero : he espoused all the ancient glories, but he was 
intoxicated with those of our own time. Those who, because 
itbey bad no conception of this enthusiasm, alleged that he was 
jiealous of his brother, have asserted a wilful falsehood, if they 
fbave not fallen into a most egregious error. This is a truth for 
which I can pledge myself. But I would not with equal confi- 
dence assert the soundness of his judgment at this same period, 

I when Bonaparte, at the age of twenty-five, laid the first stone of 
| the temple which he<*dedicated to his immortality. Not natu- 
| Tally disposed, by the grandeur of his genius, to view things in 
j a fantastic light, and attaching himself solely to their reality, 
j Bonaparte proceeded direct to the goal with a firm and steady 
j$tcp. He had in consequence the meanest idea of those who 
jjkept travelling on, as he expressed it, in the kingdom of fools. 
From this rigorous manner of judging persons of ardent imagi- 
nations, it may be supposed that Lucien was smartly reprimanded 
whenever he addressed to him any of the philippics or catilinaria 
of the young Roman. He forgot that he himself, a few years 
before, whilst still in Corsica, had given proof of equally violent 
exaltation. 

To the portrait of Lucien I shall add that of his wife Chris- 
tine, though I have already spoken of her ; but she was such an 
excellent creature, that whoever writes her eulogy may be par- 
doned some repetitions. 

Madame Lucien was tall, well-shaped, slender, and had in her 
figure and carriage that native grace and ease which are imparted 
by the air and sky of the south ; her complexion was dark, and 
she was pitted with the smallpox ; her eyes were not large, and 
her nose was rather broad and flat : in spite of all this, she was 
pleasing, because her look was kind, her smile sweet, as well as 
her voice; she was graceful, in short, and good as an angeL 
Her love for her husband rendered her quick in adapting herself 
to her position \ in a few weeks she became an elegant woman, 
wearing to admiration alb that issued from the hands of Leroi, 
Maidemoiselle Despaux, $md Madame Germon. 

Palis, Luiaen made but a short stay there : 
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on bis return from Germany, he and his wife settled in Paris, 
and lived at this period in Grande Rue Verte, Faubourg Saint- 
Honor^ 

Madame Bacciochi resided, like Lucien, in the Rue Verte. 
Madame Leeierc, who arrived from Italy soon after the period 
which l have just mentioned as that of the meeting of the family, 
took a house in the rue de la Ville-PEvdque. We formed of 
course nearly the centre of the Corsican colony, in the heart of 
Paris : thus not a day passed on which some of the brothers or 
sisters did not visit us, or we them. 

Caroline Bonaparte, who was called Annunriata, and who 
came with her mother from Marseilles, was then twelve ye§rs 
old. Handsome arms, small hands, delightful in form and white- 
ness, small well-turned feet, and a brilliant- co^iplexiotj—such 
were the characteristics of her beauty, with the addition of fine 
teeth, rosy cheeks, very fair but round shoulders, a figure rather 
too robust, and a manner not very elegant. Caroline was in other 
respects a very good girl, and we were as much together as my 
more intimate acquaintance with Mademoiselle de Perigord and 
Mademoiselle de Caseaux permitted. 

Caroline was placed in a boarding-school, at St. Germain, with 
Madame Campan, not to finish her education, for it had not 
even been begun. Of Madame Leclerc we saw more than of 
any other in the family. She came every day to my mother, who 
was very fond of her, and petted her — that is the right word— 
by passing over with more indulgence than her mother the 
thousand and one whims which were bred, gratified, and aban- 
doned in a day. Many people have extolled the beauty of 
Madame Leclerc: this is known from portraits, and even statues 
of her; still it is impossible to form any idea of what this lady, 
truly extraordinary as the perfection of beauty, then was, because 
she was not generally known till her return from St. Domingo, 
when she was already faded, nay withered, and nothing but the 
shadow of that exquisitely beautiful Paulette, whom we some- 
times admired as we admire a fine statue of Venus or Galatea* 
She was still fresh on her arrival at Paris from Milan : but this 
freshness was of short duration : by the time she had lived a 
year in Paris, she began to be a very different person from the 
Paulette of Milan. 

At this period she was an excellent creature : it has been said 
since that she was malicious, and this report has been spread 
even by persons of her household : I know not whether greatness 
changed her disposition. 


Madame Jonot*— vol. u 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

Auction of Bonaparte to the establishment of his family — Amoors of Bona- 
parte, and a box at the Feydeau — Levity of Josephine — Coldness between my 
mother and Bonaparte — Marquis de Caulamcourt — The two hi others, 
Armarfd and An^uste — Madame de Thelusson, and Madame de Mornay — 
Fashions — Bonaparte at Pans — Long and mlciesting conversation between 
Bonaparte and my brother — Piojected expedition — Implacable hatred against 
England. 

General Bonaparte was anxious to see all bis family com- 
fortably settled at Paris before he left Europe ; but knowing that 
the republican generals were charged with rapacity, he did not 
wish his family to live in such splendour as might afford cause 
for malicious interpretations. Nothing w ? as more simple than 
the style of Joseph’s house, though at the same time it was 
respectably appointed. Bonaparte had also laid down rules for 
the guidance of Madame Bonaparte’s conduct in this respect: 
had they been followed, this conquest over Josephine’s spirit of 
dissipation would have surpassed the conquest of Egypt which 
he was about to undertake. 

General Bonaparte, though younger than Joseph, and 
though his mother was still living, assumed from this 
moment the ascendancy and authority of a father and head 
over his family. The instructions which he left for their 
guidance were truly remarkable, and surprised my mother ; she 
had not seen him at her house since her decided quarrel with 
him on account of my cousin Stephanopoli*. Naturally proud, 
she was now as glad to avoid Bonaparte as a few years before 
abe had been anxious to meet him. The behaviour of the young 
General had deeply hurt her, and the indifference which he had 
hhown in excusing himself, completely incensed her against him ; 
but, subsequently, her excellent understanding made allowances 
for all that might then have occupied the head of such a man. 
Bonaparte was about this time as fond of his wife as his 
nature allowed him to be, when his faculties were wholly devoted 
to the vast projects he had himself conceived. No doubt he 
loved Josephine, but those who have asserted that he loved her 
more than «e ever did any other woman, have not followed him 

* ’ 

* He died lately, at Nemll|, in copequence of having cut a com on his foot* 
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through his early life, nor discovered him in the character of a 
romantic lover: they have not seen him redden, turn pale, 
tremble, nay even weep. At the old Feydeau theatre, there was 
a box. No. 11, in the first tier, which Knew much more about 
this matter than they do. 

His love for his wife was not of the same nature. He loved 
her, no doubt, but without making of her one of those divinities 
which dazzle the acutest understanding, and prevent it from per- 
ceiving any imperfection, moral or personal, in the beloved 
object. Besides, there was an ingredient in his composition 
that tempered the effect of it, I mean the alleged gratitude which, 
more particularly about the time gf his return from Italy, every 
one said that Bonaparte owed to his wi 

Madame Bonaparte shewed a total wanSfc£^qjdcnce, not only 
in not imposing silence on those who spread this fepoit, out also 
in giving it consistence by her continual confidences to a whole 
host of flatterers, and, above all, of’ intriguers, who never carried 
the weight of the secret more than an hour. I know that Bona- 
parte had been informed of the authority, if I may be allowed 
the term, which Madame Bonaparte gave to the absurd report 
which the enemies of Napoleon, and he had many already, 
circulated respecting him. It may easily be conceived, then, 
how his spirit mjifot have been wounded, when he saw himself 
the object of a contemptuous look, when he heard the expression, 
“ It is his wife’s influence that upholds him,” This wa3 false 
and ridiculous ; but it was said ; and whoever knew Bonaparte 
well must be aware, that nothing more was required to produce 
an extraordinary effect upon him. 

Bonaparte was acquainted with the inconsistency of his wife ; 
accordingly, he recommended her to abstain above all things 
from talking about politics, a subject which she knew nothing 
of, and which could not fail to lead to conversations liable to 
compromise him. “ What you say is supposed to come from 
me,” he would frequently observe to her ; " keep silence, and 
then my enemies, and you arc surrounded by them, will not 
have it in their power to draw silly inferences from your words.” 

I have already observed, that the tjoolness which had taken 
place between my mother and General Bonaparte, instead of 
feeing removed, had been confirmed by my mother’s keeping 
aloof from him. We met him but very rarely at the houses of 
his brothers ; and ho called on us only three times, I believe, 
during his stay at Paris. It is not, therefore, as an eye-witness, 
that I relate what I have just stated ; but we were perhaps better' 
informed of all that passed in the house of the General than if j 
we had spent an hour there every day. My mother, notwitfo* * 
standing her irritation, had the strongest attachment to Napa* 
leon; she well knew, without however admitting it, that she had 
been to blame in the foolish quarrel ahout our cousin Stephano- 
poli, and this inward conviction was sufficient to render her still 

l 2 
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more solicitous to know all that concerned the happiness or 
unhappiness of a child whom she had brought up. This infor- 
mation, moreover, came to us from a much more authentic 
source than any thing that we might have learned from the com- 
plaints of the Bonaparte family. My mother, with her excellent 
understanding, knew that prejudice squints when it looks, and 
lies when it talks. Now, the whole family detested Madame 
Bonaparte. Was there a just cause for this hatred ? We shall 
see by and by : all I say for the present is, that the enmity was 
strong and, I believe, heartily returned. 

My mother had found again an old friend in her neighbour- 
hood, M. de Caulaincourt, whose hotel, in the Rue Joubert, 
warnot above a hundredepaces from our house. To name him 
is sufficient to call.to*£ae minds of those who knew this excel- 
lent mdh all tlfat is good, honourable, and honoured. The 
Marquis de Caulaincourt was likewise a friend of Madame 
Bonaparte ; he had rendered her very great services. Of what 
nature, I know not; but my mother knew 7 : they must have 
been very important ; for subsequently, on the day that his two 
sons were presented to the first Consul, when M. de Caulain- 
court described to my mother the truly remarkable reception 
which Bonaparte had ‘given to himself and his sons, “Indeed, 
I can easily believe it,” said my mother ; “ if even the merits of 
Arrnand and Auguste had not required this distinction, the gra- 
titude which his wife owes you would have imperatively com- 
manded it.” M. de Caulaincourt approached my mother's bed, 
for she was lying down at the time, and whispered to her for a 
few moments. “No, no,” said my mother, “'tis not enough. 
Consider besides that your sons may aspire to every thing. 
Where do you find men possessing their qualifications, and who 
moreover have at their age their military renown V* 

M. de Caulaincourt was therefore a frequent visiter at the 
house of Madame Bonaparte. He gave her advice, which she 
listened to without following. He had a real friendship for her, 
and he proved it unequivocally ; but Madame Bonaparte was 
excessively frivolous and fickle, with the appearance of good- 
nature. M. de Caulaincourt soon became disliked, though he 
was far from suspecting it; and subsequently, when, in conse- 
quence of my marriage, I formed one of the select circle at the 
TuiMeries, I did not wound his heart by telling him that he was 
called tbe dotard. 

M. de Caulaincourt was like a living tradition of a period 
which our fathers themselves considered as belonging to another 
age. His sons did not resemble him. Arrnand, afterwards 
Duke of Vicenza, had much of the look of his mother ; Auguste 
was not like any body, neither was Madame de Saint- Aignan, 
formerly Madama de, Tbelusson. As for Madame de Morriiy, 
now Madame d’Esternau, she was a fine woman, and had miicn 
of the elegant carriage ind manners of Arrnand* 
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M. deCaulaincourt was a man of such an original stamp, that 
I should look around me in vain at the present day, for any one 
resembling him. His features had been very delicate in his 
youth, and, though short in stature, he was perfectly well made. 
He had dark expressive eyes, to which, however, he seldom gave 
a severe expression. Many years have since passed, and yet 
my recollection of M. de Caulaincourt is so strong, that me- 
thinks, at this moment, I can see him alighting from his horse 
at my mother’s door, on Iris return from Madame Bonaparte, 
Hue Chantereine. Never shall I forget that pretty pony, which 
fashion led him to choose : he paid all his visits upon horse* 
back, like a country apothecary. Having formerly been a ca- 
valry officer, highly esteemed ir^tlis corps, he had retained, in 
spite of time, reform, and revolutiS^the clumsy jackpots, 
long queue, coat with large metal buttohdjjyjdwaistcmn with 
flaps. Below these flaps hung two immense wateh-chSlns, with 
such a collection of trinkets, that, when I did not hear the usual 
noise made by the horse and himself, their jingle, as soon as he 
began to ascend the stairs, apprised me of his approach. He 
was thoroughly convinced that the most graceful fashion of the 
day could not stand a comparison with his ; and, to speak the 
truth, I should be puzzled to tell which was most laughable, he, 
or a young iticrot/able of that time, buried in a muslin cravat two 
yards wide, with a coat, the skirts of which reached little lower 
than the hips, whilst pantaloons, ample enough to make a 
gown, gave to the lower part of his person the appearance of a 
woman. Add to this capricious costume, hair tailing in long 
thick cork-screws over the immense cravat, and a hat, so ex- 
tremely small, that it was difficult to keep it upon the head, 
which it scarcely covered. 

M. de Caulaincourt called me his daughter, and I called him 
my little papfr. Armand, afterwards grand-equerry to the 
Emperor, and I, were long accustomed, even at court, to call 
one another brother and sister. The portrait of the Duke of 
Vicenza has not been favourably drawn by prejudice and envy. 
He was not liked. He was perhaps rather too much convinced 
of his superiority over most of those who formed the military 
circle of the Emperor, and this conduction gave him an air of 
reserve which superficial persons took for haughtiness. He was 
clever, and had as much the manners of a gentleman as any man 
in France. His brother was far from being equal to him. 
Auguste’s temper was by no means agreeable, and I have fre- 
quently heard my mother reprimand him severely for unpolite- 
ness, even to the friends of his father. At this period both 
brothers were with their regiments. 

General Bonaparte, after staying but a few weeks at Paris, 
when bn the point of leaving Europe with the chance of never 
returning, had been influenced by a feeling of violent irritation. 
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My brother, who in Italy bad always kept upon the best terms 
with the General, had called to see him at Bonaparte's request* 
Albert went several times, and always came back more and 
more certain that Napoleon was excessively mortified by the 
course of events. “ 1 plainly perceive/’ said Albert, “ that his 
great spirit is too much compressed in that narrow centre, within 
which those needy Directors wish to confine it: it is a free 
flight in untrammelled space that such wings demand. He will 
die here ; he must begone. This morning/' added Albert, “ he 
said to me : ‘This Paris weighs me down like a cloak of lead P 
And then he paced to and fro.” 

“ And yet/’ replied Albert, “ never did grateful country hail 
more cordially one of its cl^J Jren. The moment you appear, 
th6 u «treets, the promen^ the theatres, ring with shouts of 
Vive tynaparte ! Tp" people love you, General.” 

While juiy bother thus spoke, Bonaparte looked stedfastlyat 
[him. He stood motionless, his hands crossed behind him, and 
; bis whole countenance expressing attention mingled with the live** 
best interest: lie then began walking again with a pensive look. 

' “ What think you of the East, Pennon !” he abruptly asked 

imy brother. “ You seem to have had an excellent education; 
for your father, I believe, originally destined you for the diplo- 
' matic line, did he not 1 ?” My brother replied in the affirmative. 

| “You speak the modern Greek, I believe?” Albert nodded 
\ assent. “And Arabic?” Albert answered in the negative, 

5 adding, that he could easily learn to speak it in the course of a 
? month. 

“ Indeed ! well, in that case I . . . here Bonaparte paused, 
as if fearful that he had said too much. He, nevertheless, re- 
verted to the subject a moment afterwards, and asked Albert if 
he had been at M. de Talleyrand's ball. “ That w r as a delight- 
ful jite,” he added ; “ my army of Italy would be very proud, 
if it knew that its commander had received such high honours. 
Yes, the Directors have done things nobly. I should not have 
supposed that they had such skill in paying compliments: what 
luxury!” He walked about for a considerable time without 
speaking, and then resumed : “ It was more magnificent than 
our royal entertainments of old. The Directory ought not thus 
to forget its republican origin. Is there not affectation in ap- 
pearing in such pomp before those who, in fact, can counter- 
balance its power ? I represent the army!” added Bonaparte, 
“yes, I represent the army, and the Directors know whether the 
army is at this moment powerful in France.” 

Nothing could be more true than this last insinuation of 
Bonaparte. At this period, the army actually possessed great 
influence; and a distant expedition was already much talked of 
in public. Bonaparte asked my brother several questions relate 
tiye to tbia#»ubject. Albert answered, that it was genemUy 
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believed that the projected expedition was destined against 
England. 

The smile that now played upon Napoleon's lips, as Albert 
afterwards told us, had so strange, so incomprehensible an ex- 
pression, that he could not tell what to make of it. 

“ England !” he then rejoined. “ So, you think in Paris, 
that we are going to attack it at last ? The Parisians are not 
mistaken ; it is indeed to humble that saucy nation that we are 
arming. England ! If my voice has any influence, never shall 
England have an hour’s truce. Yes, yes, war with England for 
ever, until its utter destruction* Pennon, if you choose, I will 
take you with me ; you speak fluently English, Italian, Greek. 
Yes, I will take you with me.” 

The conversation detailed hereit^he summary of jfrflat 
passed at five or six interviews. My^ l ^ y^er hear d^ro all 
quarters a variety of surmises concerning the pr^fti&^x pedi- 
tion. The secret was long kept, but at length it was divulged ; 
for Bonaparte, covetous of all kinds of glory, resolved to sun* 
round himself with the splendour which the arts and sciences 
impart to every thing. He laid the Institute itself under con- 
tribution. An immense battalion accompanied the new Alex- 
ander to the banks of the Nile, whence it was destined to bring 
back a trophy more brilliant than any that blood can give to 
posterity. 

As soon as my brother learned that the expedition was des- 
tined for so distant a country, his resolution was taken; he 
arranged his affairs and prepared for his departure. My mother, 
when she knew it, threw herself, in a manner, at his feet, en- 
treating him not to forsake her. Albert needed no second sup- 
plication ; he remained. 
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Family of Junot — His education — Ilis charalter — The battalion of the Cote 
d’Or — Junot a grenadier — Promoted to serjeant — The siege of Toulon — First 
meeting of Junot and Bonaparte — Extraordinary scene — J u not is Bonaparte's 
first aide-de-camp— Curious correspondence between Junot and his father — 
' liernarkable dream — Muiron and Marmont — Death of Muiron — Wounds of 
Junot — Inexplicable errors in the Memorial of St. Helena — Politeness of 
Junot — Adventures of Madame de Brionne at Dijon — She presents Junot 
with her portrait — Baron de Steyer. 

Among the young officers whom Bonaparte had introduced 
to my mother, when he was appointed to the command of the 
army of the interior, she distinguished one, as well on account of 
his manners, blunt without rudeness, and his open countenance, 
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Aft for the extreme attachment which he manifested for hisGeneral. 
Thift^ attachment bordered upon passion, f He manifested an en- 
thusiasm so touching, that my mother, whose elevated soul and 
loving heart were capable of appreciating all exalted sentiments 
had immediately distinguished Colonel J unot ; and, from that 
moment she felt the sheerest friendship for him. 1 was then quite 
A gh§> and never dreamt that the handsome colonel, with light 
hair,' elegant dress, engaging countenance, and yet serious look, 
would come three years afterwards, and, out of love, solicit the 
hand of the little girl, whom at that time he scarcely noticed. 

» Of all the officers composing Bonaparte’s staflj Colonel Junot 
had followed a destiny the most adventurous and the most for- 
tunate. Me bore, in recent sq.'rs, the glorious marks of a valour 
Yrhiub his bitterest eij* ^es have not attempted to deny him. 
The d^neral-in-ch’rfCiad lcnown how to appreciate it; and with 
the origin Ji ms fortune were connected several remarkable acts, 
afototuy of courage, but also of honour and geneiosity. It was 
siege of Toulon that the General had become acquainted 
mth him, and in a manner which, for its sing'. ini it _\, deser ’cs to 
Iks related at length. 

% Jupot was bom at Bussy-Legrand, in the deraiun* nt of the 
Cote d’Or,on the 24th September, 1771, and it ma) I e obstruct, 
by the way, that he received for a Christian name that ot the 
Saint whose festival happened to fall on the day of hi-, birth: 
hence he had the most singular name perhaps m France — it 
fees Andoche. What trouble this unlucky name gave in the 
sequel to the masters in the art of pleasing, who took it into 
their heads to celebrate the ruling powers. 

Junot’s parents were respectable bourgeois : his family was in 
easy circumstances. His mothei’s two brothers were, the one a 
physician at Paris, where he was de ; ervedly esteemed, and the 
Other first canon of the cathedial /f F.vieux, possessing good 
benefices, which he meant to leave‘Vo the eluer of his nephews, 
M. Jupot, who died Receiver-general of the Upper Sfioue. The 
abbe Bien-Ainje w r as a worthy priest . whose niemoiy 1 revere. 
He died bishop of Metz, in 1806, regretted by his whole diocese, 
the poor of whiclfcalled him le liien-homme. 

As, prior to the Revolution of 1789, the class of the bourgeoisie 
never put their sons into the army, Junot was destined lor the 
bar. His education, begun at Montbard, under an excellent man, 
named Heurte, of whom he frequently spoke with gratitude, was, 
completed at the college of Chatillon-enr-Seine. Here he first 
became acquainted with Marmont, who was a pupil at the same 
college, and her|i they contracted that friendship which nothing 
ever diminished, though both of them pursued the same career. 
This friendship ended only with Junot’s death in 1813. 

Juftot was aman of a vejy extraordinary character, which was 
not always defy appreciated by those about him, because he him- 
self sometimes threw an obstacle in the way, in consequence of a 
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defedtwhich really was a drawback from his many good qualities 
mean an extreme irritajfflity, easily excited in him by tne mere 
appearance of a fault. Wfltnever he had reason to suspect any 
one, more especially a peifpn under his command, of neglect in 
matters connected with th$ service, he could not help reproving 
him for it, and the more harshly, as, in the like case, he would 
have been just as severe towards one of his own relations. On 
such occasions his frankness did not allow him one circumlocu- 
tory word. 

Junot had a superior soul; he was a stranger to falsehood, 
and was endowed with a generosity which his enemies have 
endeavoured to represent as a vice, but which his numerous 
family, who for fifteen years hcfoke&o other support than him, a 
great number of crippled soldiers, (ft widows encumberef^with 
children, who received pensions and relief Sm*i hin^ wi $ never , 
call any thing but the yirtue of a noble heart. 

He possessed in an eminent degree the qualities of a good son, 
a warm friend, and an excellent father. 1 recollect Mr. Fox tell- 
ing me one day how he was struck, the preceding evening* when , 
leaving the opera-house, on seeing Junot paying as much atten- 
tion and respect to his mother as he could have done to the first 
peeress of England.* How many college friends, how many 
indigent relatives, has he succoured and saved ! How many un- 
grateful persons are there, to whom he was a patron, a brother, 
and whose fortunes lie made ! 

Junot doated ,on his children. Who can know, as I have done, 
all that anxiety, so strong and so tender, which he felt even in 
the midst of personal danger ! What letters lie would write me ! 
How affecting they were for their candour and ingenuousness ! 
At one time lie would inquire whether his boy had cut his tenth 
tooth. At another he wVuld say — “ But when shall you wean 
little Rodrigul' J ” And th-m his girls, what were they doing? 
were they grown ? did tlipy work at their needle 2 These details 
may appear trivial ; but - chose letters were written under the fire 
of the enemy, amid the snows of Russia, or perhaps an hour 
after receiving a wound, which had not even been dressed. I 
preserve all those invaluable letters. They shall descend as a 
sacred inheritance to my children. « 

Having begun life with the Revolution, Junot was absolutely 
one of its children. He was scarcely twenty when the first 
roll of the drum was heard. A war-cry rang throughout the 
kingdom : the most discreet panted for combat ; all were tired 
of repose. Had not Junot been my husband, I should tell how 
he became all at once a young Achilles. Suddenly smitten with 
a passion for arms, he wholly forgot the luxurious and indolent 
life which till then lie had led. It was then that he entered 

* Mr. Fox meant by no means to satirize France by appearing to think it 
admirable that a son should give his arm to his mother. It was the extraordi- 
nary care and attention that struck him, as he himself acknowledged. 
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into that celebrated battalion of volunteers of the Cote^d’Oiy so 
renowned for the number of general and great officers of the 
empire, who sprang from its rank$|| Its commander was the 
amiable and unfortunate Calotte. After the surrender of 
Longwy, the battalion was ordered to Toulon, to join the forces 
collected to retake it from the English. This was the most 
terrible moment of the Revolution. Junot was sergeant of gren- 
adiers, which rank had been conferred on him upon the field of 
battle. Often, when relating to me the circumstances of the 
first years of his adventurous life, did he speak of that event as 
the most extraordinary that had befallen him. He said, with 
that accent which persuades, because it is true, that, in the 
whole course of his career qf honours, nothing ever threw him 
into Vuch a delirium of joy as that which he experienced when 
his co mrades , alL of them as brave as himself, appointed him 
their se7jtl ^i/v\ hen their commander confirmed their appoint- 
ment, and he was lifted on a tremulous platform supported by 
bayonets still dripping with the blood of the enemy. 

It was about this time that, being one day on duty at the 
battery of the Sans-Culottes, a commandant of artillery, who 
had come a few days before from Paris to direct the operations 
of the siege, in as far as the artillery under the command of Car- 
taux was concerned, applied to the officer of the post for a young 
subaltern, possessing both courage and intelligence. The 
lieutenant immediately called la Tcmpcle — J unot stepped for- 
ward. The commandant scrutinized him with an eye that 
seemed already to look through the man. 

“ Pull off' your coat,* said the commandant, “ and carry this 
order yonder,” pointing to the most distant part of the coast, and 
explaining what he wished him to do. “ I am not a spy ; ” said 
he to the commandant ; “seek somebody else, I shall not take 
your order.” He was retiring. “ So, you refuse, tb obey 1 ” said 
the superior officer, in a sharp tone: “do you know to what 
punishment you render yourself liable ? “ I am ready to obey,” 

said Junot, “ but I will go in my uniform or not at all ; and that 
is honour enough for those rascally English.” The command- 
ant smiled, as he looked steadfastly at him. “But they will 
kill you,” replied he. — “What is that to you? you don’t know 
me well enough to fret after We, and as for myself, ’tis all one to 
me. Well, I may go as I am, may not I ? ” He then put his 
hand into his cartridge-box. “ Well, with my sword and thesfc 

J ills, at any rate the conversation shall not flag, if those fellows 
aye any thing to say to me.” He then set off singing. 

“ What is that young man’s name ? 99 asked the superior 
officer, as soon as he was gone — “Junot.” “ He is sure to get 
forward.” The commandant then noted down his name in nis 
pocket-book. This was already an opinion of great weight, for 
the reader will easily have guessed that the officer of artillery 
was Napoleon . * 
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Afewdays afterwards, being at the same battery of the Saha* 
Culottes, Bonaparte asked |§i* some one who could write a good 
hand. Junot stepped out of the ranks and offered his service. 
Bonaparte recognized in him the serjeant who had already 
attracted his notice. He told him to place himself somewhere 
to write a letter, which he would dictate. Junot chose the 
corner of the battery. Scarcely had he finished the letter wh$gi 
a bomb, fired bv the English, burst at the distance of ten paceh 
and covered him, as well as the letter with mould. u Capital ! ” 
said Junot, laughing, <f we wanted some sand to dry the ink.’ 1 , 

Bonaparte fixed his eyes on the young serjeant; he was qiiitp- 
calm, and had not even started. p This circumstance decided hii 
fortune. He continued with the commandant of the artillery, 
and did not return to his corps. Afterwards, when the cit^/war 
taken and Bonaparte appointed General, Junot other 

reward for his good conduct during the siege, but to be ap- 
pointed his aide-de-camp,* preferring an inferior rank to that 
which he might have had by remaining in the corps; but in this 
case he should have been obliged to leave Bonaparte, and J uhot 
could not make up his mind to that. 

Junot was soon attached to his General with a devotedness 
that became adoration. Without taking {lie full measure of the 
giant who was before him, his penetrating mind set him down 
for a great man. I subjoin an extract from a letter, the original 
of which is in my possession ; it was written in 1794, when 
Junot’s father, alarmed at the resolution of his son, asked him 
for information concerning the man to whose fortunes he had 
attached himself. a Why have you left the commandant La- 
borde Why have you left your corps ? Who is this General 
Bonaparte? Where has he served? Nobody knows him here.” 

Junot answered his father, and explained to him why he had j 
preferred the service of the staff, especially that active service \ 
which he was likely to have with his General, to the more tardy \ 
results that would have attended his remaining with his bat- j 
talion. He then added : “ You ask me who is this General | 
Bonaparte, I might answer in the words of Santeuii : \ 

\ 

Pour savoir ce qu’il est il faut £tre lui-m&me ; f ?, 

but this much will I tell you, that far as I can judge, he is j 
one of those men of whom nature is sparing, and whom she j 
throws into the world but once in a century.’ 1 

When Napoleon set out for Egypt he passed through Burgundy 

* Junot and Muiron, the latter of whom afterwards perished so unfortunately, 
were the first aides-de-camp that Bonaparte ever had. 

f Since general of division and commandant of Lisbon at the time of the 
conquest. It was he who commanded in Oporto, when Marshal Soult suffered 
himself to be surprised by the English, conceiving that it was the Swiss regU 
ment which was crossing the river. 

^ In order to know what he is, you must be the man himself. 
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on bis way to Toulon. He stopped at Dijon, wheremy father- 
in-law then w*as, and the latter then shewed him the letter which 
Ijust quoted. 

“ Monsieur Junot,” said the General, “ this only serves to con- 
firm me in my conviction of your son’s attachment to me. He 
has given me strong proofs of it, which have deeply touched me. 
You and he may therefore rely upon it that I will use all my 
power and influence to advance him in our adventurous career.” 

My father-in-law had then no occasion to ask, who thisj 
General Bonaparte was. A quarter of an hour after this con- ; 
versation, what Bonaparte had said to him was written in his j 

E ocket book, and put into his left pocket, as near as possible to 
is heart. His adoration ,, of Napoleon became, from that mo- 
ment, almost as profound as that of his son. 

Bonapai*£, % .ly£pt the promise which he had made to Junot’s 
father: he was to him a kind and useful patron : but then there 
were important obligations on the other side. We have already 
©een that Junot, deeply concerned at the arrest and accusation of 
Bonaparte, wanted to share his captivity ; that he was repulsed ; 
from the prison by Napoleon himself, who convinced him that j 
he might be of more use to him by remaining at liberty. We ( 
see, in fact, that the defence of Napoleon, addressed to the re- 
presentatives of the people, Albitte and Salicetti, who had 
caused him to be apprehended, was Junot’s writing : there are ; 
merely a few notes to it in Bonaparte’s hand. After the libera- 
tion of the General, Junot accompanied him to Paris. There he I 
constantly shared his poverty, and always divided with him 
what he received from his family. 

“ The galleons are not yet arrived,” Bonaparte would say to 
my mother, when he called to see her, with a long face, and a 
grey frock-coat, which lias since become so famous, but was then 
a very shabby concern; “the Burgundy diligence has not yet 
arrived. If it do not come to-night, we shall have no dinner to- 
morrow, at least if you don’t give us one, Madame Permon.” 
What Napoleon called the galleons, was a remittance of two or 
three hundred francs, which Junot’s mother now and then sent to 
her son. This he divided with the General. “And I always 
have the larger share,” saic^ Bonaparte. 

When Napoleon, after the 4th of October, was invested 
with the command of the army of the interior he took other 
aides-de-camp. Marmont was one of them ; and at this period, 
he, Junot, and Muiron, were the privileged persons of his 
staff. Junot and Muiron were on the most intimate terms. 
They were for some time the only two officers attached to 
General Bonaparte. Their friendship was not affected by the . 
addition of Marmont to their little staff, though, as I have 
already observed, Junot and he had been educated at the same 
college. * 

It waf a very remarkable point in Junot V character, or rather 
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in his heart# that he was as weak and superstitious in regard to 
hie dearest* friends, as he was rash and reckless of his own per- 
son ; so that whenever a battle was at hand, he was distressed 
about the fate of his friends till he saw them again. On the 
evening before the battle of Lonato, after having been on duty 
the whole day, and riding perhaps fitly miles, carrying orders in 
all directions, he lay down exhausted with fatigue, but without 
undressing, that he might be ready at the shortest notice* 
During the day he had thought a great deal about Muiron and 
his situation. Muiron had formed plans for his future esta* 
blisliment, which he had communicated to Junot. He meant# 
at the end of the campaign, to , apply for leave of absence, that 
he might go to Antibes, for the purpose of marrying a young 
widow residing there, of whom he was enamoured, and who 
possessed some fortune. It was therefore natural erough that 
Junot’s slumbers, receiving a tinge from the impressions of the 
day, should present to him similar joys, but in a different form* 

No sooner was he asleep, than he dreamt that he was on a \ 
field of battle, covered with dead, and dying. He was met by * 
a powerful masked knight, on horseback, with whom he fought t \ 
this knight had, instead of a lance, a long scythe, with which / 
he struck at Junot several times, and wounded him deeply on | 
the left temple. The battle was long: at length they closed* J 
In the conflict the tall rider's visor, or mask, fell off, and Junot. 
beheld a death’s head: the armour then disappeared, and Death, 
with his scythe, stood upright before him . — u I could not take 
you to-day/’ said he, “ but I will take one of your best friends. 
Beware of me!” 

Junot awoke, bathed in perspiration: day began to dawn: 
the bustle which precedes* a day such as that which was pre- 
paring, was already heard ; lie tried to sleep again, but could 
not, he was so much agitated, and this dream produced an un- 
easiness which increased eycry moment ; yet, singularly enough, 
his apprehensions were not directed to Muiron, and on that day 
his anxiety was exclusively about Marmont. 

The engagement began. Junot received two wounds on the 
head, one of which left that fine scar which was long seen on the 
left temple, the other was near the ijiapc of the neck : neither 
of these wounds appeared very dangerous, but there was a 
chance that the one on the temple might become so, in the state 
of mind in which he then was. The moment he came to him- 
self, he inquired after Marmont. He was not to be found* 
When the officer who had been to look for him returned, and 
imprudently told Yvan, who was dressing Junot’s wound, that 
he could not find him, Junot, calling to mind his dream, was* 
seized with a kind of delirium, which alarmed the surgeons the* 
more because his blood had been for several days past highly 
inflamed. A messenger was sent to acquaint the GeneyaWn* 
Chief with what had happened ; he went himself to his favourite 
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t aide-de-camp, and strove to soothe him ; but Junot would not 
1 listen to any thing, and had not Marmont at that 'moment ar- 
' lived from executing a commission given him by the Geneml-iii- 
(Chief, (he had been, I believe, to Massena's head-quarters), 
'Junot would probably have been attacked by tetanus* As soon 
as he saw his friend, he became composed, and seemed to think 
that he had nothing more to apprehend. “ Ah ! there you are !” 
he exclaimed, taking him by the hand, “ there you are !” He 
then examined him with the only eye that was uncovered; to see 
whether he had received any wound, and smiled with satisfac- 
tion on perceiving no other traces of the battle but disordered 
’ bair, ana clothes covered w ith dust and Austrian blood. All at 
once, he was struck by tjie extreme gloom on Marmont's 
countenance ; the image of Muiron presented itself to his 
mind. “ Where is Muiron?” cried he; u Where is Muiron V 9 
Marmont cast down his eyes, and the surgeon gave Heldt, 
Junot’s valet-de-chambre a significant look, to enjoin silence. 
Junot understood them. “The wretch,” cried he, “ has kept his 
>word then !” Muiron had actually fallen. 

During the whole of the campaigns in Italy, Junot accom- 
panied Bonaparte in those fields of glory, and was not sparing 
of his blood ; he was in all the brilliant days of Arcole, Lodi, 
Castiglione, Lonato, the Tagliamento, etc. lie served his 
General, and his country on the field of battle with all the 
zeal that could be expected from an attachment such as his. 
Bonaparte, who knew and duly appreciated him, employed him 
during the campaigns in Italy in other duties besides those of 
an officer of the advanced guard. The business of Venice, 
which required both great subtilty and extreme firmness, was 
entrusted to him ; he brought back v^ith him colours which his 
arm had assisted in taking, and his mission had, as wc shall see, 
an entirely diplomatic object. 

I have already observed that Junot lavished Iris blood for the 
glory of his country. 1 shall here mention a few instances. 
During the campaign in Italy, at the battle of Lonato, he re- 
ceived, as we have just seen, a wound on his left temple ; but 
the most frightful of his wounds was a gun-shot wound, received 
in Germany, when only a volunteer; it must have been terrible, 
to judge from the scar, which made one shudder. The pulsation 
of the brain might be perceived there : this scar was at least ail 
inch long, and seven or eight lines in depth. At frequent in- 
tervals, during the three or four years succeeding that campaign, 
this wound would break open afresh, in a manner equally sin- 
gular and alarming, and, the blood flowing profusely from it, 
Junot ran the risk every time of bleeding to death. One day, 
at Milan, being at the house of Madame Bonaparte, where they 
were playing at vingt-et-un, Junot was sitting at a round table, 
with his back towards the door of the cabinet of the General-in- 
Chief. The General opened ^his door without being heard ; he 
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made a «gn to be silent, and, coming up softly, laid hold of the 
fine light head of hair which the young aide-de-camp then had# 
and pulled it sharply* The pain was so acute that Junot could 
not suppress a faint cry j he smiled# but his face turned pale as 
death# and then alarmingly red. The General withdrew his 
hand ; it was covered with blood ! 

To a brilliant and creative imagination, Junot joined an acute 
understanding, that was most prompt in seizing any new idea! 
the mdkbent it presented itself to him. He learned every thing 
with inconceivable rapidity. He was very ready at composing j 
verses,* was ah excellent actor, and wrote wonderfully well.i 
His temper was warm, sometimes passionate, but never was he 
coarse or brutal ; and, during the thirteen years of our union, 

I never witnessed such scenes as that which is described in the 
Memorial of St. Helena ; the Emperor could ♦not have made 
such an assertion, or, in absence of mind, he must have men- 
tioned one name instead of another. The picture of Junot, 
running about in his handsome hotel, as he is alleged to have 
done in the Memorial, sword in hand, to pay his creditors, is 
absolutely ludicrous to all who were acquainted with Junot, and 
knew how anxious lie was to act in harmony with the elevated 
post which he occupied. This post, formerly so eminent under 
the Bourbons, was infinitely more important under the Emperor. 
The Governor of Paris had the command of nearly eighty thou-j 
sand men ; lie was the only governor who ever had such greati 
power, extending to Blois, and I believe even to Tours. Alllj 
officers of distinction, foreign or French, who passed through 11 
Paris, were received by him. Every person of any renown who j 
came to France was admitted to the hospitalities of the Governor j 
of Paris; and, from the first day of his nomination, Junot strove 
to imitate the JDuke of Brissac, if not in his two queues and his 
white scarf, at least in the politeness of his manners. This 
desire of standing well in. his intercourse with the social world 
dates even much further hack, notwithstanding Junot’s fond- 
ness for the republic, and his aversion to ancient customs. I 
will subjoin an example. 

When all the world was emigrating, and the revolutionary 
tempest began to roar over every hjad, Madame de Brionne, 
mother of the Prince de Lambesc and the Prince de Vaudemont, 
was stopped, when attempting to leave France, at a town, 
which I believe to be Ch&Ions, where Junot happened to be 
with his regiment. It was said that Madame de Brionne was 

* Here is a specimen. Playing one evening at chess with Queen Ilortense, 
then Mademoiselle Beauharnais, after several games which he lost out of com- 
plaisance, Junot wrote these lines on the chess-board; 

Dans ce beau jeu je vois Tembl^rne 
De tout ce que vous inspirez : 

Fqu cehii qui vdtos dim * J'aime 
Hoi eelui quo vous aimerez. 
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carrying with her the crown diamonds ; she was the mother of 
the Prince de Lambesc, whose name was held m^Ubhorrence by 
the people, for his affair at the Tuilerles; she belonged more- 
over to the house of Lorraine, and that was enough to render 
her suspected. She was, therefore, apprehended ; but, thanks 
to Junot, this measure, which might have assumed a most 
alarming character for the object of it, was productive of 410 
other unpleasant result than the mere fact of her apprehension. 
Madame de Brionnc was conveyed to the best inn in tWS town, 
and Junot persuaded the mayor’s officers to go themselves and 
examine her. “ She is a woman,” said he ; <h you do not arrest 
her by virtue of a warrant, since you have no commission to do 
so; but you act out of patriotism; you have received informa- 
tion upon which you act : so far all is right. Consider, how- 
ever, that your information may be false, and that your action 
then becomes the more vexatious, inasmuch as there is no just 
cause for it: you must act then as if you doubt whether 
you be right ; and, beside*, she is a woman, and we are 
Frenchmen.” 

Junot was cheered with huzzas, and, in consequence of this 
harangue, it was resolved to proceed to the noble traveller, who, 
not having been forewarned, had well nigh marred every thing. 
She had thrown herself on a bed, upon pretext of fatigue,. but 
probably to avoid the ceremonial of bows and courtesies: she 
shrunk from the idea of desiring people, such as she then saw, 
fttp sit dow T n in her presence. By a very simple accident, how- 
ever, her stratagem was thwarted. The mayor being absent 
fjrom the town, there came in his stead an extremely vulgar 
fellow, who, on entering the room, threw himself into an arm- 
chair, saying : “ I beg your pardon, ciioyenne ; but 1 am heavy, 
you see, (he was full two hundred weight) and by your leave I 
vyill sit down-” 

*At this intrusion Madame de Brionnc half raised herself on 
the bed, and lifted up her head with an expression which gave 
her a most gigantic stature of twenty cubits : “ By what right, Sir, 
do you interrupt my journey?” said she to the fat man who acted 
the mayor. " Is this the liberty people now enjoy in France? 
I insist upon your suffering me to proceed this instant.” The 
fat man made no other reply to this application, than to ask 
Madame de Brionne who she was and whence she came. 

In relating this scene to me Jujiot said : u If ever shall I forget 
the expression of Madame de Brionne’s face ; it was^not indig- 
nation ; it was an almost unknown sentiment : it was stupefac- 
tion, madness. . * . She, Madame de Brionne, to be interrogated ! 
Hot only her name to be asked, but who she was ! * After all/ 
said tftl ypan of the commune, * we must know what is your pro- 
fession.’ Madame de Brionne returned no answer, but it was 
evident how severely the suffered from the constraint. A young 
female who was near her, seemed in a whisper to he striving to 
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soothe her. At length, when she had been questioned for the third 
time as to her name and quality, she raised herself with that dig- 
nity which never fails to awe when it is inspired by the feeling of 
what one really is, and exclaimed, “ Marie Louise de Rohan, 
Countess of Brionne ! As to the charge which you have the stu- 
pidity rather than the infamy to allege against me show 

them my baggage,” continued she, turning to a valet-de-cham- 
bre ; “ they will see that the house of Lorraine possesses wealth 
without having occasion to rob the house of France,” 

“ I was exceedingly pained at this scene,” said Junot, t( and 
when the clumsy booby had thoroughly convinced himself that 
Madame de Brionne had nothing with her that could even cause 
her to be suspected, I said sharply, that she might be allowed to 
take some rest before she resumed lifer journey, which she wanted 
to do immediately. At any rate, that woman had a noble and 
dignified courage which excited a lively interest in me, and I 
strove to screen her from the inconveniences of her situation.” 

Madame de Brionne was too much accustomed to good society 
not to be immediately aware of the attentions paid to her by 
Junot, which never ceased till her departure; and at a moment 
when she thought she should not be overheard, she said to Ju- 
not: “ It must be very painful to you, sir, to wear that dress 
and to live with such people. It is no doubt your father whose 
opinions .... Alas ! in these disastrous times it is no uncommon 
thing to see persons belonging to our class, joining the rabble.” 

“ Madam,” said Junot, interrupting her, with a smile, “ I 
ought to prevent you from proceeding, and assure you that my 
father and myself are of the same opinion ; and I must confess 
that I am a plebeian and a stanch republican.” 

The young soldier bowed. “ Well then,” said Madame de 
Brionne to the young lady who had previously spoken to her, 
" there are many of our young coxcombs at Versailles $ho would 
not have been either so polite or so attentive to a woinan of my 
age.” 

i( I heard it distinctly,” said Junot, “ though she sppke in a 
whisper; and you will hardly believe that one of the things 
which most engaged my thoughts, after she had spoken of it 
herself, was to inquire her age. She was still a superb woman ; 
her arms and hands were admirably beautiful.” 

Madame de Brionne was about fifty at the time of this adven- 
ture ; if any thing, rather more than less. 

"Sir,” said she to Junot* at the moment of her departure, 
“ accept this token of remembrance ; I hope that it may serve to 
remind you of one who, on her part, will never forget what you 
have had the kindness to do for her.” This token of r^nem- 
brance was a snuff-box of white shell with a portrait of 
de Brionne. Junot received it with warm expressions of tbai^s, 
and always kept it notwithstanding his wandering life* A sin- 

M adame Junot — vql. x. m 
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gular little adventure, not a sequel to, but a consequence of that 
which I have just related, occurred some years afterwards* 

Some time after the victory of the Taghamento, shortly before 
the treaty of Leoben, J unot being at Clagenfurth with the Gene- 
ral-in-chief, received a visit from a young German officer taken 
prisoner in the battle. He was handsome and a man of polished 
manners, but spoke French very ill. In other respects he waB 
quite a gentleman, for he introduced himself as a relative of 
Madame de Brionne, in whose name he solicited Colonel Junotfs 
good offices. 

From what Baron de Steyer told Junot, it appears that .Ma- 
dame de Brionne had always kept her eye upon him, and that 
tW newspapers, in which his name frequently occurred, had fur- 
nished her with honourable intelligence concerning him. She 
had recommended to the Baron, in case he should meet with 
such a misfortune as to be taken prisoner, to mention her name 
to Colonel Junot, and solicit his influence. The confidence of 
Madame de Brionne was not disappointed. Junot received the 
young officer in the most cordial manner; lie asked and obtained 
for him his liberation on parole before the exchange of prisoners* 
My husband was much pleased with this mark of remembrance 
on the part of Madame de Brionne,* and justly so : for what is 
more amiable than to seize an occasion for a good action, and to 
prove that one has relied upon you ? 

This little story is not foreign to what precedes it, as the reader 
may perceive. The young man to whom it relates was the same, 
who, from his fiery courage and impetuosity of character ob- 
tained, a few months afterwards, in the field of battle, the appel- 
lation of La Tempete , from his brave comrades. It is to be 
presumed that this politeness, which must have been innate in 
Junot, for it could not have been taught him, w'as in the sequel 
rather developed than stifled by the remarkable circumstances in 
which he was placed. 

* As it is probable that I shall make no further mention of Madame de Rri- 
onne, I shall here introduce a little anecdote of her eldest son, the Prince de 
Vaudemont. Every body knows that he was far from being like his mother and 
brother, and still less like his wife, who was and still is generally beloved. She 
was very ill, and Louis XVI., who took a lively interest in her welfare, one day 
asked the Prince de Vaudemont, u IIow is the Princess? What does Portal 
think of her 1 ’* — “ Why, ’faith, Sire, I should not like to be in her skin.” Now 
only consider that this answer was given with the utmost sang-froid and in a 
tone and accent absolutely inimitable. < 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

Departure of Junot for Egypt — A general at twenty-seven — Injustice of the pub- 
lic towards Berthier — Mutual relations of the generals of the army of Egypt — 
Parties — Quarrel between Lanusse and Junot — Duel by torob-light on the 
bank of the Nile — Remarkable observations of Napoleon — IlisHorror of ^uels 
— Letter from Bonaparte to Junot — Junot in Egypt after the departure of 
Bonaparte — Letter from Kleber — Departure of Juno£~ Junot and General 
Durauy taken by the English— Indignation of an English captain, and noble 
conduct of Nelson — Lady Hamilton's oranges — Intimacy of Junot and Sir 
Sydney Smith — Junot returns to France and appointed Governor of Paris. 

I have traced the life of Junot from his entrance into the bat- 
talion of the Cote d’Or ; I have carried him to Longwy, Toulon, 
Italy, constantly devoted to Napoleon, as Napoleon was beloved 
by many of his aides-de-camp. Many generals have been 
strongly attached to the Emperor ; many of them, by the ascen- 
dancy of a mighty genius, though they were republicans, conti- 
nued to love him, even after his coronation, and to serve him 
faithfully : but nothing ever approached that blind, that passion- 
ate devotedness which several of his officers, at the head of 
whom was Junot, cherished for him. It was a fault in Napoleon 
not to believe the reality of the purity of this sentiment, and a 
still greater to show that he disbelieved it. 

Junot was appointed general in Egypt. This promotion which 
is always a desirable thing, especially at Junot’s age (he was then 
twenty-seven) was not so for him. He had to leave the man to 
whom he was affectionately attached, and was even removed 
from under his observation : the army was not numerous, the 
general officers had not the choice of their cantonments, and they 
were obliged to go whithersoever the service required. 

It is well known that there was a complete schism between 
the chiefs of the army of Egypt ; it was the camp of Agramant. 
Napoleon's party was the mdg| numerous : but this division *was 
extremely prejudicial. The personal danger of each party ren- 
dered it more irritable, more inflexible, especially towards the 
opposite faction. Kleber, Damas, and a great number of generals 
of extraordinary merit in other respects, affected to withdraw 
themselves from the authority of the General-in-chief. 

Junot, as soon as he was appointed general, thought to earfl a 
speedy immortality. But at that time it was not favour th&t 
made our generals ; there was an emulation in glory, and promo- 

* m2 
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tion was attainable only by a brilliant achievement, a wound, or 
a skilful manoeuvre. No doubt, one might adduce some contrary 
examples, and name some incapable persons elevated through 
favour and patronage to high posts, from which the Emperor 
himself was subsequently obliged to dismiss them. But, it may 
be asserted that, in general, at the time of which I am treating, 
more than at any other period, excepting perhaps during the 
empire, merit was exclusively rewarded. 

In this particular, as in almost every other, the Emperor was 
to be admired. He might, agreeably to his ideas of ambition, 
have sought to make tools for himself, and have attempted it at 
any cost: but, let us examine all those whom he promoted; none 
of them were inefficient, but all possessed talents peculiar to 
themselves. Berthier, who had deceived the friendship and 
betrayed the confidence of Bonaparte, did not merit the epithet 
which he applied to him in the Memorial ; it was a judgment 
dictated by a wounded spirit. Berthier was a hard worker, exact 
to the minutest matter in the details of his department, a point 
ofjthe utmost consequence to the scribbling® portion of the army) 
always ready to answer the call of the General-in-chief. Amid 
the scorching sands of Egypt, in the ice-bound deserts of Russia, 
Berthier was always so dressed as to be ready to appear before 
the General or Emperor, at any hour of the night, however late. 
He was never found at fault. Afterwards he was, most certainly, 
far from being a bad man. He did good offices with the Emperor 
for those whom the ill humour of the latter but too frequently 
ruffled. Poor Berthier ! his tragic death ought to have obtained 
pardon for him. Not but that I think his fault immense, for I 
am far from excusing his ingratitude, in my eyes the most unpar- 
donable of vices. 

Among the generals who had placed themselves in absolute 
hostile opposition to the General in-chief, was Lanusse, the 
brother of him who lately commanded at Besan§on. One day, 
an expression so horrible, and at the same time so alarming for 
the safety of the army, was reported to Junot, that the favour- 
able prepossessions with which the bravery of Lanusse had in- 
spired him were from that moment utterly destroyed. “ I hated 
him, at last,” said Junot to me, when relating the circumstances 
of their quarrel. Amicable appearances were nevertheless kept 
up, but their hearts w ere estranged.*!* One day Murat, wishing 
to rc&oncile the two generals, injjked them to dine with him, 
together with Lannes, Bessieres, and I believe Lavalette, who 
was then aide-de-camp to the General-in-chief. 

Dinner passed off agreeably., and th%party afterwards went to 

* This was the Emperor’s favourite word. 1 have often' beard hkn say that 
the ancients were oar superiors in thif respect, that they had not a second army 
of scribblers in their train. 

f They had preatonsly been intimate, and I know that I&nusse had even laid 
my husbandunder obligation. I taka pleasu/fe in acknowledging this. 
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play. During a game at bouillotte , the conversation turned on 
a military operation which the army was about to make, when 
Lanusse suffered a sarcastic smile to escape him ; it exasperated 
Junot. Bessi&res, who sat next to him, kept him quiet for a few 
moments, Lanusse, misinterpreting the tranquillity which pre- 
vailed around him, continued talking about the state of the 
army in very indecorous terms. In the midst of his observations, 
he stopped short, and addressing Junot, “ Junot,” said he, “ lend 
me ten louis ! I am bankrupt.” — “ I have no money before me,” 
replied Junot drily. As he had a heap of gold before him, 
Lanusse, eyeing him steadfastly, rejoined, “How am I to take 
your answer, Junot ? ” — “Just as you please.’ I asked you to 
lend me ten of the louis that arejying before you.” — “And I 
answer, that although there .is money before me, there is none 
for a traitor like you.” — “None but a scounclrei could use such 
an expression,” cried Lanusse, overcome with rage. 

In a moment all were on their legs. “Junot! Lanusse!”! 
cried they, endeavouring to sooth them, for, at the epithet | 
employed by Lanusse, Junot had become furious. All at once ! 
he appeared calm. “ Hearken, Lanusse,” said he, in a voice the ! 
mildness of which formed a strange contrast with his choleric | 
trembling, “ hearken to me, I called you a? traitor ; I don't think \ 
you are so. # You called me a scoundrel ; you don't think me one ; f 
for we are both brave. But, look you, we must fight ; one of us [ 
must die. I hate you, b ecause ypij hate the H oys \ 

and admire asmuch as Uod " Hjnot more? We must fight, and f 

go to bed to-night this ‘ 

affair shall be settled ! ” 

All the witnesses of the scene were sensible that such words 
as had been exchanged demanded blood, and even life. But, 
what was to be done ? The General had proscribed duels ; he 
would not have any in his army. If the affair were to be de- 
ferred till the next day he would know of it, and .then it would 
be impossible to settle it. Murat’s garden was spacious; it 
sloped down to the Nile. Torches were lighted, and there they 
might fight that very instant. It was nine o'clock and quite 
dark. 

“What weapon shall we take?” said Junot. “A pretty | 
question!” said Lanusse. “Pistols, to be sure.” Everyone! 
looked at him in astonishment. He had been insulted; ■ ac-J 
cording to the laws of duelling he had a right to choos^the I 
weapons that should be employed. All were therefore surprised i 
that he should prefer one which, in Junot’s hand, was sure toj 
prove fataL It is well known that he was the most expert! 

* Lanusse; was remarkable for bravery, and one of the most distinguished 
officers of the army of Egypt. 

+ 1 have been advised to omit this expression, but I have not done so, 
because it was actually used by Junot, and, being acquainted with his religious 
oreed, I know how to estimate it : he was not pious, but he was a belfever. 
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marksman with the pistol, not only of France but in Europe* 
At twenty-five paces he never missed an ace, and could always 
cut the ball in two, and that exactly in^ie middle, against the 
Ijlade of a knife. “ I will not fight you with pistols, said he 
to Lanusse ; “ you are no marksman, you could not hit a 
I barn-door. We ought to fight upon equal terms. We have our 
f swords ; let us go” 

Bessieres, who was Junot’s second with Murat, whispered to 
him that he was a foolish fellow, as Lanusse was a capital 
swordsman, and he might perhaps stand no chance with him. 
“ Consider too,” said Murat, “that it is for life or death.” Junot 
would not listen to any thing. They proceeded to the garden, and 
by the way Lanusse again raided his voice, and employed some very 
offensive expressions with reference to Junot and the General-in- 
chief. “Lanusse,” said Junot, “you are acting now like a man 
without heart, and yet you are a brave man : one would suppose 
you were trying to screw up your courage.” Lanusse replied 
with a volley of abuse. Lannes silenced him. “ Come along, 
Lanusse,” said he, in the energetic manner with which he 
adorned all he said ; for at this period and even much later, I 
never heard him speak two words but the third was an oath. 
“ Come along : hold your tongue, you are going to cut One 
another’s throats — what the devil would you have more? All 
that you say to him now is positively thrown away.” 

When they were on the ground, the seconds examined it, and 
they had a good mind not to suffer the affair to take place on 
that spot. The Nile, after its periodical inundation, had left 
inequalities which were enough to trip a person up at every step. 
“ If it were but daylight ! ” said Murat. “ But you cannot fight 
here.” — “Come on!” said Junot, “this is children’s play.” 
Pulling off his coat, he drew his sword, and Lanusse did the 
same. 

Junot was a good fencer. He was nimble, brave, and per- 
fectly cool : but, wishing to finish the affair, and taking his op- 
portunity, he made a stroke at Lanusse, which cut the crown of 
nis hat and spent itself on his cheek. Had he been without a 
hat, he must have been killed. Taking advantage of the move- 
ment which had left Junot exposed, he gave him a bapk-handed 
cut, which laid open the abdomen, and made a wound, the scar of 
which was more than eight inches long. Junot was removed 
wi% great difficulty. The nature of the wound was most 
serious in a country where inflammation of the intestines is the 
chief thing to be dreaded. But he was surrounded by persons 
„ whose talents and friendship quickly alleviated his alarming 
situation. ' ■ 

The General-in-chief was furious the next morning, when 
Desgenettes, at Junot’s desire, informed him of the occurrence. 
“ What f^qi$d bet, “ are they determined to cut 
throats ? Musfrtbey go into the midst of the reeds of the Nile* 
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to dispute amongthe crocodiles, and leave behind for them the 
body of the one that shall have fallen? Have they not enough 
then with the Aral% jthe plague, and the Mamelukes? You 
deserve, Monsieur Junot,” said he, as though his old aide-de- 
camp had been present, “ you richly deserve putting uaipr 
arrest for a month, when you get well.” Such wefe the very 
words of Bonaparte. He went to see Junot a considerable time 
after the affair, that is to say, when Junot was almost convales- 
cent ; for, at first, Napoleon would not see him, saying, that he 
was more culpable than Lanusse. However, the very next day, 
when apprized of the result and causes of the duel, he exclaimed, 
u My poor Junot ! wounded for me ! But then, the idiot ! why 
did he not fight with pistols V 9 

When Bonaparte left Egypt, tfunot was at Suez, where he 
commanded. It is well known how secret the departure was 
kept. How kind and affectionate is the letter which he tent on 
this occasion to Junot ! It is as follows : 

“ Bonaparte , General-in-chief \ member of the Institute , to the 
General of brigade Junot . ^ 

“ I am leaving Egypt, my dear Junot, and you are tpo far 
from the place of embarkation for to take you with me* 
But I shall leave orders with Kleber to let you set out in the 
course of October. Be assured that, in whatever place and in 
whatever situation I may be, I will give you positive proofs of 
the affectionate friendship which I have vowed to you. 

Health and friendship, 

Bonaparte.” 

Kleber wished to keep Junot, but he would not stay. He 
could not meet with a vessel to return to Europe ; and it was 
painful to lmn to be far distant from his country and from tbfe 
man who alone had enabled* him to endure the separation. At 
length he spoke out, with such energy and feeling, that Kleber 
gave him permission to depart in the following letter : 

Kleber , General-in-chief to the General of brigade Juneau j* 

*‘The feeling of gratitude which you express so well, and 
which attaches you to General Bonaparte, only augments the 
esteem which I entertain for you. You shall go, General, and 
I have ordered General Damas to furnish you with a passport 
immediately: it grieves me exceedingly that I cannot gyre you 
in any other way the assurance of my sincere and coraial 
attachment. #v KIeber.^ 

Notwithstanding the apparent frankness of this letter, Kleber 
caused his departure to be attended with unpleasant circum- 

* An orthographical blunder would be nothing more than one might expect 
ofKleber, who did not pride himself on being able to write Stench : but it is 
surprising that he die not know how to spell Junot’ s name. ' 
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stances* A report was circulated in the army, that Junot was 
carrying away the treasures found in the Pyramids by the 
General-in-chief. “ He could not carry them away himself,” 
such was the language Reid to the soldiers, " and so the man 
who possesses all his confidence, is now taking them to him” 
The matter was carried so far, that several subalterns and soldiers 
proceeded to the shore, and some of them went on board the 
merchantman which was to sail with Junot the same evening. 
They rummaged about, but found nothing: at length they 
came to a prodigious chest, which ten men could not move, be- 
tween decks. “ Here is the treasure !” cried the soldiers, “ here 
is our pay that has been kept from us above a year ; where is 
the key V f Junot's valet, an honest German, shouted to them 
in vain, with all his might, th&t the chest did not belong to his 
chenerui . They .would not listen to him. Unluckily, Junot, 
^lyho wa$ not to embark till evening, was not then on board. 
The tmfctineers seized a hatchet, and began to cut away at the 
chest, which they would soon have broken up, had not the 
ship’s carpenter come running quite out of breath. “ What the 
devil are you at ?” cried he, i( mad fellows, that you are ; stop ! 
don’t destroy my chest — here is the key. He opened it imme- 
diately, and lo ! — the tools of the master carpenter of the ship. 

A scene like this wounded Junot to his heart’s core. To be 
g^isp&cted of such baseness was to him a deep injury ; but to 
suspect his General of a crime of which he was less capable . 
than any other — he, the father of the soldier ! Junot deemed the 
charge beneath both of them. He could have proved that he 
had been obliged to borrow n thousand crowns for his return to 
Europe ; but he should soon see again his own dear country, 
the man who was not less dear, and his family. In short, the 
feelings that crowded upon his ardent soul (so \yell fitted to 
enjoy all the happiness that he anticipated), neutralized his in- 
dignation : he quitted that ancient Egypt, from which he carried 
away nothing except glory, without regret, and without re- 
morse ; and, turning his face towards Europe’, thought of nothing 
but France. * 

The odious calumny, the stupid invention, relative to the 
treasures of the Pharaohs, had, meanwhile, found believers 
elsewhere, as well as in the army. The English, for example, 
had been simple enough to give credit to this story. A ship 
was even cruising off Alexandria ; and the merchantman in 
which Junot liad sailed was obliged to bring-to at the first 
summons of the Theseus man of war, Captain Steele; while 
Junot and his aide-de-camp, Captain Lallemand, had not the 
power to make the least resistance, how well disposed soever 
they might have been to do so.* 

* They left Alexandria at eight in the evening, and were taken about mid* 
night by the English. M We were waitfcg for you,” said the latter. 
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Captain Steele was the most impertinent of men, and every 
body knows that, when the English take up the profession of 
impertinence, they are adepts in it. Junot was a prisoner, and 
- an unhappy prisoner: all that could aggravate the pain of his 
disagreeable situation was, probably, discussed overnight, in 
the head of °the captain, that it might be put ift practice the 
next morning. Junot had with him General Durnuy, the oldest 
general of division in the French army ; he was no longer 
young, and was invested with a rank which ought to have 
ensured him not only respect but honour, especially among 
military inert. If he were a numskull, Captain Steele was less 
capable of discovering it, as Englishmen themselves told me, 
than any body else. Well, poor General Dumuy was not only 
ill-used, which was cruel, but h&axed, which was infamous. 
Junot would not put up with any jokes, and I have no need to 
observe, that it would have been dangerous to make the expe^ 
riment with him. Captain Lallemand, on his part^ips not * 
more complaisant: one day he wellnigh threw overboard a 
petty officer, who had amused himself by playing him a trick, 
as he called it. Accordingly, Junot and he were, at* least, 
respected. 

At length, after enduring, for four months, a treatment which 
daily became more harsh and insupportable, Junot spoke $ut, 
and with such effect that Captain Steele was obliged tolftcjf 
about, and carry his victims to Jaffa, to be delivered up to 
Commodore Sir Sydney Smith. I shall speak of Sir Sydney by, 
and by; at present I shall only say, that he was most polite to, 
the prisoners, and particularly to Junot, but lie could not keep 
them, and forwarded them by way of Cyprus to Arnetta, 
thence despatched to Toulon, in the ship Le Vaillant; but tf"' 
was necessary that an English officer should first go to Palermo 
to receive the orders of Nelson, who was there with Lady 
Hamilton. 

The day after Le Vaillant had anchored in the harbour of 
Palermo, a very elegant barge, manned by a dozen rowers, 
dressed in white, and wearing black velvet caps, ornamented 
with a silver leopard, came to reconnoitre the frigate, f Junot | 
was in his cabin at the moment with General Durnuy^ The f 
captain of Le Vaillant went down to them, and told thftn with; 
the more arrogance, because he fancied that he was backed, 
a Come upon deck, gentlemen ; our hero, the great Admiral 
Nelson, wishes to seethe French prisoners.” Junot eyed the j 
captain, then turning his head, he appeared to be looking round i 
about him. u Am I to understand that it is to me and thej 
General that you are speaking V ’ said he. The captain bowed*) 

** And have you the courage to execute this commission withj 
so much impertinence ? Well ; take back this answer, at least) 
as far as I and my officers are concerned: go, and tell your! 
Admiral Nelson, wno to me is neither a hero npr a great I 
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|fbr I am accustomed to a measure that would be far too large 
| for him, go and tell him, that I am not his prisoner, but the 
\prisoner of his government: that were I his prisoner, I would 
jnot obey an order given with the brutality with which you 
fwould treat curious beasts that you might have brought from 
I Egypt, and of which you were the keeper. If Admiral Nelson 
jwishes to see me, he knows where to find me* Say further, he 
|is my superior, his rank is higher than mine ; had he civilly ex- 
pressed a desire to see me, I would have gone to him that 
ijiiistant. Now the insult is offered, it is too late for him to 
precede. I pretend not to impose my opinions upon any one," 
continued Junot, turning to General Dumuy, who, from the 
commencement of the action, kept close behind him, jogging 
his elbow, and pulling a face that was enough to make the 
merriest cry* or the most sorrowful laugh. “ I have said what 
I thought, and what I would do, that is all : you are at liberty 
to act as you please." 

The good man, if he had had his own way, would have gone 
upoq deck, and walked about somewhat after the manner of a 
white bear in his den. The captain delivered Junot’s answer to 
} Nelson, who had a spirit to feel the full force of it. Junot, in 
(his spleen, had said what he was far from thinking, for he 
ladmired Nelson, and did not conceal it ; but how can you 
/abstain entirely from offensive language, when a victorious 

( enemy would insult you? It is to be presumed that Junot’s 
conduct was appreciated by Nelson ; for the same evening he 
sent him a large basket filled with fruit, preserves, and some 
j bottles of claret. Lady Hamilton had added some oranges to 
fthe present. Junot rightly thought that it would show bad 
} taste to refuse it: he therefore accepted it, and stamped his 
| thanks with a gratitude which he really felt. Aft$r all, if what 
\ he had said to the captain was faithfully reported to the Admiral, 

| this tacit reparation of his affront, or perhaps of that offered by 
\ the captain of the Theseus, argues a great share of magnanimity 
lin his character. Nelson, however, annulled Sir Sydney Smith’s 
orders for the return of the prisoners to France, and they were 
conveyed to Mahon, there to await the answer of the Admiralty. 
That answer could not be doubtful, but it might be delayed 
some time, and to remain longer under the yoke of the captain 
of the frigate was beyond the bounds of human patience. , 

Sir Sydney Smith appeared to Junot under an aspect which, 
though different from that of Nelson, was not more encouraging 
in regard to social life, and the intercourse which there must be 
between two men, living, if not under the same roof, on the same 
floor, and which was about to be established between them. 
General Bonaparte was not mistaken in regard to the real cause 
of the disasters consequent upon the long resistance of St. Jean 
d’Acre. In his mind, Sir Sydney Smith and those disasters were 
inseparable. Those around him, ywho so easily caught the reflec- 
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tion of his enmities and his friendships, when, like Junot in par-; 
ticular, they lived in his life, beheld in Sir Sydney a man to 
whom General Bonaparte had a strong dislike, and to whom, of 
course, they took a aislike also. “ Nevertheless,” said Junot to 
me one day, “ the Emperor always regarded Sir Sydney Smith 
as a man of honour, and he said as much ; only he thought him 
mad ; and he could not comprehend, he said, how a sensible man 
could attempt such insane tnings.” 

To two men formed to esteem each other, the first moments 
were of course irksome : but this did not last long. Sir Sydney 
and Junot, when they became acquainted, conceived a high 
esteem for one another. Junot said that Sir Sydney was chivalry 
personified, with all its bravery and generosity. They passed ( 
together about two months, ^whichTwould have appeared snort to ; 
Junot, had he not been anxious to return France. Every j 
consideration was absorbed by that desire, which became a real | 
home-sickness. Sir Sydney perceived it, and strove to expedite f 
his return to France, as if he nad been his own brother. It was |‘ 
to the active interference of Sir Sydney Smith that Junot was I 
indebted for the cartel of exchange, the original of which I have ! 
carefully preserved. It is scarcely necessary to remark that tea; 
English prisoners were released in exchsyige for him. 

Junot continued to cherish the most affectionate regard for the 
commodore. Notwithstanding the war, they wrote and sent 
presents to one another. In spite of all his efforts, however, Sir 
Sydney could not obtain the entire exchange of Junot, who could 
not serve against England till the business was finally settled.* 

* The Editor cannot forbear expressing his conviction, that the statements which 
the present chapter contains relative to the conduct of the captains of the Theseus 
and Le Vaillant, and “ our hero, the great Admiral Nelson, are highly coloured 
by national antipathy. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

'3 

The returned emigrants — Portraits from nature— MM. de Bouillc and Madame 
de Conlades — Drawing-room scenes — My mother’s ball — The rival beauties — 
Madame Leclerc^s ears — My mother’s conversation with Paulette — MM. de 
Perigord — Despreaux’s assemblies. *' 

< 

I will devote this chapter to some details respecting indivi- 
duals who formed a portion of my mother’s circle of acquaint- 
ance, and who were distinguished in Parisian society, after their 
retunt from emigration. 

Among the ladies who had recently returned to France, and 
who were frequent visiters at my mother’s house, there was one 
who is still vividly present to my recollection as though I had 
seen her only a few days since. This was Madame de Con- 
tades, the daughter and sister of the MM, de Bouijle, who dis- 
tinguished themselves at the affair of Varennes. (Madame de 
; Contades was a person whose appearance never failed to make a 

E rofound impression at first sight. She was not remarkable for 
eauty, but there was something very pleasing about her. There 
/ was an expression in her look and smile, which I never observed 
{ in any but one woman besides herself. She was not gloomy, far 
[ from it; and yet one could scarcely venture to laugh in her pre- 
i sencc, unless she first set the example. When she turned round 
| her goddess-like head, crowned with luxuriant black hair, and 
| cast a look at any one, that look was a command which exacted 
} obedience. Ilcr hatred of Bonaparte was exceedingly amusing. 
She would not grant him the merit of deserving his military fame: 
u Pshaw !” she would say, when my mother spoke of his victo- 
ries in Italy and Egypt, “ I could do as much with a look.” 
She wa&nci less diverting when Bonaparte’s sisters came under 
her review. She would not acknowledge the beauty of Madame 
Leclerc, any more than the glory of her brother. Iier eccentric 
opinion on this subject once gave rise to a tragi-comic incident 
at my mother’s house. 

Bonaparte had just departed for Egypt; and the different 
members of his family, bright with the reflections of the glory 
he had cast upon them, during his brief stay in Paris, had 
already commenced their novitiate of royalty. Madame Le- 
clerc, who had a taste for absolute power, was nothing loth to 
unite the ^fluence of her brother’s reputation to that of her 
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own be&uty. That beauty indeed appeared so perfect, that 
nobody ever thought of disputing it. As her dominion as yet 
consisted only of her beauty, she spared no pains to make the 
most of it; and in this she certainly succeeded, when she did 
not, as unfortunately too often happened, display the airs of an 
insuiTerable spoiled child. One evening my mother gave a ball 
at her residence in the Rue Sainte-Croix. She had invited, ac- 
cording to her custom, the most select society of the Faubourg 
Saint-Germain. As to the other party, the only individuals 
belonging to it wer^the Bonaparte family, and a few gentlemen, 
W'ho, like M. de Trenis, were fine dancers, and were for that 
reason, regularly invited by the few families who gave parties at 
that time. • 

Madame Leclerc informed us that she had prepared for the 
occasion a dress, which to use her own expression, she expected 
would immortalise her . This dress was a subject of the mostserious 
consideration with her, at least a week before she was destined to 
wear it, and she enjoined the strictest secrecy on MadameGer- 
mon and Charbonnier.* She requested permission to drefl at 
our house, which she frequently did in order that she might 
enter the ball-room with her dress completely fresh and in all 
its beauty. 

Only those who knew Madame Leclerc, at that time, can form 
any idea of the impression she produced on entering my mother’s 
drawing-room. The head-dress consisted of handelcttes of a 
very soft fine kind of fur, of a tiger pattern. These bamleletks 
were surmounted by bunches of grapes in gold ; but the hair 
was not dressed so high as it is now worn. ( She was a faithful) 
copy of a Bacchante, such as are seen in "antique statues or! 
cameos; and in truth the form of Madame Leclerc's head, and\ 
the classic regularity of her features, imboldened her to attempt \ 
an imitation which would haw been hazardous in most women, y 
Her robe of exquisitely fine India muslin, had a deep bordering } 
of gold ; the pattern was of grapes and vine-leaves. With this * 
she wore a tunic of the purest Greek form, with a bordering : 
similar to her dress, which displayed her fine figure to admirable V 
advantage. This tunic was confined on the shoulders by cameos | 
of great value. The sleeves, which were very short, wfere lightly jf 

f athered on small bands which were also fastened with cameos. ; 

Ier girdle which was placed below the bosom, as is seen in thef 
Greek statues, consisted of a gold band, the clasp of which was( 
a Superbly cut antique stone. She entered the drawing-room 
without her gloves, displaying her beautiful white round arms, 
which were adorned with bracelets, formed of gold and cameos. 

It is impossible to describe the effect her appearance produced. 
Her entrance seemed absolutely to illumine tne room. The per^ 1 
feet harmony in every part of the beautiful whole, elicited a j 


* A milliner and a hair-dresser, at that time much in 
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fbuzz of admiration, which was not very complimentary to {he 
| other ladies present. The gentlemen all thronged round her, as 
| she advanced towards a seat which my mother had reserved for 
| her, for Paulette was a particular favourite of my mother’s, who 
| indeed regarded her almost as her own child. 

The ladies were all much piqued at the beauty and the elegant 
dress of Mademoiselle Bonaparte, the wife of General Leclerc. 
They whispered to one another, but loud enough to be heard by 
Paulette, that such an impudent display of extravagance was 
exceedingly unbecoming in a woman who had been almost in 
starvation only -three years before. But these expressions of 
female envy were speedily drowned by the admiration of the 
other sex. 

| The beauty of Madame de Contades was now entirely 
[ eclipsed, and soon after Madame Leclerc’s entrance she found 
? herself abandoned by her circle of admirers ; or if any of them 
\ approached her, it was only to make some provoking remark, 
4 f complimentary to the charms of Paulette. “ Give me your arm,” 
said she to a gentleman near her, and the next moment the Diana- 
k like figure of Madame de Contades was seen moving across 
the drawing-room, and advancing towards Madame Leclerc. 
The latter had withdrawn to my mother’s boudoir, because, she 
said, the heat of the drawing-room, and the motion of* the 
; dancers, made her ill ; though, I believe, the true reason was, 

! that a long sofa in the boudoir afforded her the opportunity of 
[ Splaying her graceful figure and attitudes to the best advan- 
: tage. This manoeuvre, however, proved unlucky for her. The 
; room was small and brilliantly lighted, and as Madame Leclerc 
reclined upon the sofa, a stream of light descended full upon 
her head. Madame de Contades looked at her attentively; and 
instead of making any of the ill-natured observations w hich had 
fallen from the other ladies, she first admired the dress, then the 
figure, then the face. Returning a second time to the coiffure , 

? she expatiated on its taste and elegance ; then suddenly turning 
to the gentleman on whose arm she was leaning, she exclaimed, 
“ Ah, mon Dieu ! mon Dieu! how unfortunate that such a pretty 
woman should be deformed ! Did you never observe it ! What a 
l pity it is ! ” 

Had these exclamations been uttered in the drawing-room, it 
; is probable that the sound of the music and the dancing would 
have drowned Madame de Contades’s voice, though she generally 
spoke in a pretty loud tone : as it was, every word resounded 
tnrough the little boudoir , and the scarlet wnich suffused the 
face of Madame Leclerc, was much too deep to improve her 
beauty. 

Madame de Contades fixed her eyes of fire on Paulette, as if 
{ she would look her through, and the tone of compassion in 
j which she Uttered the word^ u What a pity ! ” sufficiently in* 
i formed Paulette that her triumph was at an end* All this 
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(which perhaps I have described with rather too much prolixity) 
look place in the space of little more than a minute ; but these 
details are necessary, to show the mode in which the attack was 
managed, and the success with which a woman of ingenuity may 
avenge her wounded vanity. “ What is the matter?” inquired 
some one who stood near Madame de Contades. — “ The matter 1” 
said she, do you not see the two enormous ears which disfigure 
either side of her head. I declare if I had such a pair of ears, 
I would have them cut off, and I will advise Madame Leclerc to 
do so. There can be no harm in advising a woman to have her 
ears cut off.” 

All eyes were now turned towards Madame Leclerc’s head ; not 
as before, to admire it, but to wonder at the deformity with 
which its beauty was disfigured. "The truth is, that nature must 
have been in one of her most capricious moods, when she placed 
two such ears on the right and left of a charming face* They 
were merely pieces of thin white cartilage, almost without any 
curling ; but this cartilage was not enormous as Madame de 
Contades said ; it was merely ugly, and its ugliness was the 
more conspicuous on account of the beautiful features with 
which it was contrasted. A young woman but little accustomed 
to society is easily embarrassed : this was the case with Madame 
Leclerc when she read in the faces of her surrounding admirers 
the effect produced by the remarks of Madame de Contades. 
The result of this little scene was, that Paulette burst into tears, 
and on the plea of indisposition retired before midnight. Nejg 
morning my mother went to see her. She of course said nothing 
about the ears, which were then concealed beneath a nightcap 
trimmed with lace ; for Madame Leclerc was in the habit oi 
receiving visits, even the most formal ones, in bed. She took her 
revenge by assailing Madame de Contades, whom she certainly 
did not spare. My mother allowed her to go on for some time, 
for she was aware that she had been deeply piqued. “ I cannot 
imagine,” said Madame Leclerc, “ what can make that great tall 
may-pole such a favourite with all the men ! I am sure there 
are many women much more attractive in the circle of your 
acquaintance. There was one who sat near her last evening in 
your drawing-room, whom I think much handsomer ; and she 
was very well dressed too. She had a robe and Greciaii tunic, 
just like mine. “But,” added she, in as serious a tone as 
though she had been speaking of the most important affair in 
the world, “hers was embroidered in silver, and mine in 
gold. That did not become her: she is not fair enough for 
silver.” Patience was not my mother's virtue ; and on hearing 
this she rose from her chair, evidently displeased. “ Paulette,” 
said she, my dear girl, you are crazy ! absolutely crazy ! ” The 
person of whom Madame Leclerc was speaking, was a little fat 
woman, with a short neck, a turned up nose, and so extremely 
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short-sighted that she was continually winking her eyes* In 
a word she was the very reverse of Madame de Contades. 

“ I assure you, Madame Permon, I think Madame CJhauvelin 
ah elegant woman ; she is clever too, without being satirical/' 
Whether Madame Chauvelin be elegant or not, is a matter 
of very little consequence,” replied my mother : " as to her 
cleverness, I know she has a good deal. But, my dear Paulette, 
you jare strangely mistaken if you live in the belief that she is 
not satirical when any thing of a ridiculous kind presents itself 
to her notice. She can observe, short-sighted as she is.” This 
affair set Madame Leclerc for a long time in violent hostility to 
Madame de Contades ; though I am sure the latter lady never 
thought of it from the moment she put on her shawl to leave my 
mother’s party. 

../* About this period M. de Talleyrand had persuaded a great 
^portion of his family to return from emigration. His two 
brothers, Archanibaud and Bozon de Perigord, came to France. 
The former had been forced to fly to save his life, and left behind 
him a wife and three children. His wife died shortly after his 
departure. M. Louis Perigord, the eldest of his three children, 
was a man whose rare qualities rendered him an ornament to 
society. He enjoyed the favour of Bonaparte, who knew how 
to appreciate merit. 

There was a lady, a friend of my mother, who like her had 
the courage to receive company and give balls at this time. 
This was Madame de Caseaux, wife of the president of the 
Parliament of Bordeaux. She was a distantrelationofM.de 
Talleyrand. She had an only daughter, Laure de Caseaux, 
who |yas then the richest heiress in France. The fortune of M. 
de Caseaux was estimated at eight or nine millions of francs. 
Madame de Caseaux occupied the Hotel de Perigord in the 
Rue TUniversite, which now belongs to Marshal Soult. There 
she gave, in the suite of apartments on the ground floor, the first 
splendid balls which took place in Paris after the revolution. 
But these balls represented the Faubourg St. Germain in all its 
purity^ and I do not recollect having seen the face of mf indi- 
vidual of the opposite party, except Junot, and that not until 
after our marriage. 

There was another house in Paris, at which good company 
and agreeable parties were to be met, though money was paid 
for admittance. This was the house of Despreaux, the fashion- 
able dancing-master. I was his pupil; and at first these as- 
semblies consisted only of his pupils ; but they soon became so 
fashionable that Despreaux was obliged to remove to a larger 
house ib brder to receive all who wished to subscribe to them. 
It was Ih^e I first met Mademoiselle Perregaux, before she 
was^arried to General Marmont. She, used to be accompanied 
' goyema^te, v^ho instead of having any control 
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over her, appeared to be entirely submissive to her authority. 
Mademoiselle Perregaux was pretty, but my mother could 
never reconcile herself to the freedom of her manners. Madame 
Bonaparte sometimes brought her daughter to DespWfouvs 
assemblies. Hortense de Beaubamais was then a lovely girl ; 
but I Will take another* opportunity of drawing her portrait : 4t 
deserves to be more than a light sketch. 


CHAPTER XXX. 

The 18 th of Fructidor — Hoche — Probable manner of his death — Madame de 

Re c, and Madame Tallien — Flags prerented to the Directory by Jimot 

— Madame Bonaparte — Junot escorts her to Italy — Mademoiselle Louise. 

Attek the 18th Fructidor we had a new reign of terror, 
which spread consternation through all our circle, and several of 
our friends, whose names were included in the declaration of 
Duverne de Presle, were obliged to leave Paris. 

An event which took place immediately after the 18th of 
Fructidor overwhelmed us with grief, for we were intimately 
acquainted with the relatives and friends of the victim who was 
sacrificed. I here allude to the death of Hoche, which may be 
regarded as an event in the history of our revolution. The loss 
of Joubert and Hoche have usually been regarded as military- 
misfortunes, like the fate of Marceaux, and subsequently of 
Desaix, but the case was different. With his military talent, 
Hoche combined extensive abilities of various kinds, ana ^ke ups 
a citizen as well as a soldier. When he was sent to La Vendee, 
he quelled dissension, more perhaps by his talents and con- 
ciliating manners than by his sword, though he could use it 
well. Like Joubert, he loved and revered his country.^ I did 
not know much of General Hoche personally, but since his 
death I have been furnished with some curious details respect- 
ing him. When his death was made known, the public voice 
rose in an accusing outcry against the Directory. I have paid 

f reat attention to the circumstances which attendefl the' death of 
foche ; I have carefully examined the events which preceded the 
18th of Fructidor, and compared them with valuable documents, 
which are in my possession. 1 am satisfied that Hoche was the 
constant object of the hatred of a party, then unfortunately 
powerful, though acting in the shade. The most serious chaqge, 
was brought against him, and yet he was not guilty. It trek * 
discovered that die sum of eight hundred thousand franc* lad 
been embezzled, and it was alleged that the commander of the 
Madame Junot— tod, i. n 
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army of .the Sambre and the Mease had divided it among the 
officers of his staff. A lady for whom Hoche cherished a deep 
interest, and who is still living, received from him, at dm time, 
letters in which he begged her to raise some money by way of 
loan, at any price. “ Above all,” said he in one of these letters, 
“ I should blush if France knew that one of the Generals-io- 
chief of her armies should be obliged to borrow money to replace 
die horses which have been killed under him by the enemy’s 
bullets.” 

Nothing, it appears to me, can he more conclusive than the 
language of a man thus addressing a woman who possessed his 
entire confidence. The lady to whom these letters are addressed, 
is, as I have already observed, still living ; she resides in Paris, 
and she favoured me, only a few days before these pages were 
written, with another sight of the correspondence to which she 
attaches the highest value. 

In another of these letters, General Hoche says > “ Do they 
wish me to come to Paris to renew the scandalous scene of the 
18th of June?* If they do I will come, and in my turn tear to 
pieces their embroidered coats. Let them not provoke me.” 
Alas ! the unfortunate General ought not to have provoked an 
enemy who was alike cowardly, criminal and feeble. Scarcely 
one month elapsed after the date of this last letter, and Hoche 
was no more. An almost unanimous voice pronounced sentence 
of murder against those who ought to have placed the civic crown 
on the head of Hoche, instead of consigning him to the grave. 
As to my own opinion, I entertain a firm conviction that General 
Hoche died by assassination. I deemed it necessary to say thus 
much relative to this brave man. His tragical death forms a 
remarkable event in our revolutionary history. I must now 
revert to a few circumstances of anterior date, for the better ex- 
planation of some facts which are to follow. 

Shortly before the Revolution my father, in the course of his 
financial business, was engaged in rather a curious affair, which, 
at the time, was but little known, because one of the two parties 
concerned belonged to the Polignac family. While this affair was 
pending, my mother was introduced to some of the individuals 

concerned, among others to Madame de Re c, a natural 

daughter of the Marquis de St. A — n. When, in 1796, the 

revolutionary troubles had somewhat subsided, and people wh* 
had been dispersed in various directions, once more thronged to 
Baris, my mother, to her great astonishment, one day met Ma- 
dame Re— — c, at Tivoli. The lady was splendidly dressed in 
an exfjfcvagant style of fashion. She was walking between two 
gentledSenj the one on the right was a collet noir, and the one 
on the left an oreille de chien. She was speaking with a jMMrfe 

* He here alludes to the indecorous seem' which took place between de La- 
haye end another deputy, who actually fought until they tore each other’s 
clothes, in the puce where srtfings of the legislative body werfrfeeW. 
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pa-fum&e, and giving herself all the airs of a perfect incroyaih. 
She seemed oveijoyed to see my mother, who was rather a for- 
midable person to be encountered by such a woman as Madame 
Be — — c, 1 recollect that she was put quite out of countenance 
by the somewhat satirical look of my mother, when she scanned 
her from head to foot with the cool self-possession of the true 
Parisian elegante. 

When Madame de Re c behaved naturally, she was a 

lively and agreeable woman. She recovered her courage, and 
called on us next day. She told us a great deal about the Di- 
rectorial court, with which she was well acquainted, and about 
Madame Tallien, who, according to her account, was the proto- 
type of all that was fair and good in the world : — a perfect 
divinity. 

My mother was a woman, and a beautiful woman, whose 
opinions were not in unison with those which were professed in 
the salon of JVfadame Tallien, yet she never withheld her admira- 
tion from otner females, when she felt that it could be justly 
conferred. My mother had been much struck with the beauty 
of Madame Tallien, and she knew too many facts relative to her 
excellent conduct at Bourdeaux, not to be convinced that all the 
praises conferred on her were well deserved. 

The life of Madame Tallien was one of the most extraordinaiy t 
and diversified I ever knew. She might have become the French/ 
Aspasia, and with much greater advantages than were enjoyedl 
by the Aspasia of Athens, with whom her wit, her beauty, and 
her political influence may serve to establish a comparison. She ‘ 
certainly might have been appreciated much higher than Aspasia ] 
in spite of the refined taste of the Athenians, though neither of j 
her husbands was a Pericles. The destiny of Madame Tallien j 
was as singular as herself. She was born in Spain, where her ' 
father, M. d*e Cabarrus, a .French banker, settled, and had ' 
acquired a great reputatipn. At twelve years of age Theresa j 
Cabarrus was the loveliest of all the beauties of Cadiz. Her j 
father sent her from home at that early age, because he was still . 
too young to take upon himself the superintendence of so beau- 
tiful a daughter. She was seen about this period by hefr uncle | 
Jalabert, who could not escape the fascination which the lovely 1 
Theresa, with a look and a Umile, exercised upon every man who 
beheld her. He wished to marry her ; but she gave the prefer- 
ence to M. de Fontenav, to whom she was united some time 
after. With a cultivated mind and intellectual powers of a high 
order, Madame Tallien would have possessed, even without her 
beauty, more than an ordinary share of attractions. « 

While she was at Bourdeaux, she composed a discourse on 
some abstract subject, which was intended to be read by way of 
a sermon : a custom which was at that time prevalent, She, 
however, had not courage to read it herself, and she requested 
- M. Juilien to read it for ner. She was present on the occasion, 
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and the audience were much more attentive to her than to the 
heavy and monotonous eloquence of the person who delivered 
the discourse : she was dressed in a riding-habit of dark blue 
casimere, with yellow buttons and collar and cuffs of red velvet. 
Upon her beautiful black hair, which was cut d la Titw> and 
clustered in graceful curls round her face, she wore, a little on one 
side, a cap of scarlet velvet trimmed with fur ; in this costume 
her beauty was really dazzling. At intervals, the expression of 
her countenance showed that she was a little out of mimour at 
the manner in which the discourse was read, and on the follow- 
ing Decadi she read it herself in the church of the Franciscans. 

Madame Tallien was kind and obliging, but such is the effect 
on the multitude of a name that bears a stain, that her cause 
was never separated from that of her husband : the following 
is a proof this; Junot was the bearer of the second flags 
which were sent from the army of Italy to the Directory. He 
was received with all the pomp which attended the reception of 
Marmont, who was the bearer of the first colours. Madame 
Bonaparte, who had not yet set out to join Napoleon, wished to 
witness the ceremony, and on the day appointed for the recep- 
tion of Junot, she repaired to the Diicctory, accompanied by 
Madame Tallien. They lived at that time in great intimacy, 
the latter was a fraction of the Directorial royalty, with 
which Josephine, when Madame Beauharnais, and, indeed, 
after she became Madame Bonaparte, was in some degree in- 
vested. Madame Bonaparte was still a fine woman: lier teeth, 
it is true, were already frightfully decayed ; but when her mouth 
was closed, she looked, especially at a little distance, both 
young and pretty. As to Madame Tallien, she was then in the 
full bloom of her beauty. Both were dressed in the antique 
style, which was then the prevailing fashion, and with as much 
Oi richness and ornament as were suitable to morning costume. 
When the reception was ended, and they w ere about to leave 
the Directory, it may be presumed that Junot was not a little 
proud to offer to escort these two charming w T omen. Junot was 
then a handsome young man of five-and-twenty, and he had 
that .military look and style for which, indeed, he was always 
remarkable. A splendid uniform of a Colonel of Hussars, set 
off his fine figure to the utmost advantage. When the ceremony 
was ended, he offered one to Madame Bonaparte, who, as hie 
General’s wife, was entitled to the first honour, especially on 
that solemn day ; ana offering his arm to Madame Tallien, he 
conducted them down the staircase of the Luxembourg. The 
crowd pressed forward to see them as they passed along; “That 
is the ueneral’s wife !” said one. “That is his aide-de-camp,” 
said another. — “He is very young. — She is very pretty. — Vfoe 
k General Bonmarte ! — Vive la Citoyenne Bonaparte! She is 
a good frien&$Q the poor.-*— Ah l" exclaimed a great fat market- 
yto mm, “ ^^Notre*&me-d/$-Victoires “ You are right,” 
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said another, “ and see who is on the other side of the officer : 
“ that is Notre-Dame-de-Septembre F — This was severe, and it 
was also unjust. 

Junot escorted Madame Bonaparte when she went to join the 
General-in-chief in Italy. * I am surprised that M. de Bour- 
rienne has omitted mentioning this circumstance in his memoirs. 
He must have known it, smce he was well acquainted with every 
thing relating to Josephine, and knew many facts of high in- 
terest in her life at this period, and subsequently. How happens 
it too that he ma^es no mention of Mademoiselle Louise, who 
might be called her companion instead of her femmc-de-chambre . 
At the outset of the journey to Italy, she was such a favourite 
with Josephine, that she dressed like her mistress, sat at table 
with her, and was in all respects he* friend and confident. 

The journey was long, much too long for Junot, though he 
was very much in love with Mademoiselle Louish. But he was 
anxious to join the army, for to him, his General was always the 
dearest of mfstresses. Junot has often spoken to me, and to me 
alone , of the vexations he experienced on this journey. He 
might have added to his circumstantial details relative to Jose- 
phine, the conversation he is reported to have had with Bona- 
parte in Egypt;* but he never bieathed a word on the subject; 
for his character was always noble and generous. The journey 
to Italy did not produce the effect which usually arises from 
such incidents in common life : namely, a closer friendship and 
intimacy between the parties. On the contrary, Madame 
Bonaparte from that moment evinced some degree of ill-humour 
towards Junot, and complained with singular warmth of the 
want of respect which he had shown her, in making love to her 
fern m e- de-chct mbre, before her face. 

At a subsequent period, however, Madame Bonaparte thought 
no more abodt Mademoiselle Louise, or the want of respect 
shown by the aide-de-camp sffnd faithful friend : indeed, I be- 
lieve she thought but little about Bonaparte himself. 1 shall 
by and by notice the subject which then absoibed all her 
thoughts. 

Madame de Re* c often spoke to us about Madame Bona- 
parte, whom she frequently saw at the Directory when she was 
not exclusively engrossed by the charms of her garden of Armida. 

On this subject, Madame de Re c furnished us with some 

amusing particulars, from which Lucien and the whole family, 
but especially Madame Leclerc, drew very unfavourable infer- 
ences lor the future happiness of their brother. 


* See Bourrienne’s Memoirs. 
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¥ CHAPTER XXXI. * 

Moreau takes the command of the army of Italy — Championnet-— The assassi- 
nation of Rastadt — Destruction of the regiment of Sheklers — General Joubert 
The two Suchet^— Anecdote of Bonaparte, and the Ordonnateur Chauvet — 
The two sleeping nymphs-— Bonaparte at vingt-et-un. 

Moreau took the command of 40,000 men, the sad wreck 
©f our military force in Italy, and marched to meet the enemy. 
T*he movements of the Austro-Russian army, commanded by 
P«i#arnDw were, however, better combined than his ; the conse- 
quence was that Moreau was defeated in the battle of Cassano, 
losing nearly all his artillery, and 15,000 men killed, wounded, 
prisoners. 

Championnet once more brought back victory to our stand- 
ards, by defeating General Mack, and taking Naples: but the 
Directory determined to sacrifice the glory of one of her sons 
©n the altar of his country, and Championnet was deprived of 
Ids command, arrested, tried by a court martial, and was on the 
jKfffnt of being shot. All this was because he resisted the de- 
signs of certain base and avaricious proconsuls. Championnet’s 
lorce was consigned to the command of Macdonald, and did 
not join Moreau’s army till after the battle of the Trebia, where 
we lost 8000 of our troops. 

About this tim4, in the west of France, the Chouans were 
taking their odious standard, and the roads of La Yend6e were 
drenched anew with the blood of Frenchmen. Our plenipoten- 
tiaries were massacred at Rastadt by the Shekler hussars, and, 
notwithstanding the indignation expressed by all France at that 
atrocity, vengeance was still very tardy in overtaking the 
assassins. The two councils were the first to render a melan- 
choly tribute of honour to the victims. Who that saw that 
ceremony can ever forget its solemnity ? Who can recollect 
without emotion the religious silence which reigned throughout 
the hall and tribunes, when the vole was put? The president 
then turned towards the curule chair of the victim, on which lay 
the official costume of the assassinated representative, covered 
Witt black crape, bent over it, and pronouncing the names of 
Robertjot and Ronffier, added in a voice, the tone of which was 
' always 
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Assassinated at the Coxoress of Rastadx. 

Immediately all the representatives responded — 

“ May their blood be upon the heads of their murderers ! ” 

This crime was long attributed to the court of Austria, hut I 
have positive evidence that the Queen of Naples, and the Colonel 
of the Schekler regiment were the sole authors of the murder. I 
do not now recollect at what battle it was that the Schekler 
hussars were in such a situation as obliged them to capitulate. 
Their consciences told them, however, that they ought not to 
expect quarter. “ Will you make us prisoners ? ” demanded the 
commander of the corps. He received for answer an exclama- 
tion of rage and indignation: “Defend yourselves, wretches!” 
The whole of the regiment was exterminated. 

A new m isfortune which befel France about *this period was 
the death of Joubert, who was killed at the battle of Novi, at 
the time when, touched by the miseries of his country, he forgot 
her offences, and felt nothing but her danger. Joubert was the 
friend of Championnet. On the latter being arrested, he sent 
his resignation to the Directory, and it was long ere he would 
again enter the service. When he did, he was first appointed 
to the command of the seventeenth military division, the head- 
quarters of which were then in Paris, and a few weeks after tjj 
the command of the army of Italy. The striking similarity of 
situation between Joubert and Bonaparte is most remarkable. 
Both were of equal age, and both, in tneir early career, suffered ft 
sort of disgrace ; they were finally appointed to command first 
the seventeenth military divisions, and afterwards the army of 
Italy. There is in all this a curious parity of events : but death 
soon ended the career of one of the young heroes. That which 
ought to have constituted the happiness of his life was the causey 
of Joubert’s death ; namely, his marriage. But how could he 
refrain from loving the womfm he espoused ? Ah ! who can 
have forgotten Zephirine de Montholon, her enchanting grace, 
her playful wit, her gooa-humour, and her beauty! What 
delicacy and spirit on her features ! I think Joubert was very 
pardonable. 

The mention of Joubert brings to my recollection a stoiy 
about Bonaparte and the two Suchets (the Marshal and his 
brother) who were the intimate friends of Joubert. The circum- 
stance I am about to relate, happened a little after the siege of 
Toulon. The town had been in the possession of the French 
for some weeks, and although his military and official duties 
might naturally have been expected to fill up his time com- 
pletely, there were still some hours of the day which hung 
heavy on Bonaparte’s hands. Chauvet, the commissary-in- 
chief, had some little affair of his own which screened him from 
the attack of ennui, but Bonaparte was entirely fine. The 
director of the maritime works (or some such officer) had taro 
very handsome daughters, on one of whom Chauvet bestowed 
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all his attention. Junot likewise had contrived to fill up his 
time in a similar way, but Bonaparte, as I have said, was, in 
the midst of his occupations, the prey of ennui. One day he 
said to Chauvet, “ I must go and dine with Suchet, tell him 
I am coming.” 

But for the better explanation of what follows, it is necessary 
to premise that Suchet, then chef de bataillon , was in quarters 
at La Seille, a pretty little village, situate on the very lowest 
point of tihe Bay of Toulon. Suchet occupied a small house, 
*the property of the father of the two fair maidens above men- 
tioned, with one of whom Chauvet was in love. The father and 
daughters were accordingly invited to dine with the party of 
young men, the eldest of wh,pm had not reached his twenty-fifth 
year, 

Suchet received his guest in his usual way, his face beaming 
with pleasure and good-humour, and seeming to say, “ Wel- 
come, welcome to my house !” His brother Gabriel acted the 
part of housekeeper, and provided an excellent dinner. Gabriel 
was also an amiable and good-tempered man, and did all he 
could that day to make eight or ten young madcaps happy. 
But as pleasure must have a term, it was necessary to think of 
retiring home. This, < however, was found to be impracticable, 
for whilst the company were enjoying themselves, there had been 
,a great fall of snow, succeeded by a hard frost, which rendered 
the communication with the village impossible ; it was, besides, 
very foggy. However, with punch, conversation, and laughter, 
they amused themselves for a few hours longer : but they had 
to wait for the dawn of day. There was but one bed in all the 
house — that in which the two brothers slept. What was to be 
done? It was then proposed that the two ladies should occupy 
it ; but as the bedchamber was the only room \n the house in 
which a fire could be lighted, they would not hear of it. 

Bonaparte, who then abhorred what he called dull faces, pro- 
posed a game at vingt-et-un. It was usually the most laugh- 
able thing in the w T orld to sec him play at any game whatever : 

whose quick perception and prompt judgment immediately 
aaized on and mastered every thing which came in his way, was, 
curiously enough, never able to understand the manoeuvres of 
any game, however simple. Thus, his only resource was to 
cheat. Well, for some time, vingt-et-un kept the company alive. 
But the cold soon overpowered the girls ; slumber stole upon 
them, in spite of their efforts to banish it, and of the glances of 
Chauvet At length they could hold out no longer, but threw 
themselves on the bed, which stood in a corner of the room, and 
fell forthwith into a sound sleep. Cold, as well as fire, acts as 
■a soporific ; aqd it was not long before all the company, except 
Bonaparte and Gabriel (Suchet, were snoring. Some stretched 
themselve# on wooden benches, which stood round the cham- 
ber, and some on chairs, while Bonaparte and Gabriel spent the 
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whole night, a winter's night, that is to say, seven hours at 
least, in playing at vingt-et-un. Bonaparte's eyelids never once 
drooped. Occasionally he would turn his eyes towards the bed, 
and look at the young girls ; and when sometimes Gabriel 
Suchet pointed out the elegant position in which one of them 
lay, he would smile, but with an air of apathy, rather singular 
in a young man of twenty -five. The fact is, Bonaparte had but 
one real passion, and in that all his other feelings were ab- 
sorbed. 

I have heard Gabriel Suchet say, that notwithstanding the 
many years which have intervened since the occurrence of this 
incident, he often thinks he still sees Bonaparte sitting in the 
arm-chair, one of his hands supporting his head, and the other 
stretched forward, as he pronounced the continually repeated 
words, Carte-Content. Marshal Suchet fills 1;oo important a 
place in our military and political history, to be passed over in 
silence. His poi trait shall be given in its proper plhcc. Here 
I have nieiely introduced him as the worthy friend of Joubert. 


CHAPTER XXXII. 

Description of Madame La.ttlia — Charactei of Madame Baccioclu — Intelligence 
of iionnpditc'b Hturn from IVypt — Josephine sets off to meet him — Bona- 
paite Jefu^os to see hei — A leconuliatton bi ought about by Eloitense and 
Eugene — Sentiments of the Bonapaitc I amily towards Josephine. 

BoNAPAirnL's mother has usually been represented as an old 
Cornell) lady, who had doubtless been handsome, but who, 
about the nge of foity-sevon or forty-eight years, became merely 
a foolish old woman. This, at least, is the portrait drawn of her 
by ceitain ignorant biographers, who did not know her, and 
w ho, like a great many in the world, love to have a subject to 
criticise, and to laugh at the expense of all whom fortune and 
talent have placed above them. 

I have alt eady observed, that Madame Laetitia Bonaparte was 
one of the handsomest w r oinen in Corsica, though her fine 
face w'as wrinkled by vexation of mind. The first time I saw her 
she was dressed in a very absurd way; yet she nevertheless 
made a strong impression upon me. Her soul beamed in her 
looks, and it was a soul full of the loftiest sentiments. If we 
take the word talent in the signification in which it is usually 
applied, it must be admitted that Madame Bonaparte had little. 
At the period of which I speak, that is to say, the year 1/99, 
she began to act a part, which, though unnoticed by the world, 
had no little influence upon many of the events in which her 
Madame Junot— vol. i. o 
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fondly' were engaged. At this period I knew her, and shall 
daiftihe her as she then appeared, for she altered very much 
alfcnNrasds. 

Madame Bonaparte was of a lofty and elevated character. 
A widow at an early age, in a country where the head of a 
fondly is every thing, the young mother found it necessary to 
call up all the energy of her character. She was gifted with 
that delicacy of perception Which distinguishes the Corsicans, 
but in her this quality did not degenerate into hypocrisy, as in 
some of her children. Indeed, aha was habitually candid. She 
evinced firmness in certain circumstances, but in others, an ex* 
travagant obstinacy. This was obvious in a nunibei of the sys- 
tematic triflings which composed a great part of her life, 
i She was very ignorant, not only of our hteratuie, but of that 
rof her own country. She had however some knowledge of the 
j Usual forms' of society, of whteh she had seen a little m the 
'course of her acquaintance with M. de Maibeuf and other dis- 
tinguished men, who visited much at her house, at the tune of 
the occupation of Coisica. But tins slight knowledge of the 
World was to her rather a source of inconvenience than of ad- 
vantage, inasmuch as it put her in constant diead of committing 
Some blunder. Her haughtiness, which was not offensive, be- 
came dignity when elevated to her new situation. She was 
kind at heart, hut of a cold extenor, possessed of much good 
Sense, but ae I have said, of little shiewdness or knowledge of 
the world# and, at the period of which I speak, she was very 
scrupulous in exacting from every body what she considered 
he# due. 

She was, a very good mother, and her children, with one ex- 
ception, were good to her in their turn. They treated her with 
hvery respect, and showed her assiduous attention. Lucien and 
Joseph were particularly attached to her. As for Napoleon, he 
Wan rtOt so respectful and attentive to his mother as his brothers 
were ; and we shall presently see the true cause of his reiniss- 
tlims. Madame Baccioclii evinced no particular regard for her 
mother. But for whom did she ever show regard ? 1 always 

thought her the most disagreeable woman I had ever met with ; 
and ft is quite astonishing to me bow M. de Fontanes, a man of 
such superior mind, such elegant manners, the very essence of 
sociability, should have admired Madame Baociocln m the way 
he dicU , 

On the evening of the 9th of October, my mother had a 
few friends with her. Madame de Caseaux, her daughter, 
Madame de Moodenard, tny mother, and several gentlemen of 
our acquaintance were seated at a large round table play- 
ing at lot^mtiBkin, a garfie of which my mother was very fond. 
Suddenly!! cabriolet drove up to the door; a young gentleman 
jumped out of it, hod in a minute was at the top of the staircase. 

I it was my brother Albert. J 



BONAPARTE'S RETURN FROM EGYPT. IS? 

“Guess what news I bring yon?’* said he. As we were all 
in high spirits, 'and his countenance bespoke him to he so too, 
all sorts of absurd guesses were made, at which Albert con- 
stantly shook his head. “Nonsense !” said my mother, taking 
up the bag containing the little balls. “ If there were a change 
in the government of the republic, you could not make, It ait 
affair of greater importance.” — “ Weil, mother,” replied Albert 
seriously, “ whatyou say now in jest, may possibly be realized. 
Bonaparte is in France. 

When my brother uttered these last words, the whole party 
seemed struck motionless, as if by a magic wand. My mother, 
who had just drawn a ball out of the bag, held her little hand 
raised in the- air, and the bag having fallen down, the balls were 
rolling about the carpet in every direction, without exciting tho 
notice of any body. Every one sat as if petrified. Albert was 
the only person who was conscious of the drollery of our posi- , 
tion, and a burst of laughter, which he could net repress,] 
brought us to ourselves. “ Bonaparte in France!” exclwtoed j 
my mother, “ it cannot be possible. 1 saw his mother «ut* 
very day at five o’clock, and she had no idea of. his return. 

“It is nevertheless true,” said Albert. “I was with Brunetifefa 
just now, when a messenger was sent by Gohier to fetch him. 
lie desned me to wait till he came back from the Luxembourg j 
and he leturned in about half an hour. He informed me that 
Bonapaite am veil two days ago at Fr6j us. He added, that he 
found Madame Josephine Bonaparte at Gobier’s, where she had 
been dining, and where she received the first announcement of 
this important intelligence. “ And,” added Albert, speaking in 
a half-whisper to my mfflkpT, “ I understand she was not SO 
well pleased as might ha'Wfrbeen expected.” 

No language can convey any idea of the state of excitement 
occasioned throughout France, by Bonaparte’s arrival. From 
the 9th of October, all around us was in continual agitation. 
On the 10th, Josephine set off to meet her husband ; but with* 
out knowing exactly what road he would take. She thought It 
likely he would come by the way of Burgundy, and therefore 
Louis and she set off for Lyons. 

Madame Bonaparte was a prey to great and well-founded 
uneasiness. Whether she was guilty or only imprudent, she 
was strongly accused by the Bonaparte family* who were 
desirous that Napoleon should obtain a divorce. The elder M. 
de Caulaincourt stated to us his apprehensions on this point; 
but whenever the subject was introduced, mv mother changed 
the conversation, because, knowing as she did the sentiments of 
the Bonaparte family, she could not reply Without either com- 
mitting them, or having recourse to falsehood. She knew, 
moreover, the truth of many circumstances which M. de Cau- 
laincourt seemed to doubt, and which her situation with respect 
to Bonaparte pretented her, from communicating to him. 
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Madame Bonaparte committed a great fault in neglecting at 
this juncture to conciliate her mother-in-la vv, who might have 
protected her against those who sought her ruin ; and effected 
it nine years later; for the divorce in 1809 was brought about 
by the joint efforts of all the members of the Bonaparte family, 
aided by some of Napoleon’s most confidential servants, whom 
Josephine, either as Madame Bonaparte or as Empress, had 
done nothing to make her friends. 

Bonaparte on his arrival in Paris, found his house deserted ; 
but his mother, sisters, and sisters-in-law, and, in short, every 
member of his family, except Louis, who had attended Madame 
Bonaparte to Lyons, came to him immediately. The impres- 
sion made upon him by the solitude of his home and its deser- 
tion by its mistress, was profound and terrible, and nine years 
afterwards, when the ties between him and Josephine were 
severed for ever, he showed that it was not effaced. From not 
finding her with his family, he inferred that she felt herself un- 
worthy of their presence, and feared to meet the man she had 
wronged. He considered her journey to Lyons as a mere pre- 
tence. M. de Boumennc says, that, for some days after Jose- 
phine’s return, Bonaparte treated her with extreme coldness. 
As he was an eyewitness, why does he not state the whole 
truth, and say that on her return, Bonaparte refused to see her , 
and did not see her? It was to the earnest entreaties of her 
children that she owed the recovery, not of her husband’s love, 
for that had long ceased, but of that tenderness, acquired by 
habit, and that intimate intercourse which made her still retain 
the rank of consort to the greatest man of his age. Bonaparte 
was, at this period, much attached to Eugene Beauharna is, who, 
to do him justice, was a charming youth. lie knew less of 
Hortense; but her youth and sweetness of temper, and the pro- 
tection of which, as his adopted daughter she besought him not 
to deprive her, proved powerful advocates, and overcame his 
resistance. In this delicate negotiation, it was good policy not 
to bring any other person into play, whatever might be their 
influence with Bonaparte, and Madame Bonaparte did not, 
therefore, have recourse either to B arras, Bourricnnc, or BertWer. 
It was expedient that they who interceded for her should be 
able to say something without the possibility of a reply. Now', 
Bonaparte could not with any degree of propriety explain to such 
children, as Eugene or Hortense, the particulars of their mother’s 
conduct. He was therefore constrained to silence, and had no 
argument to combat the tears of two innocent creatures at his 
feet, exclaiming, “ Do not abandon our mother ; she will break 
her heart! And ought injustice to take from us poor orphans, 
the support of one whom Providence has sent to replace him of 
whose natural protection the scaffold has already deprived us !" 

The scene, as Bonaparte has since stated, was long and pain- 
ful, and the two children, at jength, introduced their mother. 
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and placed her^jn his arms. The unhappy woman had awaited 
his decision at the door of a small back staircase, extended at 
almost full length upon the stairs, suffering the acutest pangs of 
mental torture. 

Whatever might be his wife’s errors, Bonaparte appeared 
entirely to forget them; and the reconciliation was complete. 
Of all the members of the family, Madame Leclerc was most 
vexed at the pardon which Napoleon had grantedj to his wife. 
Bonaparte’s mother was also very ill pleased ; but she said 
nothing. Madame Joseph Bonapavte, who was always very 
amiable, took no part in these family quarrels ; therefore, she 
could easily determine what part to take when fortune smiled 
on Josephine. As to Madame liacciochi, she gave free vent to 
her ill-humour and disdain: the consequence was, that her 
sister-in-law could never endure her. Christine, who was a 
beautiful creature, followed the example of Madame Joseph, 
and Caroline was so young, that her opinion could have no 
weight in such an affair. As to Bonaparte's brothers, they 
were at open war with Josephine. 


CHAPTER XXXIII. 

The Bth of November — My brother-in-law visits Bonaparte — My mother and I 
\isit Madame Leetitia Bonaparte — The Bonaparte Family during the 8th— 
Their danger — Moieau appointed jailer of the diiectors — MorcauS character 
diawnby Bonaparte — M. Bruneuhieand Gohiei — Moieau T shdibhness towards 
Gohiei — Moulins — Madame Leclcrc’s cotitspoudence with Moieau — Com- 
plicated intrigue— 'Bonaparte and Moieau — Astonishing <cene at Feydeau — 
Foucht \ measures — Singular ignorance of the Bonaparte family with legard to 
the events of the 8th of November — Madame Lxtitia relates Napoleon’s birth 
— M. de Si'monville— A curious conversation lespcc ting Bonaparte between 
M. Brunetiere and Gohier. The bunch of key * and Moieau ’s sword. 

# Tue events of the 8th of November have been detailed by so 
many eyewitnesses, and even by the very actors in that great 
political drama, that I shall coniine myself to a recital of tacts, 
isolated to be sure, but connected with it, which are known but 
to few, and some of them to myself alone. For some days pre- 
vious to the 8th, Paris was violently agitated. AH were appre- 
hensive of some event, and yet no one knew of what he was 
afraid. Alas, we were soon to know the cause of our disquiet! 

On the morning of the 8th Lucien quitted the house in which 
he resided in the little Rue Verte and established his head-quar- 
ters at M. Mercicr’s, the president of the Council of Ancients, 
who then occupied a house beside the Hotel de Breteuil, near the 
Manage, and who was entirely devoted to him. It was then 
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half-past seven o’clock, and as the decree of r^paoval had not 
yet appeared, Bonaparte sent almost every instant to know if the 
affair was proceeding. My brother-in-law went to him repeat* 
edly to exhort him to patience. On the first visit, the General’s 
servant mistook his name, though he knew both him and my 
brother well, and announced him as the citizen Pennon. The 
General started at the name, for in truth, he did not expect my 
brother. M. de Geouffre, however, received a welcome reception, 
and was presently sent back again to hasten the publication of 
the decree. My brother-in-law remarked that Bonaparte had a 
pair of pistols within his reach. Up to that moment he had been 
quite alone. Soon after my brother-in-law’s first visit the Rue 
Ghantereine began to be thronged so thickly with horses and 
people that scarcely any one could pass along it. At length, at 
naif-past eight cr a little later, the news that the decree was 
ready, was carried to Bonaparte by my brother-in-law, and the 
General immediately mounted his horse to proceed to the Tuil- 
eries.« On alighting there my brother-in-law met General 
Bebelle, with whom he was intimately acquainted. The General 
was dressed in plain clothes, for he had run out on the first intel- 
ligence of the movement. “ How comes it,” said M. de Geouffre, 
“ that you are not in uniform ?” — “ Why,” replied the General, 
“ I hardly knew what was going on ; but the thing is soon recti- 
fied, and going up to a gunner who was standing by, “ Let me 
have your coat, my brave fellow,” said he, at the same time 
taking oft" his own. The gunner gave him his coat, and in this 
costume he attended General Bonaparte to the Council-chamber. 

The revolution of the 8th was completed, and Paris was 
HO longer agitated. We went to see Madame Laetitia Bonaparte, 
who lived with Joseph. She appeared calm though far from 
being easy, for her extreme paleness and the convulsive move- 
ment she evinced whenever an unexpected noise met her ear, 
gave her features a ghastly air. In these moments she appeared 
to me truly like the mother of the Gracchi. And her situation 
added force to the idea ; she had perhaps more at stake than 
that famous Roman matron! She had three sons under the 
stroke of fate, one of whom would probably receive the blow even 
if the others escaped. This she strongly felt* 

My mother and myself remained with her a part of that tan- 
talizing day, and only quitted her on the restoration of her con- 
fidence, by Lucien’s different messages, who frequently sent 
Mariani his valet-de-chambre to calm her disquiet as well as that 
of his wife. Leaving, then, these ladies in comparative ease, we 
proceeded to Madame Leclerc, who was but little frightened, 
because indeed she never reflected upon any thing, but who 
nevertheless raised the loudest clamour of any. Every quarter 
of an hour she, wrote to Moreau. She kept at that period a 
femme-de-chambre, a sort of serve padrom, who wrote to her 
dictation, and fine writing it wjts! When I arrived with my 
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mother, (site wished me to take the pea and write in her name to 
General Moreau. It was to ask the news for which she was 
crying out continually, and two hours later she was informed 
that Moreau was not at home, and that he probably would not 
return that night. On our departure she made us promise to 
revisit her early on the fnorrow. My mother willingly engaged 
to do so, because she loved Madame Leclerc dearly: for my 
part, I was at that time tenderly attached to Caroline, the 
youngest of Bonaparte’s sisters, who was about my own age. 

We had scarcely left her, when we met my brother-in-law 
coming to tell us the news. He quitted us to rejoin Luciefy 
whom he wished not to leave during those perilous hours, fqr 
even now tranquillity was hut apparent, and might be delusive 
to the Bonaparte family. The danger to which that family wai 
exposed, might have been even imminent in the bright of the 8th 
to 9th. If the Directory had not been strictly guarded by the 
troops under Moreau, who had accepted the charge of jailer-in- 
chief to the captive directors ; if Moreau had not kept them, 
under even closer restraint than he was ordered to do; if he had • 
not acted an ungracious part ; in a w ord, if he had behaved as 
he ought to have done, then the Directory and the councils 
would have been the victors, instead of" the vanquished on the 
9th of November. The event would, doubtless, have been unfor* 
tunate, but then their cause was that of the constitution ; and if 
they had triumphed, all Bonaparte’s brothers would have fol- 
lowed him to the scaffold ; and their friends and partisans would 
all have had a distant view of la Guyane, to say the least. 

I do not recollect the exact period of Moreau’s marriage ; btlt 
I believe it took place a little after the epoch of the 8th of No- 
vember. Bonaparte wished him to espouse his sister. Perhaps 
it was fortunctte for both, for all three, that this union did not 
take place. Indeed, it is difficult to say, whether Moreau would 
have been more trustworthy as a brother-in-law, than he was as a 
brother in arms. Bonaparte had acquired an ascendancy over 
him. The day after he met him with Gohier, he went and pre- i> 
sented him with a scimitar of surprising beauty, and enriched 
with precious stones — the gift of Mourad-Bey. Thus at the 
epoch of the 8th of November, Moreau was entirely the slave of 
that charm, which Bonaparte knew so well how to cast over 
those he wished to conquer. But let us return to the memorable 
day. The conduct of Moreau on that occasion was, a long time, 
a mystery to me. I could not, at first, incline to my brother*# 
opinion, who constantly maintained that it was Moreau’s extreme# 
weakness of disposition which had thus placed him at Bona- 
parte’s disposal; but I afterwards was confirmed in that opinion, 
by what I heard fall from Bonaparte’s own mouth. I was oiie 
day at Malmaison, in Josephine’s bedchamber f Bonaparte came 
in for a moment, she handed him a small note, I believe it #as 
frdtai Madame Hulot, Moreau’s mother-in-law, for hewas theti 
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married. Bonaparte read the note, and shrugging his shoulders 
said, “ Always the same ! Ever at the mercy of those who 
choose to lead him ! now he is the slave of a wicked old woman. 
It is fortunate that his pipe cannot speak, or she would lead 
that too !” 

Josephine wished to make some reply: “ Come,” said he, 
“ you must not defend him. You do not understand this 
matter.” Here he embraced her. “ If indeed it had been his 
lot to be led by such a gentle wife as you ! But, his dragoon 
of a mother-in-law, and his shrew of a wife, affe very she-devils. 
I will not have any such about me.” Why he made use of this 
last phrase, I know no more than others : I made no inquiry, 
because I naturally thought that it referred to something in the 
note. The above, however, are the words he used, and they 
made the greater impression on me, because 1 myself w r as but 
just married. 

It is well known that Moreau was the appointed and recog- 
nised commander of the troops, who guarded the imprisoned 
directors. The most rigid surveillance was established over 
them. ' The following very curious details, connected with this 
subject, were furnished to us the day after by Brunetierc, who 
certainly did not take them from the Monitenr. 

; M. Brunetiere was the intimate friend of Gohier, and as soon 
as he learned what had happened he proceeded to the Luxem- 
bourg, where Gohier lived on a second floor, in the Rue du 
Theatre Fran^ais. When he reached the fiftt sentinels, he 
fancied himself upon a field of battle. His natural assurance, 
and he had his share, rendered him deaf to the repeated excla- 
mations of “You cannot pass.” Uneasy on account of his 
friend, he wished to see Moreau ; he found that impossible; he 
retraced his steps to the Luxembourg ; his agitation, his eager- 
ness to visit his unfortunate friend, who might need his assis- 
tance, gave rise to suspicions. Moreau had given directions 
that all persons who presented themselves without a written 
order, signed by him, and who insisted on seeing any of the 
directors, should be conducted before the commanding officer : 
arid further, that all who were admitted either to Moulins or 
(gohier, should be required, on their departure, to s swear that they 
were the bearers neither of a written or verbal message. Happily, 
I&runetiere, seeing the turn things had taken, judged that he 
was most likely to serve his friend at a distance than he would 
be |ieur his person, and made the best of his way from the Petit 
It&mbourg. 

Gohier’s conduct on tlje 8th and 9th was perfectly in keeping 
With Bis character. He refused to see Moreau when he came 
to him on the 8th of November. Moulins too had already 
treated Moreen pith so marked a disdain, that those who were 
witnesses' '"or his reception actually felt for him. The directors 
general regarded him for somfe moments with the most thrilling 
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contempt, surveying him from head to foot, and pointing to an 
antechamber — “ Remain there/' said he, and left him.* 

But the 9th was to develope the entire plan of the con- 
spiracy (for we must make use of that expression) which was 
only announced by the events of the 8th. A fact sufficiently 
singular is the entire ignorance in which all that portion of the 
Bonaparte family, who had no share in the action, were placed. 
Every thing had been managed so quietly in Paris, Foucne had 
so well taken his measures to prevent the escape of any intelli- 
gence, that Bonaparte's mother and sister were obliged to obtain 
information of what was passing in the manner I have de- 
scribed. 

The events of the evening hadjproceeded so quietly, that the 
uneasiness of Madame Laetitia Bonaparte was entirely dissipated. 
It was thought the councils, after having sanctioned the sending 
back of three Directors, and voted a dispensation with regard to 
his age, would proceed to the nomination of Bonaparte, and that 
every thing would thus be settled. Albert thought that M. de 
Talleyrand would be one of the peace-making directors, and of 
this i was very glad, because his niece was a inend of mine. 

My mother expressed her astonishment that Madame Laetitia 
had not been to see her daughter-in-law.on such an emergency. 
" Signora Panoria,” replied Madame Bonaparte, “ it is not to* 
that quarter that I look for comfort! It is with Julie, with 
Christine. There, indeed, I find maternal happiness ; but for 
the other — no, no." As she finished the sentence, she com- 
pressed her lips and opened her eyes widely. This was a 
characteristic indication with her when what she had just 
spoken strongly interested her. 

That very day I had occasion to remark the maternal tender- 
ness of Madame Laetitia. We had no company to dinner, and 
she conversed for hours with my mother with greater freedom 
than she had yet done, since her arrival from Corsica. They 
both began to recal the days of youth. Madame Bonaparte was 
quite at ner ease, because with us she spoke nothing but Italian ; 
indeed, to say the truth, her French was not very intelligible. 
I recollect she this day told us, that being at mass on the day 
of the ffite of Notre Dame of August, she was overtaken with 
the pains of childbirth, and she had hardly reached home, when 
she was delivered of Napoleon on a wretched rug. During her 
pregnancy she had experienced many misfortunes. For when 
the French entered Corsica many of the principal families, 
and among them that of Bonaparte, were constrained to fly. 
They assembled at the foot ot Monte-Rotondo, the highesff 
mountain in Corsica. In their flight, and during their 
joura among the. mountains, they underwent many hardships* 

* Moreau afterwards said he did not leave him, this is not the fact. Moreau 
was not received by the director-general. 

Madame Junot — vol. i. p 
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(i I know .pot wjj»y,* * * § said slie, u it has been reported that Paoli 
was Napoleon’s godfather. It is not true; Laurent Jiubega* 
was his god-father. He held him over the baptismal font along 
with another of our relations, Celtruda Bonaparte.*f 

Whilst this conversation was going on Madame Leclerc was 
seated on her favourite divan, admiring herself in a glass which 
was opposite to her, and having at length arranged the folds of 
her cashmere shawl, she reminded her mother of all the suffer- 
ings they had endured during their flight from Ajaccio. Madame 
Mere had often talked over those events, but the recital never 
interested me so powerfully as on the 8th of November, when 
the space of six years had rendered so different the situation of 
those very children whom she, a lone feeble woman, had been 
forced to hurry away beyond the reach of the proscription, 
Carrying the youngest in her arms, when overcome by fatigue 
they could no longer walk ! and ultimately embarking with 
them in a frail vessel, landing on a shore which increased their 
dangers. In recording this period of her life, the looks of 
Madame Bonaparte were as handsome as her language was 
eloquent. 

At this point then, when a new era seemed about to open 
upon all his family, I will sum up the position of its different 
members during the revolutionary years. At the period when 
Paoli intended to deliver up Corsica to the English, it was well 
known that many of the most considerable families in the island 
were bent upon defeating bis projects and seizing A jaccio, St, 
Florent, and Calvi, the capital of Catalogne. The ISonaparte 
family were at the head of the Ajaccian movement, the Jiubegas 
were the prime instigators of that of Calvi, and the family of 
Gentily of that of Saint-Florent. Calvi and Saint-Florent rose 
in arms, but the influence of Paoli, which was immense, and 
the lack of means on the part of, the insurgents, paralysed the 
execution of the plans of the Ajaccian patriots, and their leaders, 
after the abortive attempt, were compelled to seek safety in 
flight. The Bonaparte family, more the objects of hatred 
than any other, then quitted Ajaccio. Napoleon, who was one 
of the actors in this drama, concealed himself in the mountains 
in company with Moltedo,J both being disguised as sailors. He 
was arrested by Paoli’s partizans, who descended from the 
heights to the number of four or five thousand he however 
contrived to escape, and traversing the Marzzolino (a small in- 

* His nephew was afterwards prefect in Corsica. He was a relation of 
||taoieon. 

f daughter of Charles Bonaparte, the Emperor’s uncle, and wife of Paraviccini* 
a cousin also of Napoleon. 

$ It is somewhat singular that Bonaparte, during his exile at St. Helena, 
does not mention one word of this remarkable period of his life. 

§ It was at this moment that the government sent three commissioners to 
arrest Paoli ; these were Salicetti, Deleter, and Lacombe. 
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termfidiAte district) reached Calvi. From tlience, being informed 
that hi| younger brothers and sister had not yet arrived, he re- 
embarked for Ajaccio. Hearing, however, on his way thither 
that his mother had been fortunate enough to escape, he re- 
turned to Caivi, where lie found his family established with the 
Jitibegas and the IVraviecinis, their friends and relations* 
Madame Bonaparte had then with her Joseph,* Eliza, (Mari- 
anne) Jerome, Louis, Paulette, Caroline, (Annonciata) Napoleon, 
and Fesch. From Calvi Madame Bonaparte proceeded to 
Marseilles, where she resided, until her return to Corsica, 
which did not take place till her son was appointed General-in- 
chief of the army of Italy. Jerome was then living witll 
General Casabianca, the commandant of Calvi, and Caroline 
was intrusted to the care of Paraviccini. Lucien had quitted 
his family one month when the Revolution bfoke out. M. de 
Semonville on quitting Corsica on his return to France, told 
the committee of Public Safety who had a great fancy for his 
own head, that not wishing to part with it he had brought 
Lucien with him. He had surveyed this youth with the eye of* 
a clever man, who knew how to discern shrewdness and talent, 
because he himself was conspicuous for those qualities. He 
perceived that Lucien possessed an ardent soul, whose sup- 
pressed fire would have overwhelmed and destroyed him, had 
he not taken him hv the hand. Vexed at being destined for the 
ecclesiastical statef for which lie had not a single requisite, 
Luciep sought the friendship of M. de Semonviilg, who was 
resolved to make him his private secretary, on his appointment 
as ambassador to Constantinople. This was a praiseworthy 
action on the part of M. de Semonville ; but not at all sur- 
prising, for men of talent, whatever may be said of them, are 
generally good men. Lucien resided at Marseilles with Madame 
de Semonville and her children, among whom was the fair 
Zephirine, who afterwards became Madame Joubert, and the 
Messieurs de Montholon, whose names are connected with mis- 
fortunes the most illustrious. Lucien thus escaped the captivity 
to which M. de Semonville fell a victim. J 

On the evening of the 9th we went to the theatre Feydeau, 
which at that period was the most pleasant in Paris. Martin, 
Madame Saint-Aubin, Mademoiselle Plrilis, Juliet and Chenard, 
performed there. I forget what was the first piece represented 

* The following is the order of their birth : Joseph, Napoleon, Eliza, Lucien, 
Paulette, Louis, Caroline, and Jerome. 

f Lucien was destined for the ecclesiastical state at the request of 
Bonaparte, one of his relations, who promised to resign in his favour a Canonical; 
of the noble order of St. Stephen, at Florence. This abbe was still living at 
the time of the conquest of Italy, lie resided at San Miniato. 

% M. de Semonville, as he was proceeding on his embassy, was arrested on. 
his way to Novate, in the Orisons, upon the Luke de Guarda. It was theculond 
Who served him as an escort who betrayed him into the hands of the Austrians 
{July 1793). 
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that evening, but V Auteur dam son menage was the afterpiece. 
The curtain rose, and the latter piece was proceeding very 
quietly, when all of a sudden the actors stopped and the Auteur 
dans son menage himself appeared, and advancing in front of 
the stage, dressed in a morning-gown of white dimity, exclaimed 
in a very lou^i yoic$, " Citizens ! General Bonaparte has been 
nearly assassirfKted at Saint-Cloud by traitors to their country.” 
On hearing these words, Madame Leclerc uttered so piercing a 
shriek that immediately the attention of all the company was 
attracted to our box, spite of the agitation which the news had 
universally excited. Madame Leclerc still continued crying, 
and her mother, who doubtless was as much affected as she 
could be at the intelligence, endeavoured to cmiet her; though 
she herself could scarcely hold the glass of water the box- 
keeper had handed to us, so great was her agitation. 

Oil Madame Leclerc’s recovery, we all proceeded to the re- 
sidence of Lucien, conceiving that there we should hear some 
certain intelligence. My brother-in-law met us on the stairs, 
and from him we learned the full particulars of the event of 
which I have related a part, and to which I shall return in the 
succeeding volume. We then returned home where we found 
M. Bruneti^re : this excellent man was quite downcast. He 
was much attached to Gohier, and that gentleman’s misfortune 
afflicted him deeply. 

A few days after the 8th of November, speaking of the events 
which had preceded and followed that day, Gohier alluded to 
Bonaparte with extreme bitterness ; he even was so ridiculously 
blinded by passion, as to refuse to allow him transcendent talent. 
u Oh, as to that,” observed M. Brunetiere who was present, "it 
is too bad.” — " Not at all,” rejoined Gohier, "the fault of one 
is often the cause of another’s success ; and if, when General 
Bonaparte came to Paris after Fructidor, Moulins, Barras, hnd 
Ducos had been willing to second me, this pretty gentleman 
would have been in their and my situation. Is there any im- 
probability in such a supposition ?” — " But still,” replied Bru- 
neti&re, " it seems to me that that would not have been so easy 
a matter. What pretext would you have advanced?” — "What 
pretext? we mignt have advanced twenty, the very least of 
which would have brought him to a court-martial. First of 
all, the 18th of Fructidor, instigated by him — executed by his 
orders.” — " But it appears to me,” said M. Brunetiere, " that 
that event was the saving of the republic.” — " Yes, a pretty 
saving, truly! consummated by mutilating every portion of its 
administration, by striking at the very heart or the Directory* 
by strengthening our political clubs 1 He was the chief con- 
spirator in that affair.” ’ 

In speaking thus, Gohier either forgot, or prefended to forget, 
that Carnot had been sacrificed to an intrigue to which General 
Bonaparte was a stranger ! at Jeast, I believe I have a perfect 
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assurance of that fact; and as to the Manege and the club of the 
Rue du Bac, these are at least questionable points. M. Brun- 
eti&re, whose judgment and discrimination were correct enough 
when he was not in anger, which however was the case ten times 
out of twelve when he was engaged in a dispute, observed to 
Gohier that* it would have been impossible to cite any man 
before a court-martial on such trifling charges, especially one so 
loaded with laurels as was Bonaparte on his return from Egypt. 
“ Hear reason, my dear Gohier,” continued he, “ we are both 
avocats , and can pretty well say what can and what cannot 
form the basis of an accusation.” Gohier shrugged his shoulders, 
and exclaimed : “ But the contributions which he levied in 
Italy ! Was he not the exactor?” — “ My dear fellow,” replied 
Brunetiere, “you are surely joking? Have you brought Mas- 
sena, or Brune, or twenty others, who have beqn far more guilty 
in that respect than Bonaparte ; have you brought any of these 
to a court-martial ? Nor, indeed has Bonaparte enriched 'film- 
self more than they. The Cisalpine republic made him, General 
Bonaparte, a present of some splendid diamonds, which he could 
accept without any compunction. Come ! Come ! disbursement • 
is not so easy a matter.” — “ Well ! ” rejoined Gohier, “ all I say 
is, that his resignation should have been accepted when it was 
offered. Revvbel was the only man who*had the heart to say, as 
he presented him with the pen, ‘ You desire. General, to retire 
from service? The republic will, undoubtedly lose in you a 
brave and able chief; but she still has children who will not 
forsake her/” The result of this bombast was, that Bonaparte 
did not take the pen, that he withdrew the tender of lift resigna- 
tion, and that he departed for Egypt, carrying with him the 
flower of our troops, of our literature, and all our navy. “We 
should have smote him,” continued the ex-president of the 
Directory, still fretful from his misfortune; “we should have ' 
smote him, and that without pity ; the Republic would then 
still have been in existence. Such was my advice; but Sieyes, 
who was his accomplice, had influence enough in our domicil to 
get Bernadotte’s resignation accepted, although in fact he had 
not tendered it, in order to have him sent out of the wav, while 
he uttered not one word of accepting the resignation ot a fac- 
tious wretch who braved the first power in the Republic, by 
insolently offering his own. I repeat it,” added he, with energy, 
u that if my advice had been taken, every thing would have 
been easily settled.” 

The above conversation, which I have detailed with the 
utmost exactness, affords some idea of the danger of which 
Bejnaparte was apprized, when he insisted on his departure for 
Egypt. Not only had the East always been the, favourite object 
pOus wishes, but, at the very moment when glory had almost 
immortatiz^ him in his astonishing successes m Italy, he pouid 
aot bear the thought of remaining in Europe, where every echo 
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told hitmplendid achievements. Besides, to a vivid desire of 
faHmg the ancient war-cry of the crusaders, there was joined a 
positive intention to escape positive danger. I shall $by and by 
relate some facts which preceded and followed his ^departure 
from Paris, by which the truth of my assertions may be j udged ; 
fuels with which I became acquainted after my marriage, 
through the medium of Junot and his friends. 

Sometime after the conversation l have detailed above, Gohier 
met Moreau and M. Garet. The General was embarrassed 
at the rencontre, and was endeavouring to make a justification of 
bis conduct. “General,” said Gohier, addressing him with 
dignity, “I am by my profession enabled to read people's con- 
sciences ; do not force me to say that I read in your’s nothing 
which can excuse you.” a 

Moreau began to raise his voice, as if lie were hurt by the 
severe expressions of Gohier. “ General,” lie again said, “ I have 
no wish to seek you, nor certainly any to interrogate you. I do 
not wish to continue a conversation which must be as painful to 
you as it is disagreeable to me. I shall only add,” said he, 
' laying his hand gently on the pummel of Moreau’s sword. “ that 
a bunch of keys would well become this place.” Moreau turned 
as pale as ashes. The blow was struck : lie stammered out 
some words which Gohier, as he left him, affected not to hear. 
It is pretended that Moreau deplored his error, and thought to 
make amends by exclaiming, “ I shall find a way to repair it !” 
,Jf he thought to do so by pointing the Russian cannons against 
the French columns, he has at least proved, that he never fairly 
knew what he was about. 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Epochs in the Life of the Emperor — Revolution of the 8th November — Errors 
corrected — Bonaparte falsely accused of fear — Incredible sagacity of General 
Bonaparte— Colonel Dumoulin and General Brune — Lucien in danger, and 
Ilia deliverance — Hopes created by the Chief of the Consular Government — 
Bonaparte’s friendship for Madame Lucien — Residences of the Members of 
the Bonaparte family — Lucien Minister of the Interior — Visit to Lucien at le 
Plessis Chamant—The poet d’Offreville — Lucien’s cousin Ramoiino — Assas- 
sination of the family of du Petitval at Vitry — Scene at Malmaison, and long 
■ conversation of the First Consul. 

The life of Napoleon may be divided into several periods/ ; 
The first, like all that is young, was great, powerful, and bril- 
liant. It was then and in Italy that his name rase above the 
teach of detraction, to shine with a splendour which threw into 
shade the later glories of the Emperor. Egypt saw the com* 
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mencementof the second epoch of his life futt of wonders. The 
8 th of November was the third/ Andtwo only forra the remainder 
of an exis&nce bo rapid and so full. Thus to mark the passage 
of Napoleon upon earth, five trophies may be said, as landmarks, 
to divide his route* The first formed of a pile of conquered ban- 
ners, mural crowns, treaties, keys of towns, and more laurels titan 
ever before victory had granted to her most favoured heroes# 
The second composed of pyramids, sphinxes, and hieroglyphic 
monuments, indicating that his youthful glory had been to 
awaken the echoes of the ancient African shores. The Consular 
fasces marked the third ; this emblem, still surmounted by the 
republican cock, admitted no suspicion that the next column 
would be formed of sceptres, thrones, and crowns ; bearing an 
escutcheon of imperial blazonry.* And what is that which foj* 
lows? It is a tomb! a tomb which has ingailfed ^11 ! which 
has devoured laurels, thrones, sceptres, and crowns ! and which, 
fixed by indifference and hatred in a desert, is visited only by 
that vassal of England the ocean, whose incessantly returning 
waves would fain conceal even the slab that covers his remains. 

But a truce to these reflections ; when indulged, they deprive 1 
the mind of the free exercise of its powers,. I return to earlier 
and less painful recollections. 

The revolution of the 8th of November is undoubtedly the most 
important of the nine which we had experienced in the course 
of seven years it not only changed the destiny of France, but 
exercised a powerful influence upon that of Europe and the 
world. Nevertheless, none of the events which had preceded 
it had passed with so much apparent calm. France was so tired 
of the Directory, that any thing which should replace it would 
have been well received, and was happy in obeying an authority 
that offered some guarantee ; the past answered for the future, 
which General Bonaparte announced. He only was seen in this 
consular triumvirate; Sieyes and Roger-Ducos stood unobserved 
in the shade ; and the young General served as the only point of 
view to eyes fatigued with weeping, which had so long sought, 
without being aware of it, a lighthouse that should^, guide them 
into port. Thirty clays only had elapsed since Bonaparte had 
landed at Frejus, and already he had overthrown tbe shameful 
government by which France was weighed down ! and had given it 
anew one, of which the wheels commenced their movement from 

* First, The 3 1st of May, the (all of the Ghondins : 2. The 5th of April, the 
M of the priest party: 3, The 27th of July ; 4. The 2nd of April, the defeat 
of Barribre, Collet dTierbois, and Billaud -Varennes : 5. The 20th of May, 
execution of Romme, Soubrani, &c., and defeat of the Jacobins; 6. The 
oth of October, the Directorial government: 7. The 3th of September, the 
second emigration : 8. The 19th of June, fight of the Directors among them- 
selves ; Sieyes and Barms conquer Merlin of Douai, Treilhard, &e. : 9. The 
days of November, and the establishment of the Consular Government. 
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- tW first day* He bad calmed all inquieiud^ dissipated ail 
alarms, and revived all hopes. 4 

I shall speak of the events of the 8th of November, only inas- 
much as they l$ye appealed to me, under a different aspect from 
that which aU lpe accounts of this day have represented. There 
were even at lhi time, and in Paris itself, versions which did not 
agree ; and it may be easily conceived,, for then, as now and 
always, paity Spirit blending itself with such relations, its poison 
must necessarily infuse itself into them. What effects have I 
seen result from it ! Falsehood was one of the slightest, which 
however, is sufficiently serious when it affects the materials that 
will hereafter serve for the compilation of history. 

There is one fact in particular, of which the report Was first 
spread by malevolence, which the friends of Bonaparte have 
disdained to combat, and which has been finally adopted by 
credulity and folly — it is the alarm with which Bonaparte is 
alleged to have been seized on entering the hall of tne Five 
Hundred at St. Cloud on the 9th of November. This absurd 
version would fall to the ground of itself, if it were not found in 
some works which offer, in appearance, a guarantee for the faith 
they demand. In one of these works, the author goes so far as 
to assert, that it was he who recalled General Bonaparte to him- 
self, by observing to him that he was speaking without knowing 
what he said. I take the liberty of remarking to him, in my 
turn, that he never dared suffer such words to reach the ears 
of General Bonaparte. I say this, because to permit such a 
statement to remain uncontradicted, is to give a totally errone- 
ous impression of the character of Bonaparte. 

< First, then, it is false that he spoke on the 9th of November 
to theCouncil of Five Hundred in the form of a discourse. It 
Was the preceding evening, to the Ancients, that he used 
these remarkable words : “ Let us not seek in the past examples 
that retard our progress. Nothing in history resembles 
the cihipf the 18th century : nothing in the close of the 18th 
century tesembles the present moment ! We demand a republic 
founded upon true liberty. We will have it — I swear it !” 

This discourse, much Ipnger than the few words I have 
quoted, bears no resemblance to a crowd of incoherent phrases, 
as he who recalled General Bonaparte to himself wbxxld represent 
it. This oration, pronounced in the Council of Ancients the 
18th of Brumaire, preceded the review which took place in the 
Tuileries, and the remarkable allocution which General Bonaparte 
addressed to Bottot, the envoy of the Directory — “ What have 
you done with this France which I left you so glorious ? I left 
you peace— I return, and find war. I left you victories — I find 
reverses. I left you the millions of Italy — L find despoiling 
laws aiid misery throughout ! M Truly, there was vigour enough 
in these word| to remove all idea of pusillanimity. Nevertheless, 
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on the 8th of November be was in the midst of Paris. The 
revolution was far from being consummated, and he was in real 
danger. 

With respect to the emotion observed in General Bonaparte 
in the Hall of the Five Hundred at St. Cloud, ^following is 
its true explication. It js no presumption, but the actual fact : 
On the General’s entering the orangery, he no sooner appeared 
than violent outcries were raised against him, w Down with 
the Cromwell l” “ No Dictator l” “Outlaw himf’ General 
Bonaparte knew very well that the Council of Five Hundred 
was composed of ultra republicans, and of enthusiastic parti- 
sans of the constitution of the year III ; but he had depended 
too much upon the success of Lucien’s exertions, who had la- 
boured all night to strengthen his •brother’s party. It is a fact, 
that this reception, without alarming him to the extent of 
enchaining -his faculties, not only induced surprise, but that 
surprise for the moment deprived him of the words he would 
have opposed to these vociferations. He reflected how he 
should act, and his resolution was speedily taken. It was 
necessary to decide the question instantly, which could not have 
been done had the Five Hundred entered upon discussion. He 
might even have been assassinated ; and if he had run the risk, 
it would not have been a display of valour, but of folly. With 
an eagle’s glance he saw through the circumstances which 
surrounded him. This self consultation lasted perhaps some 
minutes, and the untalented, judging by themselves, attributed 
this silence and inaction to fear. But he was not surroui^bd 
by those only who were thus incapable of appreciating his sen- 
timents. I also have collected the opinions of eyewitnesses, 
who, capable of judging calmly, and possessing perhaps as 
much merit as he whom they looked on, have read his 
mind without* doing it injustice. 

It is difficult to believe alPthe things reported to be said and 
done in the very short space of time which General Bonaparte 
passed in the hall of the Council of Five Hundred; it was but 
an apparition. And with the same frankness with which I have 
defended him from the imputation of cowardice, I will add, that 
I do not believe that a poniard was raised against him ; it was , 
Lucien who, after his brother’s departure, was in real danger. 

I know that much has been said of this attempted assassi- 
nation ; perhaps General Bonaparte believed it himself; at least 
it is true that when he was in the court of the palace he told it 
to the soldiers ; but, I repeat, I do not believe it. It is not, 
however, any doubt of the hatred of Pen6 Arena against 
Bonaparte which makes me question the fact ; but simply the 
manner in which the events are said to have taken place. One 
peculiarity is sufficiently remarkable, that this same day, Bona- 
parte in addressing the troops, never stood still, and that he 
moved only in a zigzag direction. For why? Was he afraid 



„i 0® NAPOLEON, HIS COURT AND FAMILY. 

f* £ 

of a pistol-shot from the windows? This conjecture may be 
correct. 

My brother-in-law was on the palace steps when Bonaparte 
came down. His friendship for Lucien made him extremely 
anxious for the fate of the young Tribune. He saw his brother 
making his harangue, and his tortugus promenade, without 
taking any step to provide assistance for the President of the 
Council, who meanwhile might be murdered in his curule chair. 
He approached Bonaparte, and mentioned Lucien : the General 
immediately turned towards an officer who was a few paces 
distant from him. “ Colonel Dumonlm,” said he, “ take a 
battalion of grenadiers, and hasten to my brother's deliverance/' 
The choice which General Bonaparte made of this officer, 
shows the tact with which h* could seize the smallest circum- 


stances that could be turned to his advantage. Colonel Dumoulm 
was the first aidc-dc-camp of General Bruno, commander-in- 
chief of a triumphant army in Holland. Ahoadv Moreau had 
given his public pledge m acting as guard to the directors. 
The firfct aide-de-camp of Bimie, commanding the battalion 
which dispersed the opposing council, would cause the impres- 
sion that Brune hinwlf wa& in conceit with Bonaparte. This 
assurance w>as with many people a more than >uliicicnt counter- 
poise to the fear which the retirement of Jouidau and Bernadette, 
both known as waim republican**, had inspired. I am sure that 
-Bonaparte had at find, no fixed idea upon thi-j subject ; but, with 
that lively and rapid conception which embrace d all things with 
O single glance, he no sooner p< recited Colonel Dumoulm than 
his name started from his lips. 

At length wc possessed a government which promi-ed some 
sort of security for the future. My nu thcr, who^e heart always 
saw the fair side of every thing that was done by a Bonaparte, 
at ’first considered this action of Napoleon only as that of a 
young enthusiast desirous of liberating country from the 
evils by which it was desolated. Never thinking seriously upon 
politics, she knew the revolution only by itt» horrors and its 
noise. That of the 8th of ^November, therefore, winch was accom- 


plished without firing a gun, she could not understand to he a 
revolution : though perhaps there never had been one more im- 
portant for us and for Europe. It was the ninth change in seven 
years, not of the government, but of the pilot at the helm. 
Lucien was almost immediately called to the ministry of the in- 
terion He had desired another office : but at this period, he 
encountered in Fouche an enemy who was determined upon his 
destruction, and who never ceased his intrigues till his object 


was consummated. The confidence which Napoleon, without 


any attachment to him, placed in this man, was always an 
enigma to me. He had sense and talent no doubt ; but did this 
advantage neutralize the importance of the danger with which be 
surrounded Napoleon ? No. And again, the same no is appli* 
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cable to another genius far superior to Fouche, who, sharing 
with him the confidence of Bonaparte, equally contributed to )m 
destruction.* 

Madame Lucien was not satisfied with her husband’s change 
of fortune ; all this grand display alarmed her. She was obliged 
now to give up her time ip duties, which with reason she thought 
far less important than those she had hitherto fulfilled with so 
much pleasure. She frequently came in a morning to enumerate 
her troubles to my mother, and to take her advice upon the new 
and difficult position in which she was placed. But a circum- 
stance which she was far from foreseeing, gave her comfort and 
happme&s : it was the change in her favour which took place 
in the sentiments of her brother-in-law. The penetiation of th* 
First Consul was too just for tehe excellent qualities which 
animated Madame Lucien’s heart to escape him ; and he soon 
attached himself to her with a truly fiaternal regard. 

I must not omit to mention a \Lsit which, a short time before 
these great events we made to Lucien’s \ ilia of le Plessis Cha- 
mant. All Napoleon’s family, at that time, possessed fine 
country-houses, in which they took pleasure to receive society. 
Joseph had Morfontaine ;f Lucien, le Plessis Chatnant; 
Madame Leclcrc, Montgobeit. At Morfontaine, excursions 
upon the lake-, public readings, billiards, literature, ghost stori^ 
more or less mysterious, a perfect ease and liberty, gave charms^ 
to the passing hour. To this mu&t be added that which filled 
the measure of enjoyment, the most friendly, invariably friendly 
reception, which was always accorded by the master and nri^fcress 
of the mansion. They did not admit every one, but wh^^Once 
any person was established as a member of their society^ they 
were sure of experiencing the most courteous hospitality from 
Joseph Bonaparte and Ins lady. 

Madame L&eien was very amiable ; but her husbands temper 
was not always the same. That did not lessen the amusement 
to be found at le Plessis ; perhaps it in some measure contributed 
to it. I do not remember in my whole life, even in its most 
joyous seasons, to ha\e laughed s>o heartily, as during the five or 
six weeks I spent amongst a numerous party of guests at that 
villa. M. d’Offreville, from fifty-five to sixty years of age, a 
man of great talents , and of some pretension to extreme foppery, 
was the butt of our mirth and the grand subject of our enter* 
tainment. lie was a poet, and highly satisfied with his compo- 

♦ In the tedious hours of his confinement at St. Helena, the victim prisoner 
must have considered with repentance, his continual obstinacy in refusing atten- 
tion to the numerous notices given hun respecting one of these two personage#* 
I shall relate a conversation I lud on this subject with the Emperor m 1806. 

+ I have read, I know not where, that Madame Bonapailc had deposited, 
with Joseph 40,000 fiaues to purchase for her tins beautiful estate, aud that he kept 
Morfontaine for himself. This is not true. Madame B. had bought Mahna*s0* 
some time previously: and, besides, none but a silly mind could suppose that 
Mosfentaine could be purchased for so trill mg a sum. * * 
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sitions : which, together with the dignity he derived from 
having held, before the Revolution, the office of cloak-bearer to 
Monsieur, was the continual theme of his conversation. “ It is 
true,” he would sometimes remark, “I have been peculiarly' 
fortunate in my poems : Voltaire, Racine, even Corneille, have 
some feeble passages, my poetry has none.” Still, notwith- 
standing all this absurdity, and a figure, countenance, and cos- 
tume by no means calculated to inspire the respect due to his 
years, he might have passed well enough in a crowd, if he had 
had more sense than to expose himself and his follies to the 
observation and ridicule of a young, gay, and satirical society. 

Le Plessis-Chamant is in a dull situation ; the environs pre- 
sent nothing picturesque, and no shade is to be had nearer than 
the Forest of Senlis, at some distance even from the gates of the 
Park. " What induced Lucien to fix upon this property, when 
villas m pleasure of the most inviting description were to be 
purchased in abundance, within a dozen leagues on all sides of 
Paris, I never could comprehend. 

THe^ubject of villas and country-seats reminds me of a ter- 
rible catastrophe, in the sequel of which I had an opportunity 
of remarking upon the First Consul’s demeanour in an affair of 
interest. In the night between the 20th and 2 1st of April, of the 
year IV, the Chateau de Vitry, at that time the property of M. du 
Petitval, was entered by a troop of assassins, who murdered M. 
du Petitval, his inother-in-law, his sister-in-law, and three ser- 
vtftts ; the nurse escaped with an infant sou in her arms, passing 
thfou gh the hall filled with men in the dress of the police, and 
having drawn swords in their hands. Nothing was stolen ; plate, 
diamonds, watches, and other valuables, all remained in their 
places : the papers only were missing. The relations oflhe vic- 
tims immediately made an effort to obtain justice on the perpe- 
trators of this inhuman crime ; the preliminary steps were taken 
by the local authorities, the proces-verbeaux were drawn up; but 
suddenly these symptoms of activity relaxed, and before long 
the whole transaction remained involved in impenetrable mystery. 

Three years after this horrible event, M. Dubois was appointed 
Prefect of the Police of Paris. Vitry was within his district, and 
he immediately showed an active interest in the affair. He de- 
manded from the local magistrate all the documents in his pos- 
sesion. The judge who had taken the deposition was deceased ; 
search was made among the rolls of his office, but in vain ; no 
of the examinations could be found. It was concluded that 
alfmo documents must have been removed to the archives of the 
o^lal tribunal ; but the most minute investigation ended only 
l^fhe c<myiction that not the smallest particle of evidence relat- 
ingTo this atrocious murder had been preserved. Some terrible 
ructions iairose out of the total absence of these documents, 
had at one ;time existed ! 

Rut tile relatione of the deceased continued to demand 
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justice. I was one day in the apartment of Madame Bonaparte 
when the First Consul was present; she was persuading hun to 
admit a person who was in waiting, and to whom she had pro- 
mised the favour of an introduction. 

“ J have already said,” replied the First Consul, a that I 
would not give audienbe 4 upon this affair ; accusations without 
proof, however strong the presumption may be, have no other 
effect than tolncrease scandal. However,” he added, after walking 
to and fro some time without speaking, u let your protege come in ; 

I will retire and re-enter as if by accident.” I made a movement 
to withdraw, but was desired to remain ; and M. de Bois-Preau 
was admitted, coming, as I learned from Madame Bonaparte, to 
solicit the First Consul’s interference to obtain justice against 
the murderers of his relation, du Petitval. Madame Bonaparte 
approached him with an expression of lively interest; the First 
Consul almost immediately returned, and his lady introduced "the 
stranger, who presented him with a memoir of several piges in 
length of close writing. The First Consul took it, glancedjamdly 
through it, but evidently gave it much attention. After some 
time he thus addressed M. de Bois-Preau : 

“ This, Monsieur, is a delicate affair; the horror of it increases 
its difficulty. Your accusations are founded only upon moral 
proofs ; these are not sufficient before a legal tribunal ; before the 
tribunal of opinion the case would be different. The wealth of 
those you accuse will not clear them before either, but it may hi 
supposed that their position in society has afforded them the 
means of security.” The First Consul, as he spoke, continued, 
according to custom, to walk about the room with his hands be- 
hind his back. What M. de Bois-Preau said to him I did not^ 
hear, but he replied, “ I know it, I know it; but the proofs, the 
proofs are indispensable.” — “ Proof is no doubt necessary,” said 
the petitioner; “ nevertheless, General, I think, and allthe friends 
and relations of the unfortunate victims think also, that if you, 
as the Chief of the State, would take vengeance into your hands, 
it would be secure.” 

The First Consul smiled. “ You give me credit,” said he, 
" for more power than I possess, and for even more tjhan I should 
choose to possess ; a power which, if it were accord^ me, I 
should certainly not make use of. Justice is open to you, jwhy 
do you not invoke it ? for myself, I regret that it is not within 
my province to assist you.” He then saluted M. dfe Bois-PrSau, 
who, understanding that his visit must not be prolonged, retired 
with an air of melancholy which the First Consul probably 
remarked ; for he said to him, when he had already reached tM f 
door, “ I am truly sorry, I repeat to you, that I cannot obligje 
you in this case; particularly” — but here he stopped short,, and 
taking from the mantel-piece the Memoir M. de Bois-Pr6ah hf$f 
presented to him, held it out to its owner. “ I entreat you to 
kfcep it* General,” said the latter. The First Consul slightly knit 
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his brows, and still extending his hand, made a movement indi- 
cative of impatience. 4t It is not a petition which I have had the 
honour to commit to you,” continued M. de Bois-Pr£au ; “it is 
but a narrative of this melancholy event, and only something 
more circumstantial than that given by the journals of the time. 
The First Consul hesitated an instant ; then replaced the manu- 
script on the mantel-piece, saying, with a graciou^smile of dis- 
missal, “ I accept it then as a narrative.” 

When the petitioner had departed, the First Consul resumed 
the memoir, and read it again with great attention. He walked 
as he read, and words escaped him at intervals which showed 
the profound indignation it inspired. “It is infamous!” he at 
length exclaimed. “ Our children will believe that Frenchmen 
have been slaughtered by Frenchmen within a league of Paris, 
and that the /crime has not been instantly revenged by the 
laws.” 

Then, after again perusing the memoir, still walking rapidly, 
he adjled, “ It is incredible : a police inert, if not guilty. Dubois 
would not have acted thus. Let citizen Gambaeeres be informed 
that I wish to speak to him,” continued he, turning to Duroc, 
and left the room, shutting the door with great violence. When 
he was gone, Madame Bonaparte told us that the First Consul 
had long formed an opinion upon this subject: murders were at 
that time frequent, but the circumstances of this were peculiarly 
striking. 


CHAPTER XXXV. 

A 

The winter of 1800 — The restoration of order and general security — Massena, 
and the siege of Genoa — Moreau’s triumphs on the Rhine — The campaign of 
Marengo — Passage of Mount St. Bernard — Marroont's artillery — Incon- 
ceivable effect produced at Paris by the news of the victory — Bonhres— 
Universal joy — News from the army — Particulars of the battle of Marengo— 
The death of Desaix — Keller mar/s admirable charge — Folly of General 
Melas— Habits of Napoleon in conversing with strangers — De Bubna — 
Services of the Kellermans, father and son — Landing of Junoi at Marseilles— 
Grief of the aides-de-camp of Desaix. 

THE.fwinter of 1800 was very brilliant in comparison to those 
which bad preceded it. Confidence was reared ; every one 
fell; the same sentiments towards General Bonaparte, and at this 
epoch they were those of attachment. How fine a destiny has 
fee destroyed ! What opportunities lias he lost ! How much was 
fee beloved at that period! Yes, beloved, generally beloved; 
and where .affection did not exist, admiration and confidence did. 
The epi|;rante returned id gre^t numbers, and had every reason 
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to be eathfiod with the reception they met with ; if they had 
vexations to endure from Fouche, on application to the First. 
Consul they were sure to obtain justice. What I am now saying 
is the truth. I feel that many persons, on reading these Memoirs, 
will throw my volumes aside with ill-humour: but no other 
obiect guides my pen than that of making Napoleon known as 
I have seen and judged him. I think myself entitled to do so, 
because I do not believe that any mirror is capable of reflecting 
him, in all periods of his life, so clearly as my memory can do. 
I shall not always find colours sufficiently pure and brilliant to 
paint him with, but then, as now, I shall say what I have felt, 
and describe him as I have known him. To many, Napoleon 
may have appeared a mere character of illusion, to me he was all 
reality. The epochs of his glories and those of his faults are 
entire in my remembrance ; the golden vapour which envelopes 
the first, and the veil which covers the last, are not impervious to 
my eye. 

The First Consul knew too well that the success of Massena, 
in the brilliant affair of Zurich, though it had retarded, had by 
no means overcome the danger with which we were threatened. 
Austria, irritated by so many reverses when she had reckoned 
upon victories, had determined upon a final effort for our destruc- 
tion, and France was again threatened. General Massena, after 
having resisted a combined Russian and Austrian force of three*, 
fold his numbers, had retired upon Genoa, where he was soon 
shut up with fifteen thousand men and a population of one 
hundred thousand souls; he sustained a siege of fifty-two days, 
which should conduce more to his renown than all his victories. 
The brave Suchet, separated from his General-in-chief, effected 
a retreat upon Nice, and, in concert with Soult and Compan, 
exhibited prodigies of valour and talent. Rut almost all the 

S assages of Italy were open, # and the Austrians, with General 
lelas at their head, prepared to make us lament the glory of 
Zurich; General Otto continued the blockade of Genoa, rejoiced 
to detain in captivity, the conqueror of the Austro-Russian 
army. 

The First Consul then took one of those resolutions to which 
genius only is competent. The passage of St. Bernard was 
accomplished. Suwaroff had the preceding year declined this 
enterprise* Napoleon saw its almost impossibility, but saw it 
only to conquer. The index of his powerful hand extended to 
its glassy summits, and the obstacles disappeared. Evtry tljpg 
became possiblfeio the exertions of those men whose talents his 
penetration had discovered. General Marmont, commander of 
the artillery, found means to transport the cannon across the 
most frightful precipices; he caused the trunks of large trees to 
be hollowed into the form of troughs, and placing the cannons 
and howitzers in them, was thus enabled to have thera drawh ho 
the most elevated summit of the pass. The journals have cbm- 
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indited largely on this famous passage of Sfe Bernard; poetry 
has celebrated, and the arts have delineated it ; but nothing can, 
at this^ distance of time, convey an idea of the enthusiasm it 
communicated to the parties interested in the operation : the 
letters written from Milan, Suza, Verceil, and la Brunette, by 
those who, having traversed the Alps, were reconquering Italy, 

E ainted in glowing colours the brilliancy of this undertaking. We 
ad many friends in that heroic army, which was executing the 
grandest plan the head of man ever conceived, and it was nearly 
accomplished by the successful passage of St. Bernard. The 
advantages to be derived from it were evident to every one 
throughout France ; mothers, sisters, wives, and friends received 
news from the army with an energy of enthusiasm not to be 
described, and never to be forgotten. ~ When my thoughts revert 
to this epoch,,, they recal sensations which have never been 
equalled, or but once, and on what occasion I shall hereafter 
describe. But in the spring of 1800, perhaps, my sixteenth year 
enhanced the brilliant colouring of that picture which I contem- 
plated with charmed eyes. It is possible, and I am willing to 
believe it. Why deny these illusions? They pass away but 
too speedily. 

While the French penetrated into Italy by three passes, which 
the folly of General Melas had left unguarded, General Moreau, 
who then loved his country, was acquiring celebrity on the banks 
of the Rhine. The passage of this river, the taking of Fribourg 
and Memmingen, the battles of Eugen, Bibernach, and Moes- 
kirch, and a multitude of partial engagements, in which the 
Austrians lost more than 25,000 in killed and wounded, without 
calculating the prisoners, all these were the results of a cam- 
paign-pfi thirty-three days ! Ah ! if Moreau had always acted 
thus, l|OW proud would his country have been of his name.* 
During the campaign of Marengo, Paris became almost a 
solitude; from Paris to Turin the road was covered with tra- 
vellers, ft ho, urged by motives of interest, some personal, some 
weneral, went to meet the news they were too impatient to await. 
.But this period of expectation was of short continuance. The 
FirstConsul crossed Saint-Bernard on the 20th of May, On 
the 21st of June intelligence of the battle of Marj&ngo reached 
Paris. Tho ; effect of this important victory was to raise the 
fuids from twenty-nine to thirty-five francs : six months pre- 
vious they were only at eleven. On that day we had break- 
fasted and dined at Samt-Mande. Tbehpuse being solitary, 
and no one but ourselves arriving in ttuil^illage from Paris; 
when we returned to town in the evemng^je received the neWs 

* ,Tbe campaign of the Rhine which began the 26in of April, 1800, is one of 
the most glorious military movements of Moreau. Between that day and the 
29th of May, the Austrians were not only driven across the Rhine, but were 
Obliged to retire beyond Au»bourg v 
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amidst nil that delirium of joy which inebriated the people at 
the Faubourgs, always so vehement in the expression of their 
sentiments. Two hundred bonfires were blazing at cube in the 
quarter we had to pass through, and the populace^dancing 
round them, were crying, Vive la litpublique ! Vive le Premier 
Consul! Vive I'ArmeeL embracing and congratulating each 
other as upon a personal and family festivity. A circuitous 
route home gave us an opportunity of enjoying a truly fine 
spectacle, that of a great people affectionate and grateful. 
u Have you seen,” said one to another, “ how he writes to the 
Other consuls ? That is our man ! ‘ I hope the people of France 
will be satisfied with its army'" — “Yes, ves,” was exclaimed 
from all sides. “ The people are satisfied ; and shouts of Vive 
la Rvpublique ! Vive Bonaparte ! *Were redoubled. My brother 
and I shared the joyful enthusiasm ; my motheswas more calm. 
i€ We shall see hereafter,” said shej “Moreau has done great 
things, of which nothing is said.” The coolness which sub- 
sisted between my mother and General Bonaparte, rendered her 
unjust to him ; Albert and 1 told her so jestingly. “Itisim- 
possible,” said she; but repeated, “ We shall see.” 

Some time afterwards, when the officers of all ranks were 
returning to Paris, and different aecounta of the battle began to 
circulate, the conduct of General Kellerman excited universal 
admiration, and the silence of the First Consul upon it, caused 
equal astonishment. I may affirm, that all those who returned 
from the army in Italy at that time, related the event in similar 
terms. 

The action of General Kellerman is then one of the finest of* 
our military triumphs. I do not propose to setite the question 
of the gain or loss of this battle ; it is one of those great diffi- 
culties which I have heard gravely discussed by men'whp could 
never emerge from their habitual mediocrity, and upon which 
I have heard the greatest military characters of the age deliver 
their opinions ; while my female ears, open with all humility to 
the dictation of such men, for example, as Massena, hat# 
enabled me to found my own judgment upon theirs. At about 
five o’clock Desaix fell, struck to the heart by a ball as he led 
a division ©f four thousand men against an army of twenty 
thousand infantry and ten thousand cavalry, and Whose nume- 
rical strength was doubled by the pride of victory. ' The French 
rendered desperate by the loss of a general they adored, en- 
deavoured in vain, W r^fenge his death ; all fell into disorder. 
The 9th light infen^ havered, then gave way, and at length in 
its precipitate retrod drew the line With it, and all appeared lost. 
It was tnen, that, iffidne of those inspirations upon which the 
destiny of armies arid empires sometimes depends, General Ifel- 
lerman made, with five hundred, horse, that admirable chare* 
which decided the fate of the' day. Masked by mulberry-fcrfes, 
from the branches of which the vines they supported hung dowa 

Madams Jo hot — vol. i. a 
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ready to give his assistance wherever it would be most effeotuah 
Upon the retreat of our troops, the Austrian eoiutt*^ 
itself to be hurried on by the ardour of pursuit. It parsed 
General Kellermamwith an inconsiderate rapidity, and presented 
a defenceless flank ; of this fault he profited w hh that prompti- 
tude of apprehension which distinguishes the skilful warrior. He 
fell upon the Austrians like a thunderbolt amidst their victorious 
disorder, and, finding them unprotected by their fire-arms* made 
in an instant more than six thousand prisoners, among whom 
was General Zach, chief of the staff, and the soul of the 
Austria*! army, 

, , General Melas, who, in perfect security of victory, had already 
resumed his route to Alexandria, imagined himself the victim 
of a terrific enchantment when he found himself surrounded on 
all sides; for the French army was to pass the Bortnida at the 
break of day, and he knew that the brave Suehet was on his 
rear his advanced guard having already passed the mountains* 
When therefore, on the morning of the 1 5th, General Gardane 
presented himself at one of the tetes-de-pont of the Bormida, a 
parley was proposed, and General Melas capitulated. The 
character of this General, at all times either perfectly credulous 
or wholly incredulous, made a strange exhibition throughout the 
campaign ! Is it not curious to find that Melas and his council 
deciding, on the** 1 3th of June, the very eve of the battle of 
Marengo, u that the existence of the army of reserve was com- 
pletely unknown to them; and that as the instructions of the 
, Aulic Council mentioned only Massena’s army, the difficult po- 
sition in which they were placed was entirely the fault of the 
ministry, and not at all to be attributed to the General V* 

I "The author of the “ Memorial da Depot de la Guerfe” is right 
in the opinion that the Emperor acquired much curious informa- 
| tion respecting his campaigns against the Austrians, from his 
I conversations with general officers and statesmen, Austrian, 
Bavarian, and Saxon. I have seen him conversing for two 
\ hours together with the most distinguished men in Germany, 

| both in tlie military and diplomatic professions; and when he 
|%ad ended, and the interlocutor was departed, he has exclaimed, 
| rubbing his hands, “ There is information for twenty pages of my 
I commentary.” 

1 Ghee, either at Compii%ne or at Font&inebleau, having just 
etefced a Jong interview with a person* io whom he was not 
j sparing of his questions, and who replied to him with such clear- 
ness and precision, and at the same time with such rapidity, that 
. - .tbovEiiiperot - was surprised ; he stopped, and fixed his eyes upon 
l',hinrwith>sp -.striking an expression of countenance* that he had 
\ 'nOvnOcasibn' to speak his thoughts. The interlocutor was not 
I intimidated, ‘ %t>& ' his pb|siogrfomy, always calm, but not in- 
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animate, betrayed not the slightest emotion. When he watei 
gone, the Emperor remarked to Junot , u That is one of the most 
subtle men 1 know, and yet I believe him to be honest 
Just now he answered all my .questions with such extraordinary 
frankness, that for a moment I believed he was making game of* 
me;” and the Emperor^ features as he walked about the room, 
wore that musing smile which gave such a charm to his counted 
nance. "But no!” he continued, u he is right; the bestdiplo* 1 
macy is to go straight to the object. And then he is a brave 
man. Be particular in your attentions to him in your quality of 
Governor of Pans, do you understand me This man was ML' 
de Bubna. 

I now return to the singular explanation of General Melas ; is 
it not really comic ? But after all whether the conquerors were 
conquered by their own faults or those of others, the grand affair 
was to take skilful advantage of their error, and this General 
Kellerman did. But why was he refused in his own country a 
due share in the glory of the day? Even admitting that the 
First Consul had ordered this famous charge, he could # only , 
have done so vaguely, and the result of its splendid execution, 
which decided the fate of Italy and France, deserved some better 
recompense than the cold words of approbation, “You have 
made a pietty good charge.” 

It has boon said that the Emperor, in making the father of < 
General Kellerman a Marshal, Senator, and Duke de Valmy, 
and m giving great commands to the son, he had discharged his 
debt of gratitude. Now I think, first, that an affectionate word 
is of as much value m sucli cases as a more solid recompense. 
Then, Marshal Kelleiman was ci editor to the state for the battle J 
of Valmy, and this debt had nothing in common with that of this ' 
son, ‘whose militaiy and political reputation rested on other 
services besides the battle of Marengo. 1 believe, then, that«the s 
Emperor would have done him no more than justice in appoint- 
ing him Inspector or Colonel General, and m giving him during 
Ins father’s lifetime, the title of Duke of Maiengo. He had* 
well named Lanne% Duke of Montebello. Lanncs m gaming* 
that battle, prepared the triumph of Marengo: General Keller-* 
man decided it. 

The day of the battle of Marengo, Junot, who had been takerf* 
prisoner by the English on quitting Egvpt, landed at Marseilles, 
and reached his native land once more, after several months’ , 
captivity. A thousand times he has repeated to me, how greatly* 
the joy of his return would have been damped had he been con-* 
scious that the fields of Italy were again the scenes of contest, 
and that he could not fight at his General’s side. Alas ! tho 
same day, and almost at the same hour, while Desaiv fell before 
the murderous cannon of Austria on the field of Marengo, the 
poniard which treason had committed to the hand of a fanatic, 
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| terminated the existence of Kleber ! # The pride of our armies, 
I they both perished on the same day, and nearly at the same hour. 
^ That I may hare no further occasion to revert to this battle, I 
will now state that my opinion upon the facts fyere related has 
been inculcated by men who were witnesses of the^struggle, or 
were thoroughly masters of its operation 'by report. (Frequently, 
during this year of the battle of Marengo, which wfts also that 
of my marriage, have I seen a dinner-party prolonged until 
nine o’clock, because Bessie res, Lannes, Eugene, Duroc, or 
jBerthier, or some others of his companions in arms, or all together, 
explained to Junot, who was greedy of the most trifling details, 
all those of this memorable all air. The table then became the 
i plain of Marengo; a group of decanters at the head stood for the 
lyillage, the candelabras at the bottom figured a« the towns of 
pfortona and Alexandria, and the pears, the filberts, and bunches 
grapes represented, as well as they could, the Austrian and 
t Hungarian regiments, and our brave tioops.' A woman certainly 
can have no pretensions to understand the military science ; but 
it is a fact, tnat when in 1818 I passed through Alexandria on 
my road to France, I remained a long time at Marengo, examined 
its environs, and visited every tiee; from having so frequently 
heard all the particulars of this famous battle described, I soon 
found myself on a spot replete with recollections which every 
surrounding object seemed to awaken in my mind. I brought 
away two views of the village of Marengo ; one which I took from 
the plain, and another from a point where the mistress of the 
little inn had placed me, to enable me to introduce into my 
sketch a tree under which they St first laid the unfortunate De- 
saix, believing that he still breathed. 

. Desaix, it is well known, had several aides-de-camp. Amongst 
fee number were two who made themselves reinarble by the ex- 
cess of their grief. One of them,* in a voice broken by sobs, 
exclaimed, “ Ah ! my General ! why have I survived you? and 
the army — and France ! What a loss have both suffered ! ” And 
the good young man shed tears of sincerity over the corpse of 
him whom he rcgietted as warmly as the young # * # regretted 
Turenne. The other aide-de-camp was also young, and he wept 
as earnestly, but bis grief displayed itself in a different manner. 
** Ah, my God ! my General is dead ! What will become of me? 
My God! what will become of me?* I have heard the First 
Consul imitate the accents of these young officers ; one of them 
still wept his general n^y years after his de'ath. It was Rapp, 
a worthy and nonest creature, a good comrade, and in all respects 
a n^^pucli above the degree in which he had fixed himself by 
the afejmptness and apparent roughness of his manners. 


* Kleber was assassinated at Cairo by a Turk, sent for that purpose by the 
Viar, soon after the defeat of the latter at Heliopolis. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 


Fetes in Paris and a ball at Lucien Bonaparte’s — The Gallery of the Duke 4e 
Btissac — Madame Bonaparte and Madame Lucien — First attentat loyal 
assumptions — Moreau’s victories on the Danube — Massena’s judgment on the 
battle of Ilochstedt — Secret treaty between Austria pd England — Fran^ 
resumes her place amongst the powers of Europe — Affecting death of MacIafclW 
Lucien — Last visit to her — Sepulchral monument at le Piessis Chamant. w 

The winter of 1800, I have observed, had been^ltery brilliant 
Locien Bonaparte, who then occupied, as Minister of the Inte-. 
rior, the hotel de Brissac, gave there some splendid fetes'in the 
gallery wliich the Duke dc Brissac had added solely for this pur- 
pose. It is a fine gallery, though rather too narrow for its length, 
but upon the whole it perfectly answers its object, and is alto-* 
gether the liajl of festivity. 

My mother occasionally took me to these balls; at one of them 
I remember Madame Bonaparte* took her seat at the upper end 
of the gallery, assuming already i&e attitude of sovereignty. The 
ladies all rose at her entrance a m when she retired. The good 
and simple Christine followed her with a gentle smile upon her 
lips ; and the remark was frequently made, that if the one wasf 
the wife of the First Consul, the Chief Magistrate of the republic** 
the other was the wife of his brother, and that Madame Bona- 
parte might, without derogation of dignity, have accorded the 
courtesies of society and family intercourse, by giving her arm to 
Madame Lucien, instead of requiring her to follow or precede 
her. But Christine was Madame Lucien, a name which awoke 
no good feeling in the mind of Madame Bonaparte, for between 
her and Lucien a mortal war subsisted. 

Apparently, however, she was very friendly both with Lucien 
and his wifigj’and it was with an exterior of perfect complaisance 
that she thus obliged them to follow her. But the amusing 
part of the business was, that Lucien spas wholly unconscious 
of these airs of superiority. The mild Christine often wept in 
private over the mortifications to which she was thus subjfc^tecLj 

• Be it understood once for all, that in future whenever I use the term Ma* 

dame Bonaparte, I speak of the wife of the First Consul. For Madame Bona- 
naparte the mother, 1 shall always employ the latter title or her chxistiaa name* 
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tp^^as ireful to avoid irritating her husband, who wtfirid 
vHifou't a doubt have repaired instantly to the Tui1eries#' ,v fMl 
hafl there enacted a tcetia, before Madame Ikmaparfe, : itt 
the j^irst Consul would probably have supported him; for he 
liid Sincerely attached himself to Madame Lucien since he had 
learnt to appreciate her excellent qualities. 

This recurrence to the winter of 1800 has made me lose sight 
of the glorious epoch of Marengo, to which I must now return ; 
and for the present, during a long course of years we shall but 
inarch from victory to victory. We shall pay dearly for these 
days of gratification; but, at this price we may be content to 
suffer. While the First Consul was conqueror at Marengo, 
Moreau beat the Austrians on the left bank of the Danube ; and 
m the same field of battle which witnessed the glory of Villars, 
the disgrace oFT^llard and Marsin was effaced by that of Gene- 
ra! Kray. My French heart owes gratitude to General Moreau 
for this action. I have often heard Junot and Massena speak of 
this battle of Hochstedt. They said that the manoeuvres by 
which Moreau obliged Kray to quit his camp at Ulm, were 
models in the art of war. 

News was soon after received of a fresh proof of the hatred 
which England will never cease to bear towards u£. On the 
20th of June a treaty of subsidy was signed at Vienna between 
Austria and England. It specified that neither of the two powers 
should make a separate peace. England was to lend by it to 
Austria the sum of two millions sterling (forty-eight millions of 
francs), and this treaty was signed, these engagements were 
taken, when Austria was beaten by us on all sides. This kind 
of perseverance, even in misfortune, has something great in it. 
However, an armistice was concluded at Munich, on the 15th 
of July, between Austria and France, to suspend the operations 
in Germany, as that of Marengo had done in Italy. 

While France thus arose once more great and powerful 
amongst the nations, the interior assumed a new life, and quite 
another aspect. Confidence in the First Consul was the per- 
vading sentiment of all classes. Commerce looked up with 
hope; the clergy obtained a glimpse of the day when they would 
be protected ; while the nobility and superior financiers, being 
Frenchmen, were bound to love glory, and by attaching them- 
Beebes to him, were likely to obtain it in abundance. 

1 Towards this epoch we experienced a heavy affliction in the 
death of Madame Lucien. I was affected by it as if she bad 
been connected with us by closer ties than those of friendship, 
^here Wjere not, it is true, between us all the points of contact 
*%hich constitute an intimate connexion ; but our friendship bid 
strangthep^ materially since her residence in Paris; our intor- 
if familiar, was constant ; and her matured imagina- 
the jusinessiof her reasoning, her love for her huabaiwj. 
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which taught her to make his gratification her chief object* wer$ 
all circumstances which daily endeared her to us. my 
mho, was tenderly attached to her, bitterly lamented her loss* 

She was in the fourth or fifth month of her pregnancy, ' It 
*was said, that being menaced with a miscarriage, she had not 
been properly treated, jmd the event spoke for itself. In a few 
weeks the amiable Christine was no more. 

We went to see her the day before her death. No visits, it 
may easily be believed, weie permitted ; but our intimacy gave 
us almost the rights of relationship. We found her in a small 
room adjoining her bed-room. Her apartment had been changed 
to admit more air, for she was suffocating ; and to facilitate h$r 
respiration, she was lying on a camp bed with two mattresses. 
This change afforded her some relief, she told ux, adding, with a 
sweet and melancholy smile f but without any accent of com- 

f laint, u This bed reminds me of my own bed at St. Maxnnin, — 
can neither sleep nor breathe under those thick curtains, and 
upon those beds of down.’ 1 At each word she looked at my 
mother with a remaikable expression. Her eyes, w>ere animated 
by fever, her cheeks, one in particular, were highly coloured,# 
and varied in tint with every emotion which agitated her, as is 
always the case with persons suffering under a sudden attack of 
consumption, “ Christine,” said Madame La'titia Bonaparte 
“ you know you must not talk, the physicians have positively 
forbidden it : and if you mean to recover you must attend to 
them.” The patient shook her head, with the smile so afflicting 
to those who know that but few days, perhaps but few hours 
only are between that moment and dissolution. 

“ Laurette,” said Madams Lueien, “ come near me, for I am 
sure that a death-bed does not alarm you.” She took my hand ; 
she perceived the effect which 1I3 burning piessure made upon 
me. “Ah!” said she, “I meant your mother; to you I "am 
but a stranger, and I frighten you, do 1 not ?” I wept, and 
only replied by embracing her. She pushed me gently away, 
saying: “No, no, do not embrace me, the air I bteathe is 
poisonous. When I recover, as mamma says — ” 

We took leave, and this adieu was the last. We saw r her no 
more. She died the following day. As soon as ray mother 
received the intelligence, she ordered her horses and hastened to 
the Hotel of the Interior; Lueien was at Neuilly. My mother; 
Went there to seek him, but we were not permitted to see him. * 
My brother-in-law came to our carriage to tell us that he vtfas 
not m a state to speak even to his sifters or his mother. u I have 
tom him from that unfortunate house,” said lie, “ where every 
thing reminds him of the loss he has just experienced. He wa» 
in the most violent despair.” , 

Madame Lueien was buried in the park of the Mansion atlte 
Plessis Chamant. Her husband erected there y> Jusr mempy 
a monument of white marble, surrounded by an iron palisade. 
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When he went to le Plessis, he took his (laughters there, *4hat 
they might praywith him, young as they were. I have he(|tf 
these notions miculed ; but for my own part, being of opinion 


Madame Lucien was a character to excite such regret, and that 
it might be great and long-during. I shall never forget when 
my mother was on the point of death in 1799, "Madame 
Lucien was with Madame Bonaparte the mother, and that 
they came to seek and comfort the poor young girl whom both 
believed an orphan ! 


CHAPTER XXXVII. 

t 

An offer of marriage, and my mother’s projects — Madame de Caseaux interfe- 
rence — Junot’s arrival at Paris — Id is interview with the First Consul at Mai- 
:• maison — Long and interesting conversation of Junot with Bonaparte- — The 
- Ftr&t Consul threatened with danger — Othello and Madame Foures-Bona- 
parte’s sentiments towards Kl^ber, and his agitation — His advice to Junot. 

, and ‘the appointment of Junot to the command of Paris— Junot lodges at 
— His predilections for Burgundians — His hotel in the Ruede Vemeuil 
f5~Project for his marriage— Its rupture — Junot’s first visit to my mother, and 
the society of the Faubourg Si. Germain — Translation of the body of Turenne 
to the Invalids. 

I WAS now arrived at an epoch always remarkable in the life 
of a woman, and particularly so in mine, on account of the 
immense change wnich then took place in my situation. I speak 
of mf marriage. As it renewed the bonds formerly subsisting 
between my family and that of the First Consul, I am bound to 
"give a faithful account of all the circumstances attending it. 
Thejiift relate even more to the First Consul than to Junot and 
myself; and they place him in a light no way connected with 
the days of his glory, military or political. 

My mother was very unwell ; the cruel malady under which 
she at length succumbed, had already taken possession of her. 
She went out but little ; reclined the greater part of the day 
upon her sofa, and received in the evening the friends who came 
to bear her company. One of the most assiduous of thes$ 
was Madame de Caseaux, who was sincerely attached to her. I 
was myself intimately connected with this lady’s daughter, anii 
few days passed that did not bring us together. 
vMy mother at that time had a marriage for me in contempla- 
tion ; probably it might have conduced to my happiness, but 
Hadame de Caseaux thought not, on account of £he great d$r 
ferance of age between ray mother’s intended son-in-law atid 
ipyself. /?. Laurette, Launette,” said she, enforcing her words 
With 
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My mother did not like contradiction in Hie most trivial mai- 
and it may be easily conceived, that the a very reasonable 
Opposition of ber devoted friend, on an affair of Jo much import- 
ance, irritated her extremely. Her displeasure proceeded to the 
extent of preventing my visits to Madame de Caseaux, when 
she was unable to accompany me herself ; oil this point I must 
say she was unjust to her friend, who would speak her mind to 
her, or to me before her, on the subject of this marriage, but 
never permitted herself to mention it except in her presence ; hear 
rigid principles absolutely interdicting such an inteiference in 
the relations of mother and child. 

As soon as Junot arrived in Paris, he hastened to his General, 
who was then at Malmaison. 0 What events had taken place 
since their separation ! What miracles had not one man ac- 
complished ! How many fresh laurels were flourishing around 
him ! Junot, in approaching him, was oppressed by a thousand 
sentiments, in which, no doubt, joy preponderated ; but it was 
chastened by a profound respect, which “ far from diminishing,” 
he has often said to me, " his affection for Bonaparte, had no 
other effect than to increase it.” • 

I did not, at the time of which I am now speaking, understand 
this as I have since done. It is a fact, that at this period 
Napoleon had about him five or six men whose sentiments 
towards him were inexplicable : they were more than devoted. 
Those who are dead have left no successors. I do not say that 
Napoleon has not since been served with attachment, and even 
devotedness; but every one reasons upon his own premises; 
and, I repeat, I have not since seen the same hallowed sentiment 
of which I now speak, 

“ Well, Junot,” said the First Consul to him, as soon as they 
were aloue, “ so you were stupid enough to suffer yourself to be 
taken by those Fnglish. But, accoiding to your letter to me 
from Marseilles, it would appear that they expected you. And, 
notwithstanding the positive orders l left with him, Kleber would 
not let you go? It is all very well : apparently, he was afraid 
that I should have too many friends about me. What littleness ! 

I know very well that he did not love me : but to adopt such 
paltry means of expiessing his enmity ! Ha\e you seen his 
letter to the Directory Junot replied, that Duroc had given 
it him to read while at breakfast. (" However,” continued the 
First Consul, t( his tragical end has cleared all accounts. I 
have had a great loss in him — but the irreparable loss, my friend, 
was Desaix! Desaix!— this is one of the misfortunes which 
strikes the country, I shall never console myself for the loss of 
Desaix !”* The First Consul continued Ins walk some tiiftd 

♦ I have heard the Kmperor, speaking of General Desaix in 1808, say, in 
the presence of above thirty persons, chiefly strangers, — a De&ux tvas the 
most estimable man I have known : if he had not died, I should hftvfc made him 
second to myself.” 
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without speaking: he was visibly affected* But he never 
suffered a too iively emotion to be long observed ; and returning 
tO Junot, he said to him with an enchanting expression of good- 
ness : u Well, and what do you propose to do? I have always 
told you that I would give you proofs of my friendship as soon 
as I was in a condition to do so. What are your views ? Are 
you inclined for the service V * and he looked askance at Junot 
with an air of good-humoured malice. “ Have you a xnind that 
1 should send you to the army of the Rhine V* * 

Junot’s colour heightened to crimson, which always happened 
when he was strongly affected. “ Do you already wish to relieve 

f ourself of me, my General ? However, if you command it, 
will go and let General Moreau know that the officers of the 
army in Italy have lost none of their courage in Egypt."— 
u There now, n;y youngster, off at a word !” said tne First 
Consul. “ No, no, M. Junot, you do not quit me in such a 
hurry. 1 have a great regard for General Moreau ; but not 
sufficient to make him a present of my best friends*” And he 
gave Junot a pull of the ear. 

“ JL»jnot,” continued he, in a more serious tone, “ I intend to 
appoint you Commandant of Pans. It is a place of confidence, 
particularly at this mopient, and I cannot make a better choice. 
But” — and he looked narrowly round him, as they continued to 
walk, to observe whether any one was within reach of hearing,* 
u but you must reflect before you accept this post. You must 
at once add ten years to your age ; for if it be necessary that 
the Commandant of Paris should be attached to my person, it 
is equally .so that he should be extremely prudent, aud that he 
should pay the utmost attention to whatever concerns my 
safety,” — “ Ah ! my Geneial !” exclaimed Junot. — “Be quiet, 
said the First Consul, “ and speak low. Yes, you must watch 
over my safety. I am surrounded with dangers. I should make 
no effort to avoid them if I w ere still the General Bonaparte 
vegetating at Paris before and even after the -4th of October. 
Then my life was my own — I cared little for it; but now it is 
mine no longer; my destiny has been exalted, it is connected 
with that of a great nation, and for this reason my life is me- 
naced. The powers of Europe, who would divide France, wish 
me out of their way,” He knit his brow, drew his hand 
across his forehead, as if to banish an importunate idea ; 
then, recovering an air of perfect calmness, he passed his 
arm under Junot's, and resumed the conversation on State 
affairs. 

w I am about to appoint you Commandant of Paris, as I toW 
you ; but you must marry. That is not only suitable to the dig- 
nity of the situation you will occupy, but I know you, and re- 

* Thisjonversatioa took place in the park of Malmaison, and lasted aboVe 
an hour ; It was the second tune that Jupot had seen the First Consul* and not 
die first, as I have said above. * 
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quite it of you for your own interest.” After a long pause, he 
asked, u What id become of Othello ? ,,# — u He is still ui Egypt, 
General, but I intend to haye him brought over by the first con- 
toy.” — The p4rst Consul made an inclination of the head, in 
token of assent. “ And the mother ?” said he to Junot. •* She 
also remains in Egypt/ General ; the Comthissary-genoral has 
taken care of her/ That is well.” And here the First Consul 
stopped short, then walked on again ; assumed an air of embar- 
rassment not usual with him, and at length, standing before a 
tree, plucking oil 1 its leaves, after having cast his eyes round to 
see if any one were near. u And Pauline, f what has become of 
her?” asked he, with ail accent of marked interest <c I have 
learned,” he continued, with a bitter smile, “ and that from the 
English journals, that K16ber treated her ill after my departure: 
my attachment it would seem, was title sufficient to proscription 
from him ! Those whom I loved had not the good fortune to 
please him.” Junot made no answer. He felt, as he has since 
told me, that he could not accuse Kleber, who had just fallen by 
so tragical a death, and he was silent. g 

“ Did you not hear?” said the First Consul, a little^but of 
humour, and raising his voice. “ Is it true that this man acted 
brutally, as the English relate, towards a woman so mild and 
amiable as this poor Beliilote?” — “ 1 was not with General 
Kleber when all this took place, General ; but I know that in 
feet she was not well used by him, and that when she had occa- 
sion to request her passport, it was by the intervention of Des- 
genettes that she obtained it, without w hich I believe the General- 
in-chief would have detained her a long time waiting font.” Junot 
smiled, without, however, any other idea than the detention of 
Madame Foures: but Napoleon misunderstood the smile, and 
seizing Junot’s arm, griped it so violently as to leave the marks 
of his hand; he became pale, and said with a voice trembling 
rather with anger than emotion: u What do you understand? 
What do you mean ? Could that man . .” and he was so vio- 
lently agitated that his words could not find utterance. It was 
not love, it was not even remembrance of love, which produced 
this almost alarming state : the simple suspicion that Kleber 
might have succeeded him in the affections of Madame Fourfes 
set his brain on fire. 

Junot recalled him to the true state of the question: he told 
him that Madame Fourfcs had only encountered difficulties in 
procuring a passport from General Kleber, which in factVas the 
case with every one who a l that time desired to leave Egypt. 
But he repeated that she had met with every assistance from the 
excellent Desgenettes, who obtained all she required, and was 

* * A natural child which had been born to Junot in Egypt of a yfung Abys- 
ainian slave named Ataxaraoe. 

f Madame Fourfcs. 
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towards her, as he is to every oue, and always will be, kind an 
obliging. 

The First Consul quickly recove^d himself, and changed the 
subject of conversation, by recurring to that which was personal 
to Junot. He spoke at length upon the importance which he 
wished him to acquire in the situation Of Commandant of Paris; 
and gave him such advice on this subject as a father would give 
to his son. This remarkable conversation lasted above an hour. I 
have omitted much of it that was interesting ; but I have only 
been able to preserve with perfect accuracy that which related 
immediately to Junot and myself ; and I have established it as a 
law, on no occasion to be departed from, never to record expres- 
sions of Napoleon upon uncertain recollections. Nothing is 
indifferent which proceeds from such a mouth; and we who nave 
been attached t& his person so closely and so long, are more than 
all others bound to be faithful in our reports of him. 

On his arrival at Paris, Junot had not set up any establish- 
ment. Uncertain of his next destination, he thought it useless to 
make arrangements which an order to depart might compel him 
to abandon at a moment's notice. He lodged at the house of 
Meo, a good restaurateur of that period, and whose hotel had 
some resemblance to the fine establishment of Meurice; but when 
the First Consul announced to him the remarkable change which 
the place he was about to occupy would necessarily make in his 
situation, he desired him at the same time to find a residence 
suitable to his new T dignity; and Junot requested his family, 
whom he had drawn around him at Ins hotel, to look out for one. 
There were, no doubt, great numbers in Paris, in the open and 
cheerful situations of the Faubourg St. Germain, or the Cnauss6e 
d’Antin, all handsome and newly decorated. I know not how 
they persuaded him tq fix upon a hotel in the Hue <ie Vcrneuil, 
and even in the dullest and dirtiest part of it; but this house was 
hired, furnished, and ready for occupation in less than three weeks. 
Junot installed himself in it as Commandant of Paris in the 
course of the summer of 1800. With handsome carriages, the 
finest horses, and the best wines of Burgundy # in his cellars, he 
then commenced his search for a wife. 

The First Consul had especially recommended him to marry 
a rich wife. “Willingly,” replied Junot, provided she please 
my taste ; but how is that to be done, when almost all heiresses 
are superlatively ugly?’* 

He was one morning visiting a lady of his acquaintance, and 
who happened to be a friend of ours. He spoke of the order he 

* A mania which Junot carried to excess, was that of being served only by 
Burgundians. It was natural that his countrymen should have the presence 
where there was an equality of talent ; but if ever so heavy or stulpid, the name of 
Burgun^bn was sufficient to ensure it. This was the Justify of the hotel in the 
Rue de Verneuil} a Burgundian founds it for him, a Burgundian furnished it, 
end a Burgundian was put in charge of the establishment. % * 
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had received from the First Consul to mm ry, and his own desire 
to enjoy domestic society. u Have you been to visit Madame 
de Pennon V 9 inquired the person to whom he spoke. " No; 
and I reproach myself daily. But why ask?’' "Because I 
believe that her daughter would suit you exactly/' " Her 
daughter !" exclaimed J.unot, " she was but a child when I 
went to Egypt/' 

" She is young, but no longer a child. She is sixteen. But 
attend : I have a great inclination to bestow her in marriage at 
the present moment, but her mother is so bent upon a match she 
proposes for her, and which has not common sense, for the in- 
tended is old enough to be her grandfather, that she turned 
a deaf ear when 1 opened my project to her the day before yes- 
terday ; though you must understand that the party in question 
is a charming bachelor, and one of the first names in France.'’ 

" And what would you have me do against *all these obsta- 
cles?" said Junot laughing. "You tell me of a woman with 
twenty admirers ; I do not like so many rivals. Mademoiselle 
Loulou, I believe that is what she was called, must be a little 
personage of great pretensions, a spoilt child, and thoroughly 
insupportable. No, no ; I kiss your hands and thus taking 
leave, he hastened out of the house. 

From Madame d’Orsay, Junot went to call upon Madame 
Hamehti, another lady also of our acquaintance — an amiable 
woman who often visited my mother, and was much esteemed 
by her. Endowed witli superior talents, she took pleasure 
when I was in company with her, in bringing me into notice; 
a mark of kindness which goes direct to the hearts of women 
in general, and which mine was not backward in acknow- 
ledging. 

Junot had scarcely entered, when his search for a wife became 
the topic of conversation. " Ah," said she, " there is a young 
person whom I should like to recommend to you, but she is 
about to marry, and must not be thought of/’ — " So," said 
Junot, " because she is going to marry, I am not to hear her 
name." — " Oh, with all my heart ; you knew her when she was 
but a child. It is Mademoiselle dc Permon." 

Junot laughed ; it seemed as if I haunted him. However, 
as Madame Hamelin’s frankness and her intelligence were well 
known to him, and as she had pronounced my name with interest, 
he asked her some questions concerning me, which she answered 
with the feeling of an amiable and sensible woman. 

" Why have you not paid your respects to her mother since 
your return ?" she inquired ; seeing his eyes fixed upon the 

g arden with an air of absence. " I do not know, but it appears 
lat I have done wisely," he replied, smiling ; for suppose I had 
fallen in love with your young friend."— -"Well ! you would 
have married liar* Are you not wishing to marry ?"■ — "flut you 
have told mq yourself that Madame ae Permon has a strong 
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desire to marry her to M. de V— and if she wilts it, it will 
be, for she is not one to yield her resolutions ; 1 have seen in- 
stances of that, which I shall not forget* The same day, 
Junot, bearing in mind his conversation with Madame Haraelin, 
found out a person whom he knew to be intimate with my 
mother and me, and made himself acquainted with all that 
concerned me, and also w ith my mothers intentions respecting 

M. de V ; they were not doubtful, for she had no stronger 

desire than to conclude the marriage* Junot took his resolution 
at once : he had engaged to wait upon my mother, with Madame 
Hameim, the following evening : however, he excused himself 
upon some pretext, but said nothing of the true cause. 

At this time, my mother, much out of health, did not quit 
her sofa. My brother and I efxerted ourselves to the utmost to 
lessen the ennui of her retirement. All her friends, and a 
crowd of acquaintances, assisted us in endeavouring to make 
her forget that she was condemned to seclusion for the cure of 
a complaint from which she might never recover. Thanks to 
the care and advice of Dr. Backer, she was now mending: as 
she did not suffer, we were gay. Wo had music and singing, 
and when w r e were not afraid of too much noise, we danced to 
the sound of our own voices. We laughed and enjoyed our- 
selves; in short, we weie happy. 

Thus the summer of 1 800 elapsed. The end of September 
arrived. A great change meanwhile had taken place m our 
family. The two marriages w Inch my mother had proposed for 
me were broken off ; one for pecuniary reasons ; the other, 
because l had thiown myself at her feet, entreating her, by her 
love for me, not to make me a sacrifice, and my life miserable. 
My mother was peifectly amiable, and she loved me ; she there* 
foie broke off a marriage which, m other respects, was suitable 
enough, but to which I had so thoiough an antipathy, that I 
should have ratified a doom of misery to myself and my hus- 
band, in saying, Yes . I was delighted with this change m ray 
l<St. All my friends, whether from attachment to me, or whether 
from that sentiment which makes a young girl always unwilling 
that her companion should marry before ner — all my friends re- 
joiced in seeing me at liberty for the following winter. 

. One evening, it was the 21st of September, about a dozen 
| persons were assembled m my mother’s drawing-room, chatting, 
] deciphering charades and laughing, when suddenly the door 
I opened, and the valet-de-chambre announced, General Junot. 
I In an instant, as by a stioke of magic, all was silence. This effect 
was so sudden and so striking, that the General was a little 
embarrassed ; but my mother’s reception of him reassured himt 
She held out her hand to him, reproached him in the most 
friendly manner for the long delay of his visit, made him sit 
down by her side, and attended only to him. 

The General could hot have chosen a worse day for his visit 
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to my mother; no individual of his acquaintance was present 
The whole party belonged to the Faubourg St. Germain, and 
the sort of gratification a general of the republic would find, 
amongst a circle of emigrants returned within the last six months, 
may be easily imagined. But my mother could act the mistress 
of the house to perfection. She saw that General Junot might 
find himself in a constrained position, and she exerted herself so 
effectually, that he was very soon as much at his eise by her 
side, as if he had been one of our most intimate associates. 

The distinctive character of Junot’s mind, was acuteness and; 
rapidity of penetration. He understood that this was not the < 
place for speaking of the First Consul. He was determined to l 
hear nothing to his prejudice; but neither would my mother/ 
though she was no longer partial to him, have suffered anything 
to be said against him m her house. Junot spoke of Egvpt, of i 
what he had i*een there which was foreign to our manners, with j 
that ability which all who knew him are so well aware of. I 
Albert, who had been spending the evening at Madame Leclerc’s, 
soon came in, and his presence emboldened Junot to propose to 
my mother that she should, on the following day, go to the 
Hotel de Salm, to witness the procession which wa^ to pass the 
Quai de Voltaire. The occas.on was worth the trouble ; it was 
the translation of the body of Tureime from the Jardin des 
Plantes, where it had been deposited since the violation of the 
tombs of St. Denis, to the Mush des \ u gust ins auv Invalided . 
As Junot was to superintend the ceremony in his quality of 
Commandant of Pans, he was desirous that we should see him 
in his glory, and I believe tins was the true motive of the zeal 
he manifested m overcoming iny mother’s objections on the score 
of her health. “ Well then,” said she, at length, u l will go 
and see our two heroes pass, the living and the dead ; but the 
living soldier must promise tg come and dine with me after he 
has seen M. 1c Marechal installed in his new habitation, or I 
shall not go.” Junot promised, and retired, leaving a moft 
advantageous impression on a partv, which, with the exception 
of my mother and brother, were certainly by no means predis- 
posed in his favour. 

The following day we repaired to the Hotel de Salm : we were 
conducted to a drawing-room, in which Junot had placed a 
large arm- chair, with pillows and a footstool for my mother: the 
valet-de-chambre of the General said he was ready to execute 
any orders that might be given to him . — f ‘ Does your master/ 
replied my mother, “ suppose I am one of those invalids to 
whom he is conveying the body of Turentie?” She was how- 
ever very sensible of the attentions paid to her, and when JuftOf 
passed, he saluted us in so marked a manner, as to draw thp 
attention of every one : a person in the crowd was heard to saV f 
on seeing the general bow to my mother repeatedly, u No dpO&t 
that is the widow of the Marshal Turenne l" 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

Jimot’s assiduities to my mother, and his silence towards me — First reports of 
my Itoarriage with Junot — A family council — Visit of Jundt — Demand of 
my hand — Consent of my mother and brother — Junot’s declaration, and my 
embarrassment — J knot’s thoughtlessness and silence towards Bonaparte — My 
mother’s reproaches — Junot at the Tuilenes — Duroc’s goodnature — Con- 
versation of Bonaparte with Junot relating to his marriage — Marriage portion 
and presents. 

t Tef days had elapsed, from the 21st of September, when Junot 
|first presented himself at my mother’s, and now regularly every 
l&igbt he repeated Ins visit. He never spoke to me, but placed 
himself beside my mother's sofa, chatted with her, or with any 
*<OOiis acquaintances who happened to be present, but never ap~ 

E roached the group to which 1 belonged ; and if at this epoch 
e had ceased to come to our house, I might have affirmed that 
I scarcely knew him. 

\ But however undistinguished I had been by any attention on 
^bis part, the society in which we moved had already decided 
I that I was his destined bride ; the report was brought to me by 
my friend Laure de Caseaux, and with great indignation I re- 
peated it to my mother and brother ; they partook of my feel- 
ings upon the subject, and having received afummons to attend 
mv drawing-master, I left them in my mother’s bedroom, still 
discussing the steps to be pursued, for it was yet but noon, and 
on account of the w r eak state of her health she did not rise before 
that time. 

f While we were thus respectively engaged, a carriage drove up 
; to the door, and a waiting-maid came in to inquire if General 
f Junot could be admitted. " Yes, yes, let him come up,” said my 
! ipother ; but, good God ! what can bring him here at this 
.hour?” Junot had scarcely entered the chamber before be 
I asked permission to close the door ; and, seating himself by the 
bedside, said to my mother, as he took her hand, that he was 
i come to present a request, adding, with a smile, “ and it must be 
1 granted. — “If it be possible, it is done,” said my mother, 
t 4t That depenlra upon you and him,” replied the General, turning 
? to Albert. He stopped <a moment, and then continued, in the 
tone of a person recovering from a violent embarrassment, 
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come to ask the hand of your daughter— will you grant it rae ? j 
I give you my word,” and he proceeded in a tone of more* 
assurance, “ ana it is that of a man of honour, that I will make 
her happy. I can offer her an establishment worthy of her and 
of her family. Come, Madame de Permon, answer me, ^with 
the frankness with which I put my request, Yes, or no.” 

“ My dear General/* said my mother, “ I shall answer with 
all the frankness you have claimed, and which you know to 
belong to my character ; and I will tell you that, a few minutes 
before your arrival, I was saying to Albert that you were the 
man whom, of all others, 1 should choose for my son-in-law/' — 
u Indeed !” exclaimed Junot, joyfully. “Yes; but that says 
nothing for your request. First, you must understand- that she 
has no fortune; her portion is teo small to be of any vaiue to 
you. Then, I am very ill, and I am not sure that my daughter 
will be willing to quit me at present. Besides, she is still very 
young. Reflect well upon all this, and adn to it that my 
daughter has been educated amidst a society and in habits 
which it is very possible may displease you. Reflect for eight or 
ten days, and then come to me, and we will enter further into* 
your projects.” 

“ I will not wait twenty-four hours,” said Junot, firmly. 
“Listen, Madame de Permon: I have* not taken my present 
step without having fully made up my mind. Will you grant 
me your daughter? Wiil you, Permon, give me your sister? I 
love her, and I again swear to you I will make her as happy as 
a woman can be.” 

Albert approached General Junot, and, taking his hand, said, 
in a voice of emotion, “ My dear Junot, I give you my sister with 
joy ; and believe me, the day when I shall call you brother, will 
be one of the happiest of my life.” — “ And I,” said my mother, 
extending her arms to him, “am happy beyond description in 
calling you my so^.” Junot; much moved, threw himself into 
her arms. “Well/* said he, “ and what will you think of nje 
now? — that I am very childish and weak, I fear:” and, turning 
to my brother, he embraced him several times in a delirium of 
joy. “ But now,” said he, after a few moments, “ I have still 
another favour to ask, one upon which I set a high value, for it 
is most interesting to me.” 

“ What is it?” asked my mother. “ I desire, extraordinary as 
it may appear to you, to be myself permitted to present my 
petition to your daughter/ 1 My mother exclaimed against this 
demand : such a thing had never been heard of — it was absolute 
folly. “ That may be,” said Junot, in * firm but respectful tone, 
“ but I have determined upon it ; and since you have receiver 
me, since I am now your son, why would you refuse me this 
favour ? Besides, if is in your presence and her brother’s that I 
would speak to b&r. u An, that makes a difference,” said my 
mother ; “ but why this whim ? ” — “ It is not a whim ; it is, on 
Mapamb Junot.— vpn. i. » 
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the contrary, go very reasonable an idea, that I should never 
have believed myself capable of it. Do you consent?” 

Sty mother answered “ Yes and a messenger was despatched 
io «ny study, where 1 was drawing with M. Vtglians, to summon 
me to my mother, an older which [ obeyed immediately with the 
greatest tranquillity, for I supposed General Junot to be long 
since gone. 

It is impossible to describe my sensations when, on opening the 
chamber-door, I perceived General Junot seated by my mother's 
bedside, holding one of her hands, and conversing in an animated 
manner with her. The General rose, offered me his place, took 
* a seat beside me, then, having looked towards my mother, said 
to me in the most serious tone : 

| a Mademoiselle, I am happy enough to have obtained the 
1 consent of your mother and brother to my solicitation for your 
* hand ; but I have to assure you that this consent, otherwise so 
f valuable to me, Will become null, unless, at this moment, you 
i can declare here in their presence, that you willingly acquiesce 
I in it. The step I am at this moment taking, is not perhaps alto- 
} gather consistent with established forms — I am aware it is not; 
i but you will pardon me, if you reflect that I am a soldier, frank 
{even to roughness, and desirous of ascertaining that in the most 
important act of my life 1 am not deceiving myself. Will you 

1 then condescend to tell me whether you will become my wife; 
and, above all, whether you can do so without any repug- 
nance?* 1 * , 

\ Since I had been seated in the chair in which General Junot 
l had placed me, I felt as if in one of those extraordinary dreams 
in which a delusive similitude fatigues- and perplexes the mind. 
I heard distinctly, and understood what was said, but no part of 
it seemed to attach itself to my situation ; and yet it was neces- 
sary to give an immediate answer in one word, upon which the 
| fate of my whole life was to depend. The most perfect silence 
; reigned in the apartment. Neither my mother nor my brother 
could with propriety interfere, and the General could only wait 
' my answer. However, at the expiration of about ten minutes, 
t seeing that my eyes still continued fixed on the ground, and that 
I I did not reply, General Junot thought himself obliged to con- 

* I have dwelt upon these particulars, all well known to a number of persons 
still living in Pans, in order to answer by facts to the vam declamations concein- 
‘fey marriage in the Memorial of Las Cases. All these persons know whe- 
ther my marriage was concluded because Junot believed me a Commend. It is 
a point upon which I have a right to insist. It must be admitted that he did 
not take long to persuade ; and my mother must have been a skilful magician, 
if, in the course of ten days, she had accomplished making a man who was a 
republican at heait, a child of the revolution, and the son of his own deeds, take 
to wife a yomt&fin who was not prtetty, and without fortune, only because her 
ancestors, thveoor fco? centuries Wore, had reigned at Constantinople. AH 
shat concerns os m fee JtHmormlie SabUe-JUfoie, is manifestly fcfee, mi l 
(prove it by feet*. 



atrue ray silence into a refusal ; and always impetuous, still mom ' 
so perhaps in his sentiments than in his will, he insisted upon 
knowing his fate that very instant, * 

“ I see,” said he, with an accent of bitterness, “ that Madame 
de Permon Was right when she told me that her consent was 
nothing in this affair. Only, Mademoiselle, I entreat you to 
give me an answer, be* it yes or no." 

My brother, who saw the change in Junot's mariner, inclined 
towards me, and whispered in my oar, “Take courage, love; 
speak the truth, he will not be ofiended, even if you refuse him.” 

“ Come, come, my child ! you must answer the General,' ” said 
my mother. “ If you will not speak to him, give me your 
answer, and I will repeat it to him.” * 

I was sensible that my situation began to be ridiculous, and 
that I ought to speak. But all the power ugon earth could not 
have made me articulate a word, nor raise my eyes from the 
carpet. From my first entrance into the room my emotion had 
been so violent, that the palpitation of my heart threatened to 
burst my corset. The blood now mounted to my head ** * " 
such violence, that I heard nothing but a sharp singing 
ears, and saw nothing but a moving rainbow. I felt a violent 
pain, and raising my hand to my forehead, stood up and made 
my escape so suddenly, that my brotlier had not time to detain f 
me. He ran after me, but could no where find me. The fact 
was, that, as if started by an invisible power, I had mounted 
the stairs with such rapidity, that in two seconds I had reached 
the top of the house, and on recovering my recollection^ Found 
myself in the attic. I came down again, and going to take 
refuge in my brother's Apartments, met him returning from a 
search for me. He scolded me for being so unreasonable. I 
wept, and reproached him bitterly for the scene which had just 
taken place. He excused himself, embraced me, and drew uae 
into a conversation which ’calmed my spirits ; but be could by 
no means persuade me to return to my mother's room. I was 
resolute not to appear there again till Geneial Junot was gone. 

Mv brother, on his return, addressed the General, whom he j 
found still much agitated. “ I was,” said he, “ ray dear General, 
for a moment of your opinion, and permitted my sister to be 
brought here. But I now see that we have acted in this matter 
like children, and she, young as she is, has convinced me of it*** 
t% Where is my poor Loulou then V* said my mother. “ I told 
you, my dear Junot, that such a step was absurd. Where is 
she “ In my room,” said Albert, “ where I have promised her 
that she shall not be molested.” — “ And my answer V f said Junoi^ 
with a gloomy air. — “ Your answer, my friend, is as favourable 
as you can desire. My sister will be proud to bear your am sc 
—I repeat her own words ; for any other sentiment you cannot 
ask it of her without disrespect l am satisfied P exclaimed 

e 2 
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Junot, embracing my brother. “ She will be proud to bear my 
name, and I am content,” 

The conversation now became more calm, and after a short 
interval, my mother said to Junot : “But tell me how you have 
aejbieved the greatest of your victories ; how you have induced 
the First Consul to give his consent to your marriage with my 
daughter?’* — “ He does not know it yet/* replied Junot,— He 
does not know it?” exclaimed my mother; “ you are come to 
ask my daughter in marriage, and the First Consul does not 
know it ? Permit me to observe, my dear General, that your 
conduct has been very inconsiderate.” My brother has since 
told me that he was at the moment of my mother’s opinion. 
“ I requelkygu, Madam, to inform me in what respect my con- 
duct can be blameable,” Junot replied, with some hauteur . 

“ How c$n you ask such a question? Do you not know the 
coklnes|, aid even°disunion, which has succeeded to the friend- 
ship that once existed between the First Consul and myself? 
Do 'you think that he w ill consent to iny daughter becoming 
your wife, and especially without fortune? and what, let me 
ask, would you do, if, when you communicate your intended 
xnamige to him, and ask his assent, he should refuse it?” 

“1 should marry without it,” answered Junot, very resolutely, 
“ I am no longer a child ; and in the most important transaction 
pf my life I shall cdhsult my own convenience only, without 
listening to the petty passions of others/’ — “ You say that yon 
are no longer a child, and you reason as if you were but six 
years old. Would you dissolve your connexion with your bene- 
factor and friend, because it pleases you to make what he will 
calf an imprudent marriage, tnat is to say, a marriage without 
fortune ? For that i§ the reason he will give you, for you may 
easily Suppose he will not tell you that it is because he does not 
like me. What will you do — what will you answer, when he 
gives you the option between my daughter and himself?” 

^But lie will never do so!” exclaimed Junot; “and if he 
could to such an extent forget my services and my attachment, 
I should always remain a faithful son of France, she will not 
repulse me ; and I am a general officer.” — “ And do you think 
us capable of accepting such a sacrjySce?” said ray mother, 
“ And though my daughter is but sixteen years old, can you have 
formed so unworthy an opinion of her a# to suppose that she 
would thus abuse her power over you 7” 

; “My dear General, said Albert, who had not yet uttered a 
wonl during this discussion, “ I believe that all this will be easily 
arranged : but permit me to observe, in my turn, that you have 
been a little too hasty in this affair: nevertheless, I have m 
doubt that all will be right} for I do not think with my mother 
that the First Consul wnl interfere as a party, and still less, as a 
judge, in a question of such a nature as this. 
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Junot listened attentively; then looking at his watch* he 
suddenly took up his hat, and said to my mother, “ I am 

O to the Tuileries. The First Consul is not yet in council* 
speak to him, and in an hour I shall return. He pressed 
Albert’s hand, kissed, my mother’s, descended the staircase at 
two steps, jumped into his carriage, and cried out to the coach** 
man, “ To the Tuileries, at a gallop, only do not overturn us, 
because I have business there in a hurry.” 

“ Where is the First Consul ?” was his salutation to Duroc* 
“ With Madame Bonaparte.” “ My friend, I must speak to 
him this very instant.” “ How you are agitated !” said Duroc, 
observing his flushed cheek and trembling voice* ** Is there 
alarming news?” “ No, no ; but I must see the Firitfc Consul ; 
I must this instant : I will tell you by antf by why I am so 
peremptory.” 

Duroc pressed his hand, and as he understood that he CQuJd 
oblige him, he lost no time in acquitting himself of his commis- 
sion ; and m a few moments Junot was introduced to the cabinet 
of the First Consul. “My General,” said he, entering «at one& 
upon the subject, “ you have testified a desire to see me married ; 
the thing is settled — I am about to marry.” — “Ah ! ah ! and 
you have run away with your wife? your air isjperfectly wild. M 
— “No, my General,” replied Junot, endeavouring to calm bis 
feelings for the crisis, for all my mother’s objections started nfe 
once to his mind, and he felt fearful of a rebuff. “Whomarb 
you going to marry, then ? ” said the First Consul, seeing that 
Junot did not speak. “ A person whom you have known from 
her childhood, whom you used to love, my General, of wfiom 
every one speaks well, and with whom I am distractedly in love 
— Mademoiselle de Permon.” 

The First Consul, contrary to his custom, was not walking 
while he conversed, at the present moment. He was seated at 
his desk, which he was notching with his penknife. On hearing 
the name he leaped from his seat, threw away his penknife, an5 
seized Junot by the arm, asking, “ Whom did you say you meant 
to marry? ” — “The daughter of Madame de Permon, that child 
whom you have so often held upon your knee when you were 
yourself a young man, my General.” — “That is not possible; 
Loulouis not marriageable ; how old is sNe ? ” — “ Sixteen years 
within a month.” — “ It is a very bad marriage you would make, 
there is no fortune ; and besides, how can you determine to 
become the son-in-law of Madame de Pennon? Do you not 
know that woman as she is? you must mind what you are about,* 

she is a spirit ” — “ Permit me to observe, General, that 

I do not propose to marry my mother-in-law ; and moreover, I 
believe here he stopped short and smiled. — “Well, and 
what dp you believe ? ” 

“ That the discussions which have arisen between yourself and 
Madame de Permon have blended a shade of prejudice with the 
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|udgme at you have formed of her. Whet I know perfectly WeM 
IS* trot she is surrounded by numerous friends of long standing 
and I have seen the love which her children bear her. Her 
daughter lavishes such care upon her, as only the heart of a de- 
moted child is capable of; and has done so for two years past, 
to the injury of her own health. Her son” — "Ah, that is fit 
ftrave youth : ” 

" well, my General, and do you believe that he could be 
what he is to his mother, if Madame de Pennon were not her- 
tolf, not merely a good mother, but an excellent woman? 
Children are respectful and attentive to their mother, but to be 
to her what Mademoiselle Laurette and her brother are to Ma- 
dame de Permon ; she must deserve their respect. Nothing can 

f ve you an idea of their domestic virtues. Interrogate Madame 
onaparte, Madame Joseph, Madame Murat, these ladies will 
toll you how meritorious has been the conduct of Madame de 
Permon’s children from the commencement of her severe illness.” 

Is she so very ill, then?” inquired the First Consul with 
Interest. — "Very ill; and the utmost care is necessary to her 
itcovery, and to the relief of her suflerings.” 

The Fust Consul walked the room without speaking ; he was 
serious, but not out of humour. At length he said, “ But with- 
Hut fortune, I dare d#y ; what poition lias this young person?” 
V^* I have not inquired.” — " You were right in saying just now 
4bnt you were distractedly in love. What extravagance ! Did 
B not particularly recommend you to seek a rich w T ife? for you 
me Dot rich yourself.” — “ I beg your pardon, my General, I am 
Wiry rich? ate you not my protector, my father? and when I 
inform, you that I love a young gitl who is poor, but without 
whom I should be miserable, I know that jou will come to my 
assistance, and portion my betrothed.” 

The First Consul smiled. "Oh, is that it? But how lias 
this illness Jb&ppened ? Have you long been a visitor at Madame 
Permon $? ” — “ Eleven days, my General ; but it is two months 
since my attention has been attracted towards her daughter. I 
haw been spoken to abou t her, and one of* our common friends 
ityen wished to promote this marriage ; but Mademoiselle Lau~ 
mtte was then destined to another husband, and after all that 
t bad heard of her, f would not visit the mother, lest I should 
m in love with the daughter. In the interval the projected 
marriage was broken off. I went accordingly to pay ray respects 
to Madame c|e Pennon, and my resolution was soon taken. But 
90w, my General, I am about to give you still further advantage 
ewer me — I have acted more madly than you can imagine H«m 
he repeated tbft scene of the morning in its minutest details. 
'She First Consul listened in silence, with great attention, and 
When Junot’s namtive was ended, he replied^ 

“Though 1 recognize in, all that you nave juafc said the char 
ow*** of Madame- de Pennon. 1 cannot hut aoorove her area. 
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molts as they respect me ; and the sacrifice you have offered in 
file true spirit of a Paladin of the Crusades, could not be a<v 
cepted either by her or Permon. You have, however, cut me off 
from the power of even remonstrating against this rash act, by 
the confidence you have just reposed in me; besides, you wifi 
not, as you say, marry your mother-in-law ; and if the young 
person be really such as you describe, I see no reason for being 
severe on the article of fortune. I give you 100,000 fmnes for 
your bride’s portion, and 40,000 for her wedding clothes. Adietij 
my friend, I wish you happy ! ” So saying, he pressed Junot’s 
hand warmly, and said, laughing, as he resumed his seat, “ Qbg 
you will have a terrible mother-in-law !,” then added with % 
more serious air, “ but an amiable and worthy brother-in-law.” 


CHAPTER XXXIX. 


Joint’s haste to conclude our marriage — Unwillingness to quit my mother— 
A family scene — Intrigues to lead Junot to another marriage — M.de Caulam- 
court's confidential advice — My marriage fixed for the 20th of October — THff 
marriage of Murat and Caroline Bonaparte — Her beauty — An error corrected t 
—Murat’s character— Causes of Napoleon’s coolness towards 
boasting, and a bieakfast of ofhceis — The misties* of the punch and the be* 
traymg cypher — Bonaparte’s pioject of mai lying his sifter to Moreau— Ca* 
lu mines on Caroline Bonaparte — Murat’s peison and dress. 

The preparations for my marriage were proceeding with ac- 
tivity ; General Junot was extremely desirous that it should take 
place immediately; he had induced Madame Bonaparte the 
mother, and Madame Lecletc, to persuade my mother, and the 
20th of October was the day already fixed upon, before I bad 
been consulted upon the subject. It was on the !Oth of that 
month that my mother proposed to me this speedy separation, 
to which no arguments she could use had any effect m recon- 
ciling me. M. de Caulaincourt, an old and faithful friend of the 
family, whom I had been in the habit of distinguishing by the 
affect.ionate epithet of little papa, was summoned to the con* 
ference. Seated between my brother and myself, beside ttiy 
mother’s sofa, he earnestly enforced my mother’s plea of the im- 
patience of my lover, and finding this insufficient, began to ex- 
plain that to his knowledge Junot was at present the object of 
much intrigue at theTuilenes ; that Madame Bonaparte, alwayd 
apprehensive of the influence which early intimacy and a senti- 
ment of gratitude for early favours migiit give my mother ov# 
the mind of the First Consul, had seen their mutual cbldness 
with great complacency; had never attempted to wktatt th& 
breach by irritation, judiciously considering that in such fcaees 
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total oblivion is the most eligible result, anti was now extremely 
disconcerted to find that Junot’s marriage was likely to bring 
the family again into notice; to obviate this, she had attempted 
to produce a change in his views, and to direct them towards 
Mademoiselle Leclerc. To this, which was equally new to all 
his auditors, he added that delays are dangerous, that the First 
Consul might be induced by the influence of his wife to with- 
draw his consent; and that Junpt himself might be worked to 
her purpose. My mother’s pride now began to take the alarm, 
and her kind friend was obliged to soothe it to the utmost : and 
finally the result of all this consultation was, that I gave my 
consent to fix the day for the 30th of October : sooner than this, 
I positively refused to quit my mother. 

My own marriage has so much occupied mv attention, that I 
have neglected to' mention that of Mjadamc Murat, which took 
fplace soon after the 8th November. (^Caroline Bonaparte was a 
« very pretty girl, fresh as a rose ; not lb be compared, for the re- 
gular beauty of her features, to Madame Lcclerc, though more 

{ leasing perhaps by the expression of her countenance and the 
rdliancy of her complexion, but by no means possessing the 
perfection of figure which distinguished her elder sister. Her 
head was disproportionably large, her bust was too short, her 
* shoulders were too round, and her hips too thick ; but her feet, 
f her hands, and her arms, were models, and her skin resembled 
f white satin seen through pink gla^s ; her teeth were fine, as were 
\ those of all the Bonapartes ; her hair was light, but no way re- 
; markable* As a young girl, Caroline was charming; when her 
f mother first brought her to Paris, in 1798, her beauty was in all 
| its rosy freshness. I have never seen her appear to so much 
* advantage since that time. Magnificence did not become her ; 
brocade did not hang well upon her figure, and one feared to see 
her delicate complexion fade under the weight of diamonds and 
rubies. 

In the i( Memoires Contemporaines” it is asserted, that when 
Murat demanded Mademoiselle Bonaparte in marriage, the First 
Consul made great difficulties in giving his cousent. This is part 
of the plan now so generally adopted, of representing Napoleon 
and his family in an unfavourable light. But here, as usual, this 
disposition to accuse throws a veil over the truth. Bonaparte's 
repugnance is said to be founded on the ignoble birth of Murat. 
I can affirm with certainty that the author has been misinformed. 

The true cause of Napoleon’s little regard for Murat (for not* 
withstanding their alliance he never was attached to him) was 
Murat^ imprudent conduct, w hen he came to Paris to present the 
banners taken by thpaimy of Italy, and after his return to head- 
quarters. Those who know ‘the character of Napoleon as J know 
iy will easily und$r#tand that Murat would lose much ground in 
bis General^ fav^uk by whispering a boast of his credit with the 
, Directory th^War ministry, through the means of Madame 
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Bonaparte and Madame Tallies I will here give an anecdote 
which occurred soon after he had rejoined bis General, and which 
reached the ears of the latter on the very day. Junot was at that 
time wounded and in his bed, and could not have been the in- 
former upon a fact of which he was himself ignorant for some 
time. 

Murat gave a breakfast to Lavaletfce, some other officers of the 
general staff, and many of his friends, chiefly young men belong- 
ing to the cavalry, whose company Murat preferred to an asso- 
ciation with officers of his own rank ; perhaps from that habit of 
boasting for which he afterwards became so remarkable, and to 
which he would find his inferiors more complaisant than his 
equals. • 

The breakfast had been very gay. Much champagne had 
been drunk, and there seemed no occasion for a supplement, 
but Murat proposed punch, adding that he would make it 
himself. 

“ You never drank better,” said he to his companions; u l 
have learned to make it of a charming Cr6ole, and if l could add 
all the circun&at&nces of that education, you would like it still * 
better” Then, ringing for his valet, ordered not only all 
that was necessary for ordinary punch, but a number of access t 
sories, such as tea, oranges instead of lemons, &c., and said 
aloud, “ And be sure not to make a mistake ; bring that Jamaica 
rum which was given me at Paris.” 

He went to his travelling-case and took from it a beautiful 
utensil of silver gilt, made purposely to extract the juice of 
lemons or oranges without squeezing them with the hand. Ho 
then proceeded in the whole affair in a method which proved 
that he had been under a good instructor. The punch w r a& found 
excellent, so excellent that the # bowl was emptied and filled again 
seveial times; confidence increased with each renewal; the 
guests washed to knowhow' such good things were to be learned, 
and Murat, who perhaps was not quite clear-beaded, replied* 
that the finest and prettiest Voman in Paris had taught him this 
and many other things. Then, as may be supposed, questions 
multiplied ; with the mirth and folly of childhood they desired 
to hear the whole history. It appears Murat could not resist, 
but related much that was unsuitable to the breakfast-table 6f 
a party of hussar officers. But the most unlucky part of the 
affair in its consequences was, that, without pronouncing ahy 
name, he indicated so plainly the personages concerned, that 
inductions were speedily drawn and commentaries followed* 

A breakfast, a dinner, and a supper, all in the same day, in the 
country, that is to say, the Champs Ely sees, formed the priqeb* * 
pal facts of tins boastful tale, and the finest woman in Paris, 
(the prettiest was not quite so clear), all this told the name, 
these young heads ttanslated it with much more ease thwat 
that moment they could have construed a verse of Virgil. , Far* 
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tiler explanation was unnecessary ; when one of the party, taking 
up the lemon-squeezer, discovered in his examination of it, that 
it bad a cypher upon the handle which was not that of Murat. 
a Ah !” exclaimed the young madcap, “ now for full informa- 
tion; here we may learn to read as well as to make punch 
and, brandishing the little utensil which Murat, who retained 
sense enough to see that this was going too far, wished to snatch 
from him, he looked again at the handle, and began, “ Ba, be, 
bi, bo; Bo, — bon, — bona!” Murat at length succeeded in 
ouieting him, and the bieakfast finished, the cnief of the guests 
forgot the particulars of the morning’s entertainment. But two 
or three, who felt that they might speak without indiscretion, 
since nothing had been confided to them, repeated the whole 
history of the punch ; on a theatre so fraught with wonders as 
Italy was at that moment, the tale made little impression gene- 
rally, but all the circumstances of the bacchanalian scene reached 
the ears of the General. His jealous humour was awakened, 
and for a moment he proposed requiring an explanation from 
» Murat, but reflection showed him how unwise such a proceeding 
would be, and he abandoned all thoughts of inquiring into the 
true circumstances of the case; whether they ever came to his 
knowledge, I know noi. 

The silver lemon-squeezer disappeared. Murat professed to 
regret its loss extremely, and reported that some of his giddy 
companions had thrown it out of the window m sport, and that 
it had never been uncovered. He averred, also, that the young 
man who pretended to have read the cypher, had Ins eyes so 
dazzled by the fumes of the punch, that he had m fact mistaken 
M for B, and that the letter.! stood for his own name (Joachim). 

This little history wa« talked of for twenty-four hours, but 
offered only vague conjectures to those who were but imperfectly 
acquainted with the paities concerned, which was the case with 
almost all the guests except l^avalette and Duroc, who thought 
it not advisable to take further notice of it, and thought indeed, 
that the cypher mi&ht have been J. M. For my own part, 1 
believe so too, but General Bonaparte, I have reason to think, 
was not so eiedulous; and the favoui shown him on occasion of 
the expedition to Egypt, a favour winch certainly liis General 
bad not solicited for him, seemed to confirm his impolitic boast- 
ing, and to indicate that his interest with the Directory was 
supposed by a piotector which could not please Napoleon. 
With respect to the (act itself, I apprehend that theie was more 
of lightness m it on M umt*s pait than of reality. I have known 
the opinion of persons of the family respecting it, who perhaps 
£aw th ugs in their worst light, from being in a degree mimical 
to Josephine. They excused Murat on account of his youth, 
but were not so indulgent towards Madame Bonaparte. 

Junot, whom the Memoir es Contemporame I know not ^hy, 
make to interfere in the afiairwof Murat and Napoleon, did noi 
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believe that the General bad any cause for bis jealousy of Murat, 
for jealous he certainly was; and it is the same with respect to 
another person of whom I shall have occasion to speak, and 
towards whom General Bonaparte's ill-will also took its rise in 
Italy. 

When therefore Murat* requested the hand of Caroline Bona- 

J arte, the First Consul was very much disposed to refuse it 
im, but by no means on account of the obscurity of his birth. 
It is absurd to make him think and act in that manner at this 
epoch. Murat was in love with Mademoiselle Bonaparte; but 
in those days of our glory there were twenty young generals 
round Napoleon wbo were at least his equals, and whose fame 
was at that period even greater then his. The First Consul* on 
his return from Egypt, had a project for marrying his sister to 
Moreau : this may give the scale of qualification he required in 
his brother-in-laws much distinction from glory, and none from 
birth. I know also, for the First Consul has himself told me so, 
that he once had an idea of giving his sister to Augereau.* 
Caroline Bonaparte also was passionately in love with M y rat* 
But this love did not take its rise from Joseph’s embassy to 
Rome ; Caroline was at that time, at the most, from eleven to 
twelve years of age. I do not even believb that Murat ever saw 
her at Rome. If this love really were anterior to his return from 
Egypt, it must be dated from their meeting at the Serbelloni 
Palace at Milan. At any rate I can assert, that nothing had 
occurred to render this marriage desirable to the Bonaparte 
family, as the Manoires Contemporaries have said. Caroline 
Bonaparte married with a reputation as pure and as fresh as her 
complexion, and the roses of her cheeks'. I hope I shall not be 
accused of partiality towards her ; but I must be just and speak 
the truth. I can do so with the more certainty, as, at the epoch 
of her marriage, and during sonic preceding years, the connexion 
between us was very intimate. 

With respect to Murat’s beauty and the nobleness of his figure, 
it is a point which will bear discussion. I do not admit that a 
man is handsome because he is large, and always dressed for a 
carnival. Murat's features were not good, and I may even add 
that, considering him as detached from his curled hair, hie 
plumes, and his embroidery, he was plain. There was some- 
thing of the negro iains countenance, though his nose not 
flat; but very thick lips, and a nose, which, though aquiline, 
had nothing of nobleness in its form, gave to his physiognomy 
a mongrel expression at least. 1 shall speak again of his 
person and or his talents, which deserve more circumstantial 
consideration ; at present, I have to notice that he and Caroline 
were married soon after the 8th November, and that at the 
period of my marriage she was in the eighth month of bar preg^i 
mniagi with the Pnnce Achilles. • f 

• I shall her eafter relate bn what occasion this subject of conversation arose . 
between the myself in 1809. , 
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CHAPTER XL. 

Satisfaction caused by my marriage in the Bonaparte family — Madame Bona- 
parte jealous of my mother — My ifiolher's sufferings and preparations for my 
marriage — Details respecting the family of Junot — His elder brother in 
Egypt — Imperious will of Bonaparte — His refusal of a passport to Junot's 
brother — Junot’s brother taken prisoner by the English — His return, and the 
melancholy death of his son — Remarkable circumstances attending the child's 
death — Its extraordinary attachment to its father — The event related to the 
First Consul — Conversation between Bonaparte and Corvisart upon the 
subject. 

My marriage delighted Madame Bonaparte the mother; 
Lucien, Louis, and -Joseph Bonaparte, Madame Leclerc, and 
Madame Bacciochi, rejoiced in the alliance from personal motives; 
they considered it a sort of victory gained over Madame Bona- 
parte. The latter, from the reasons of jealousy mentioned be- 
fore, and which £he had sense enough never to profess, though 
every one in the palace was satisfied that a tacit hostility existed 
between my mother and her, had laboured zealously to prevent 
it; and knowing that my mother was well aware of this, w r as 
herself the first person to speak to me of it, after my marriage. 
Her jealousy was, however, unfounded ; at this period Napoleon 
was much attached to Joseph inev and she might, if she pleased, 
have acquired a great influence over him; this she never pos- 
sessed, as I shall often have occasion to show. 

I The 30th of October approached, and our domicile, usually so 
peaceful though cheerful, and especially regular in the hours and 
i manner of living, was now entirely transformed. My poor 
i mother concealed her sufferings, and told me that she had never 
■ been better. She frequently w ent out to make purchases which 
she would trust to no one else, and which her taste certainly 
enabled her to choose better than any other person would have 
done, but which I should have totally declined if I had believed 
them to have caused her the smallest pain. All that I could 
say on the subject would, however, have been wholly unavailing; 
and my brother and I had agreed that it was better not to con- 
tradict her. All therefore proceeded rapidly. The day when 
I was to quit my mother drew very near, and l may safely say, 
brilliant as was the situation it promised me, I saw its approach 
with terror. / 

Junot’s family, to whom he was religiously attached, consisted 
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of a father and mother, both in perfect health, and without any 
infirmity, the father at this time about sixty years of age, and the 
mother something older; an elder brother married, two uncles, 
and two sisters, both married ; the younger to a landed proprietor 
named Maldan, and the elder, against the wishes of her parents, 
to a cousin-german ; and* as generally happens with marriages 
not sanctioned by the parental blessing, this turned out ill — they 
had many children and were unhappy. 

As soon as Junot’s marriage was fixed lie sent his brother into 
Burgundy to fetch his father and mother, and his wife. M. 
Junot, the elder brother, was not only a respectful son, an affec- 
tionate brother, a tender husband and father, but he was also a 
man of unimpeachable honour, and of the severest probity. 
Bonaparte, who knew his worth, was bent upon taking him on 
his expedition to Egypt ; and when Junot obtained leave to visit 
his family, before he set out, he was expressly commanded to 
bring his brother back with him. Fraternal affection, and the 
great prospects held out to him, wrang from him an unwilling 
assent. He took leave of a beloved wife and an idolized infant, 
his only child, a boy two years and a half old, from whom* he 
had yet scarcely been separated for an hour, and proceeded with 
his brother to Toulon. Here, however, he. completely repented, 
and too late endeavoured to obtain his dismissal, Bonaparte 
had appointed him to a confidential situation on his civil staffs 
and had too much esteem for his probity to permit him to recede. 
In despair lie embarked on board FOrient — in despair he 
reached Egypt; and though he never neglected his duties, he 
never ceased importunately to demand his dismissal. But th<$ 
General was not to be moved ; and it was not till after the de- 
parture of Bonaparte himself, that my homesick brother-in-law 
obtained leave to return to Europe. But fresh troubles awaited 
him : the vessel in which he sailed was taken by the English, 
and, with the loss of all the property he had with him, he was, 
after an imprisonment of some months at Mahon, landed at 
length on the coast of France. Rejoicing in the thought of re- 
posing at last under his own roof, he reached it to learn that the 
son he adored was no more. Tiie truly affecting manner of his 
darling’s death was not made known to him till his wife had 
given birth to another child ; but he never ceased to feel for this 
one a sentiment of greater tenderness than any of his other 
children inspired. ; 

The cause of this infant's death, extraordinary as it may ; 
seem, was the ardour of his attachment to its father. He had 
bid him adieu, and had seen him depart; but when he found 
that he did not speedily return, his grief, at first moderate, be- i 
came ungovernable : for some days he cried without cessation, 
perpetually inquiring where was his papa. At length his useless 
tears were intermitted, but his sighs, his pallid cheeks, and con* 1 
stant recurrence to the subject uppermost in his thoughts, showed ; 
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that his grief was not abated. His mother, observing with the 
j acuteness peculiar to a mother's love, that the indefinite idea 
\ produced oy the uniform answer to his question, that bis father 
i was gone away, only increased his distress, at last replied, that 
j he was at Bussy, a small estate the family possessed a few miles 
■ from Dijon. *Then let us go to Bussy/' said the infant, with 
; the first expression of joy he had shown since his afflicting loss. 

; The family made a rule of indulging all his wishes, and affording 
every diversion that could be supposed to alleviate his sorrow, 

; and a journey to Bussy was undertaken ; but the disappointment 
here experienced added to the malady which had now taken 
) deep hold upon him; in turn, a removal to the houses of all his 
relations was tried, but in vain ; at the end of a twelvemonth 
'this extraordinary infant, who, at the time of his father’s de- 
parture, was ope of the finest, most healthy, and animated of 
^children, expired with the dear name of papa still upon his 
j) lips. 

The melancholy circumstances of this event were related to 
me a few weeks after my marriage ; and it happened that some 
\ anecdotes of extraordinary children formed the subject of con- 
versation at Matlmaison one evening, about that time, and I 
j related this interesting tale, then fresh in my mind. The First 
i Consul, who usually did not enter at all into such subjects, paid 
f great attention to what I was saying, and when I had done, 
j asked me whether I had not abused my privilege of historian, 

\ and had not, of a very simple fact, created a romance, the hero of 
! which was a child thirty months old. 

** General Junot," I replied, “ must be my guarantee, General, 
for the truth* of what I have stated ; and 1 can further assure 
you, that, far from having added to the affecting parts of my 
little history, I have curtailed them ; and if you heard the same 
tale related by my worthy mother-in-law, who nursed the poor 
babe through the whole of its long agony, you would find mine 
very cold in comparison." 

The First Consul walked to and fro, for some time, without 
[ saying a word. This is known to have been his habit when deep 
j in thought. Suddenly he raised his head, and looking around 
; him, asked for Corvisart, who soon appeared. “ Corvisart/' 

\ said the First Consul, u is it possible that a child should die of 
; grief, in consequence of no longer seeing some one it loves, its 
j nurse for example ?” li I believe not/' said Corvisart : “ at the 
( same time nothing is impossible ; but nothing can be more rare 
! than such a case, happily, or else what would become of us, we 
j* could not wean a child ?” 

\ The Thirst Consul looked at me triumphantly, and said, “I 

f was sure of it.’' To this I said, that I thought Dr. Corvisart 
\ had been, unfairly interrogated, and that I begged permission to 
1 put the question to him in its true shape. I then, in a few 
words, related the history of my litfie nephew ; and scarcely 



BONAPARTE AND CQRViSAET, 238 

bad he heard me out, than he exclaimed, that is quite another ] 
case; that a nurse was replaced by a governess, who lavished/ 
the same cares upon the child, and gave it food at the boors it 
had been accustomed to; but that affection distressed by’ 
absence, as that of my nephew had been, might causie death, \ 
and that the case was not even of very rare occurrence. “ I have i 
in my portfolios,” said this very skilful man, “ a multitude of ) 
notices relative to the affections of children ; and if you should j 
read them, General, you would find, not only that the germs of \ 
the passions exist in their young hearts, but that in some chil- I 
dren these passions are developed in an alarming manner. Jea- } 
lousy, as well as poison, will kill children of three years of age, 
and even younger.” “ You think, then, that this little Junot 
died of grief, from ceasing to see»his father ?” asked the First 
Consul. 

“After what Madame Junot has just related,' I cannot doubt 
it ; and my conviction is confirmed by her having, without 
being aware of it, described all the symptoms of that malady of 
which only beings endowed with the most exquisite sensibility 
are susceptible. The child is happy in its early death, for he 
would have been to be pitied throughout his existence, and 
would have met with a perpetual succession of disappointments.” 

The First Consul rubbed his forehead" frequently while Cor- 
visart was speaking. It was evident that Ins repeated refusals 
to permit my brother-in-law’s return to Europe were agitating 
his mind, and I am sure that, had the light been directed toxins 
eyes, I should have seen them moist.. <. 

“Is Junot, your brother-in-law, still in Paris?” said lie. — 

“ Yes, General ! ” — “Will you tell him that I wish to see him? 
Is Junot acquainted with the nature of his nephew’s death ? ” — 
“ I believe not, General ; for my brother-in-law has himself only 
learnt it since his wife’s accoucelnneut.” 

He again passed his hand ‘over his forehead, and shook:$j$*v 
head with the air of a person who would drive away a painful 
thought : but he never permitted it to be supposed that he waa 
long under the influence of any predominating emotion ; he 
walked again the length of the room, and then placing himself 
directly in front of Corvisart, said to him with comic abruptness, 
“ Corvisart, would it be better that there should be doctors, or 
that there should be none ?” The modern Hippocrates replied 
to the malicious glance which accompanied the question, by, one 
of equal meaning, then parried the attack with a jest, and added, 
“If you wish me to speak conscientiously, General, I believe 
that it would be as well if there were not any.” We all laughed, 
when Corvisart continued and said, “but then there should be 
no old women” 
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" CHAPTER XLI. 


Thoughtless observation of my mother to Junot respecting nobility, and its 
prompt correction — Intrigues to break off Junot’s marriage — Great number 
of emigrants in Paris — A young girl seeks Fouch6 — Affecting scene, and 
Pouches sang-froid — Foucho compassionate! — The Marquis des Rosieres 
and his daughter — The ancient Lieutenant of the King and escapades of 
Foucho — The net of government — The emigrants do justice to the glory of 
our arms — Junot’s visits to my mother, and the news of the succeeding tfay— 
The Duke de Mouchy, M. de Montcalm, the Prince de Chalais, MM.de 
PAigle, and M. Archambcau de Perigord — Rudeness of the Marquis dTlaut — 
— Text, of a curious letter, addressed by Berthier to Junot from Madrid during 
* an*embassy — The passages omitted — Berthier, and the gift of tongues — 
Amusing adventure of Berthier at Milan — The tailor and |Jie landlady. 

TiiErapfS|ty with which my marriage was pressed had this 
singularity in it, that those of our friends who were at this time 
in the country, or at watering-places, heard of it only when it was 
(Completed. To many of them it was unwelcome news ; and some 
of our noble relatives reminded my Another, that though my fa- 
titer had been of plebeian origin slie was not ; and that she was 
wanting in respect to herself in bestowing her daughter upon an 
uji|^i^.0eneral of the Revolution. My mother unadvisedly 
repeated JSfeese observations to General Junot, to whom it maybe 
supposed -they were not very acceptable : my mother, observing 
this, ratified the error with her characteristic grace. “ And 
■ why/flshe continued, “ should this offend you ? Do you think 
me capable of being affected by such opinions ? Do you imagine 
that I regret having given you my child — having named you my 
son, and the brother of my Albert? No, my dear Junot,” (and 
she cordiftlly pressed his hand as she said it,) “ we are now 
united for Tile and death !” 

, JunOt fi&s since told me that this explanation, given by my 
mother, had produced a very good, effect on him. For some 
dftys past he had been disturbed by imports that my family were 
desirous of breaking off the match ; and that another, more 
ehgjble, having offered, my disinclination towards him would fee 
maue the pretence for dismissihg, hiip. Another marriage was 
also strongly pressed 1 upon him, but Jfutiot was too much en- 
gaged in honour and in heart to recede : and these attempts had 
no result^ utttess it word that' .of impressing me' with ‘ a slight 
Idgfefe of hciitility against a personage whoi*a<Hhus intrigued 
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to exclude me from a society in which 1 was entitled, from 
various reasons, to hold a leading rank* 

The emigrants were now returning in crowds: La Vendee 
was settling peaceably ; many persons connected with the 
nobility were repairing to Paris as a more secure asylum than 
the provinces. Fouehe, the minister of police, on whom their 
fate so much depended, was wicked only in circumstances which 
had immediate reference to himself; otherwise he was capable 
of good actions, of which the following is an example. In the 
month of September of the year 1800, Fouehe was frequently 
told that a young woman, indifferently dressed but very pretty, 
asked a private audience of him, but without claiming any ac- 
quaintance with him, or making use of any name to obtain an 
introduction, while she persisted in refusing to state her own 
name or residence. Fouehe, who at this tune had too many 
affairs of importance upon his hands to be able to spare any at- 
tention to one which offered only an appearance of gallantry, took 
no notice of this. The young girl, however, continued to besiege 
his door, notwithstanding the insults of the domestics always 
so plentifully lavished upon misfortune, till at length the first 1 
valet, taking pity upon her, approached and inquired, why she 
did not write to the citizen-ni mister ? “ You might,” said he, 

u by that means obtain an audience, which, I believe, is what 
you want, is it not V 7 

The young person said it was, but that her name was un- 
known to the minister, who would therefore probably refuse her 
request. The poor child wept 'as she pronounced the last 
words: the valet looked at he*, and pondered. Whether his 
thoughts were what they should be, 1 do not pretend to shy, 
but his resolution was quickly taken. lie looked at his W&toh, 
and found that it was not yet eleven o’clock, and tjbat, conse- 
quently, his master would not have finished his breakfast. 
u Wait a few minutes,” said he to the young girl ; “ but tell me, 
do you live far off?” — “ Yes ; very, very far!” The valet, who 
was now examining her faded black dress, said to himself, “But 
how the devil am "i to take her in, equipped in that fashion?” 
His eyes, raised to inspect her bonnet, at that moment fell upon 
a most lovely countenance, and he added : u Bah ! I shoula be 
very absurd to trouble myself about her dress : whit for me, 
my child.” 

“ Citizen minister,” said be, as he entered the private cabinet j 
where his master was breakfasting, and at the same time pur- 
suing his business : “ there is without a young girl, who fof* this 
month past, has come daily to speak to you ; she weeps, and 
pretends that her business fioiicerns life and death : she seems 
very much distressed. Shalt I bring her in ?” — “ Hum !” said 
Fouehe ; “ another of the intrigues of those women who solicit 
the pardon pf their brothers and cousins, without ever having * 
Madame Junot— vol. i. s 
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^ U&ei fo&et Ot mother. How old is this one “ About 
; eighteen, citizen minister.” 

44 It is as l guess, then. And thou, honest fellow, hast taken 
"charge of her introduction? But I am armed at all points, 
i Bring the nymph in, and let her look to it if she have not her 
; patent.”* 

The valet introduced his protegee. On seeing her, Fouche 
betrayed, by a movement of surprise, the effect which her really 
distinguished manner, compared with her worn-out apparel, 
made on him. A sign from the minister sent away the valet. 
“ What do you want with me, my dear child ?” said he to his 
young visiter. She threw herself on her knees before him, and 

j oining her hands, “I am come,” said she sobbing, “to beg the 
ife of my father.” Fouche started as if a serpent had crossed 
his path, in hearing a petition for human life proceed from such 
lips. “And who is your father ? ” said he, “ what is his name V 9 
— “All ! you will kill him !” she cried, in a voice trembling with 
terror, as she perceived Fouche’s sallow complexion take a still 
more livid tint, and his white lips coidract; “ you will kill him P* 
— “ Peace ! simpleton as you are. Stand up, and tell me the 
name of your father. How came lie to be in Paris, if lie be in 
fear for his life ? ” 

The young lady then related their history : it was short and 
affecting. Her father, the Marquis des Rosieres, after having 
been several times made prisoner in La Vendee, was taken at 
last with arms in his hands, and had escaped by a miracle; but 
closely pursued, almost tracked, he had at length arrived at 
Paris as the safest place of refiuge. His daughter was to have 
rejoined him, with her mother, and a young sister about twelve 
years of age. “ But,” continued she, “ I lost my mother and 
sister, and arrived here alone.” — “ How then did they die so 
suddenly V 9 asked Fouche. “The Blues killed them,” said she 
in a low voice, casting down li’er eyes; for she feared Fouche 
would impute it to her as a crime to denounce that of the 
republican soldiers. 

“Where do you lodge?” said the minister, after a moment’s 
silence. Mademoiselle des Rosieres appeared to hesitate. 
“ Very well,” said Fouch6 stamping his foot, “ you will not tell 
• me where you live? If you do not tell me with a good grace, my 
people will know where to find you two hours hence, or sooner.” 
Incapable of resistance, Mademoiselle des Rosieres again fell 
upon her knees, extending her hands to him. “ Come, be quiet, 
let us have no tragedy — 1 do not like it ; only tell me if 1 may 
depend upon your father. If I obtain his pardon, can I depend 
upon him?” 

j * Fouche, who, as all the world knows, wls a moral man, cine day had all the 
female frequenters of the Palais Royal and such like haunts taken up, that he 
^ might compal ^tham to take out a patent. He chose to have older even in 
disorder. . % ■/ / 
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The expression of Mademoiselle des Rosi^res's countenance at 
this moment required no interpreter. “ You are a silly child/’ 
said Fouche, with an accent of dissatisfaction, u when I wished 
to know if I might depend upon your father, it was in the name 
of the First Consul. Did you suppose I wanted to make him a 
police spy T He wrojte the address of Mademoiselle des 
Kosieres on a card, and before she left the room asked her, why 
she applied to him, rather than to the First Consul ? “ By my 

father’s desire,” she answered ; u he thought you would have 
known his name.” The minister was instantly struck with a 
remembrance which had escaped him ; but he still doubted. 

“ Tell your father to write me word this very day, whether he 
were not a lieutenant of the King before the Revolution.” M. 
des Rosieres’s answer was in the affirmative. He had been the 
King’s lieutenant in Brittany and in Burgundy, or rather in 
Franche-Comte, and in this capacity had had the good fortune 
to he very useful to the young Abbe Fouche. In a question of 
town-walls escaladed, the doors of a seminary forced ; in fine, 
of very grave matters, theteeutenant of the King, like the good.^ 
Samaritan, had enveloped the whole in the mantle of charity. I 
know not precisely the extent of the obligation he had conferred, 
but this I know, that the day succeeding his daughter's inter- 
view with the minister M. des Rosieres received a safe conduct, 
and a short time afterwards a free pardon, with a good place as 
commandant of a town in Alsace. There his daughter esta- 
blished herself with him in the winter of 1801. She married 
there, and now inhabits her chateau of Reisberg, some leagues 
from Colmar. One remarkable circumstance was, that the 
valet de chambre was discharged. For what reason ? 

This adventure may give occasion to many observations. I 
have inserted it here, first, because, in point of time, this is its 
proper place; and secondly, because I shall have frequent occa- 
sion to speak of the principal actor in this little scene; and I am 
not sorry to have a point of comparison to offer. Fouche, again, 
is one of those great figures in our political drama who is sup- 
posed to be well represented by the painting of a single trait. 
But what different shades, what diverse attitudes must be studied 
to complete the portrait ! I knew him well ; for finding myself 
often brought into contact with him, 1 have watched him with 
a minute attention, which I believe would not have suited him 
had lie been aware of it; but the result is, that my observations 
upon him are numerous and important. 

Fouche has been much spoken of ; and certainly much may be . 
said of him. The epochs of' his life, which are preserved in the/ 
Moniteur and in all the biographies, are frequently recalled. I 
shall speak of him, not differently, but with more development.) 
I shall show him often acting in concert with one of the first; 
actors on*our great theatre ; and some actions of both may be \ 
illustrated by the light which I shall throw upon them. These) 
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same actions formed in great measure the net of government* in 
which Napoleon enveloped us. He was too skilful not to be 
aware of the consequences; but organizing upon ruins and with 
ruins, in order to arrive at his object, which was a strong and 
compact government with a free and rapid circulation, it was 
necessary to employ the instruments which he found in the 
workshop of which he had taken possession; but Napoleon was 
a giant, and all in his hands struck with the force of a club; it 
was therefore the more essential that he should himself watch 
over their employment and direction. Among those who sur- 
rounded him on his return from Egypt, and on the 18th Bru- 
mairc, there are but few that I shall place in my historical 
picture to be judged by their loyally patriotic labours; Carnot, 
Thibaudeau, Dejean, Boissy-d’Anglas, Berber, and some others, 
and the catalogue js full. 

I Meanwhile the year 1800 was drawing to a close, and every 
i month, every week, brought news of fresh victories gained by 
( Moreau, who in a few days acquired an immortality, if he bad 
known how to preserve it. He forced Austria, still trembling 
; with the shame of Marengo, to coma to confession at Luneville. 

\ Of all the insults and humiliations we had suffered under the 
campaigns of Scherer, and the victories of Suwarroff, we were 
now /about to be revenged ! Every evening General Junot 
brought news which made my heart and that of Albert beat. It 
was curious to observe the different impressions made upon dif- 
ferent individuals; but this justice 1 must render to all, that 
never, either by word or gesture, was the smallest regret ex- 
pressed on occasion of a victory obtained by our troops ; and I 
may say, that at this epoch the first names of France were 
happy and proud to march under the shadow of our laurels, 
though some of them, while triumphing in the glory of their 
country, were not the less faithful to their original allegiance. 
I shall not make exceptions ; France has always been rich in 
similar examples; I shall only name the Duke de Mouchy, 
M., de Montcalm, the Prince de Chalais, the MM. de TAigle, 
M. Archambaud de Perigord, as persons belonging to my 
mother's society, and because the recollection of association 
with persons upright and constant in their opinions is pleasing 
to the mind. 

Junot, who was not prodigal in his esteem and attachment, 
accorded both to the persons I have named, and when he met 
them at my mother’s house he was not prevented by their presence 
from reading his news ; he was sure that the good fortune of 
France would be welcome to them. It was not so with the 
Marquis d’Hau — t ; he was by disposition contradictory and 
quarrelsome ; and though he possessed talents, his constant un- 
reasonable disputations rendered him unendurable as a companion. 

* fyte remu gotwemanij” a fevourite phrase of Napoleon. 
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One evening Junot (it was before be had offered me his hand) 
had been dining with Carnot, then minister of war, and haying 
learned news which lie presumed would be agreeable to us, came 
to my mother’s with proofs of some of the morrow’s journals, 
and private letters which he had himself received. One of these, 
from Berthier, whom the First Consul had sent into Spain, con- 
tained some very interesting details. Madame Visconti, who 
had dined with us, had learned this, and was very impatient to 
see the letter. Before he read it, Junot was remarking upon the 
smiling and happy aspect of affairs, while only a few months 
previous, France had been a scene of mourning. He described 
Italy restored to our authority, Russia desiring our alliance, 
England renouncing the title <tf King of France, to facilitate 
her negotiations with the consular government, Austria beaten 
at all points, and — “ Hold there !” interrupted M. d’Hau — t 
rudely, “ that is no cause for boasting. General Moreau has 
done that.” 

Junot was so much astonished, not only at the interruption, 
but at the manner of if, that at first he turned towards? 
M. d’Hau — t, and fixed his eyes upon him without speaking, 
hut soon after observed with a marked emphasis : 

“ I thought, till this moment, that ‘General Moreau ; vyas a 
Breton; and 1 thought further, that since the marriage of Afme 
of Brittany with two of our kings, Brittany was become a 
province of France ; and from all this I came to the conclusion 
that General Moreau was a Frenchman.” 

“ Oh ! let us leave these querulous discussions, my dear 
friend,” said Madame Visconti, in a wheedling tone, “ for I am 
longing to hear Berthier’s letter.” — u You are right,” said Junot, 
and he read to us the following, which lie drew from his 
pocket : 


“ St. Jldefonso, 28 Fructidor, year IX. 

€i You will have learnt by the journals, my dear Junot, that I 
reached Madrid on the evening of the 2d September. Duroc 
will also have communicated to you the letter which I wrote to 
him, and in which I described the fatigue I had undergone, from 
the heat and the dust, particularly in the neighbourhood of 
Madrid. Imagine yourself at Tentoura or at Cesarea, — the 
same misery. In all respects I find great resemblance between 
the two countries ; only that Egypt has the advantage. 

“ On arriving at Madrid, I found that the whole town had 
deferred their bed-time to come and meet me ; the street gf * 
Alcala was illuminated with large torches of wax which Jiqti a 
very good effect. The crowd was so great, that my carriage 
could not proceed. #On reaching the hotel appointed for my 
residence, I alighted from my carriage to the sound of military 
music, really very fine. Alquier had ordered me an excellent 
supper, of which 1 assure you that I did not fail to profit; and I 
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slept as if I were but twenty years old. Tell this to some one of 
my acquaintance. 

u I have therefore slept equally well on mattresses of white 
j satin as on an iron bedstead . '{ The morning after my arrival I 
I quitted Madrid, to join the King and Queen of Spain here. In 
traversing Madrid I was so warmly applauded, for that is the 
i only suitable word, that the tears started to my eyes; I thought 
; at once of my much-beloved General, to whom these applauses 
; were addressed. But all this was nothing compared to the recep- 
j tion I met with from their Catholic Majesties. The King em- 
i braced me, and the Queen, who is very handsome, gave me her 
jhand to kiss, and then embraced me also. But that which 

S sses all belief is, the excessive attachment which their 
ajesties express, for the Republic, and especially for our much- 
j beloved Consul.* His reputation lias crossed the Pyrenees, and 
is come to make friends for him in the heart of Spain. All goes 
well. I hope to terminate the commission with which I am 
charged as I have usually done, and merit his approbation. (The 
* Queen of Spain has spoken much to me of a certain person of 
my acquaintance, whose reputation for beauty, like the renown 
•f-of the First Consul, has stepped over the boundaries of France. 
Ab, my dear «J unot ! how do I long to be again amongst you all ! 
I do not like Spain. Try if the First Consul cannot be induced 
to replace me by Duroc, or Bourrienne. Why I name the latter, 
I cannot rightly say. Adieu, my dear Junot ! You ask me for 
details; I hope those I have sent you are sufficiently inte- 
resting. How I long to be in the midst of you ! I beg you 
to tell the Signora Pepita (that is what I shall call her here) 
that I have not forgotten her commission; she might be well 
assured of that ; I wrote to her by the last courier 1 sent ; but I 
am always happy to repeat that J am her slave, and perhaps she 
will*' more readily believe it when the lips cf a friend repeat it 
for Read her, then, this part of my letter. Cara , cara 
Pepita . You see that I improve. 

“ Adieu, my dear Junot; adieu, my dear friend. Pray tell 
the First Consul that you know I am ill, and that he should not 
leave me long here. I know that my mission is but temporary, 
but I tremble to think of the possibility of only remaining here 
three months. They write to me from Paris that I am spoken 
of for the war ministry.*}- I know nothing of it. 

“ Adieu, my friend. 

“ Salutation and friendship, 
“Alexander Berthier.” 

I ought to notice, before proceeding further, two things of 
small importance, but' which are connected with this letter. The 

* This is not tbe orily letter which Junot received from Berthier, in which his 
attachment to4h$ first Consul is suniladfy testified, 
f lie was already named to it. 
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first is, that it was some time afterwards that I became acquainted 
with the whole of it General Junot did not think it necessary 
to read to us Berthier’s expressions of love, thrown into the midst 
of a serious epistle, otherwise filled with matters of importance 
to the country, and which gave him the attitude of a true Cas- 
sandra. There was something absurd in this ambassador of a 
great nation, forty-five years of age, soliciting a young man of 
twenty-seven to associate with him in a falsehood to procure his 
return a few weeks sooner to the side of his mistress ; and Junot 
would not allow lft.de Hau — t the gratification of remarking 
upon it. The second thing; was explained with much less 
difficulty. He told us that Berthier had never in his life been 
able to learn a single word of foreign language. “ And to 
such an extent was this eccentricity carried/' said Junot, "that 
in Egypt it was not posable to make him say the word Para. 
He learnt it, but as soon as it became necessary to place it in a 
phrase, it was gone. Being once at Milan, and in immediate want 
of a tailor, he ordered his servant to fetch him one. The valet 
not understanding a single word of Italian represented to his^ 
master that he should lose himself in the town, and that it was 
necessary to wait for the servant of the house. Berthier was m 
impatient and very peremptory, particularly when in immediate 
want of any thing he ordered. “ You are a blockhead/' said he* 
to the valet ; “ order the mistress of the house to come up." He 
brought up the landlady, leading her by the sleeve, for she did 
not, or would not understand a word of French. 

u Madam/' said Berthier, stammering, as he always did when 
he intended to make an impression, which did not help him afe 
all; " Madam, I wish for a tailor." The landlady looked at 
him without answering. " Madam," said Berthier, raising his 
voice to its highest pitch, that she might understand him the 
better " I want a tailor ! " The^woman looked at him in silence, 
but smiled and shook her head in token of not understancfpg. 

u Parbleu ! " said Berthier ; “ this is rather too much f what, 
you do not know what a tailor is ?" Then, taking the skirt of 
his own coat and that of his servant, he shook first one and then 
the other, crying still louder and louder, “ a tailor ! I sav, a 
tailor!" 

The lady, who smiled at first, now began to laugh; and after 
a while, beginning to think that her lodger was mad, called out 
to her servants as loud as she could, saying, " Ma h matto questo 
benedetto generate ! peril casso di san Pasquak matto ." 

Two waiters ran up at the furious noise made by Berthier* 
their mistress, and the valet ; and they only increased the confu- 
sion. “ I went just at this moment," continued Junot, who re- 
lated this story, “ to visit Berthier, and from the foot of the stair- 
case heard a noise sufficient to stun one ; I could not understand 
what should cause such a tumult in his apartment, and I hurried 
up stairs, thinking a friendly fist might be useful. I found hist 
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a face as red as fire, and eyes starting from their sockets, 
inarching up and down the room, vehemently exclaiming A 
tailor, a tailor ! It is to provoke me that they will not fetch one; 
they can hear very well.” To make himself better understood he 
had taken off his coat, and was shaking it like a madman. When 
I went in, he threw it upon the ground/ an$ advancing to the 
landlady, took her by the arms and pulled her before him, say- 
ing, “ Stand there ! old sibyl then shaking his two hands, 
which were by no means handsome, he said to her: te What ! 
you do not know what a tailor is ?” then imitating with his short 
thick fingers the action of a pair of scissors, he cried out in a 
tone of despair, “ a tailor, I say ; tailleur ! tailleur ! taillnm ! 
tail/arum ! ” 

The sight of Junot overjoyed him. An explanation ensued, 
and when Berthifer heard the word $a%$ore, which he ought to 
have used, " Pardieu !” said he, putting on his coat, and wiping 
his forehead, “ it was well worth the trouble of making me cry- 
out like that! I asked them for d tailor. Well! tailleur , sar- 
Jore : it means the same thing after all ; and besides, I showed 
hhem my coat.”* 


* CHAPTER XLIL 

Madame Bernard’s daily bouquet — Junot accused of being* conspirator — His 
inexplicable absence — Lucien Bonaparte and the Abbe Rose — A new opera 

* — Discussions upon it — Les Horaces — Mysterious entreaties of Junot to dis- 
suade us from going to the Opera— Half-confidence of Junot to my brother— 
Evening at the Opera — Enthusiasm caused by the presence of Bonaparte — 
The first Consul, my mother, and the opera-glass — Lainez, Laforest, and 
Mademoiselle Maillaret — Junot frequently called away ; his mind engaged— 
The Adjutant Laborde — The gaiety of Junot, and the composure of the First 
Consul — The conspiracy of Ceraccht and Arena — Quitting the Opera $ the 
First Consul saved — The brothers Arena — Nocturnal conversation at my mo- 
ther’s. 

The preparations for my marriage were in active progress 
f during the month of October. Junot looked in upon us every 
1 morning, and then came to dinner, having his coach or his cabri- 
olet always filled with drawings, songs, and aheap of trifles from 
the Magazine of Sykes, or the Petit Dunkerque, for my mother 
and me ; and never forgetting the bouquet, which, from the day 
■, of our engagement to that of our marriage he never once failed! 

. to present mp. It was Madame Bernard, the famoul bouque- 
!> litre to the Opera, who arranged these nosegays with such ad- 
mirable art ; sue has had successors, it is true, but the honour of 
i first introducing them is all her own. 

* * At this titrife Milan was far from b6ng what it has since become, an<j[ there 

nothing remarkable in finding an inn where no one could speak French. 
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One day Junot appeared uneasy, agitated, having been cail$fc 
away from the dining-table. It was then Madame de Con- 
tades, seeing him very silent, said jestingly, “ General, you are 
as serious as a conspirator ! ” Junot coloured. “ Oh ! 99 she con- 
tinued, “ I know that you have nothing to do with conspiracies, 
or at least that yoqp would be only directed against us poor 
emigrants, returned and ruined as we are ; and really you would 
have more than fair play l 99 

“ I believe/* said I, “ there is little danger in conspiracies ; it 
is rare that their motives are perfectly pure, and the interest of 
the country, always the pretence, is generally the last thing in- 
tended ; and therefore it happens that almost all great conspira- 
cies are discovered before they taj<e effect. The real danger to 
the chief of a state arises from a fanatic such as Jacques Cle- 
ment ; an insane ascetic, |pch as Ravaillac or Jean Chatel ; or a 
hand conducted by desperation, like that of Charlotte Corday : 
those are the blows which cannot be warded off*. What barrier 
can be opposed to them ? What guards can prevent my reach- 
ing the most powerful throne upon earth to hurl its master to the. 
grave, if I am willing to give blood for blood, life for life/ ■* 
Every one exclaimed against me. “Come” said myimother, 
“ away with these Grecian and Roman notions/ I kissed her 
hand and smiled; a glance towards General Junot had found 
his eyes fixed upon me with an expression so singular, that an 
idea crossed my mind that he would not be very solicitous for 
an union with so resolute a woman, who seemed willing to play 
with poniards as with her fan. The thought seemed even to 
myself burlesque, because it was far from the truth, and at that 

P eriod of my life I was one of the greatest poltroons of my sex. 

was seated at the foot of my mothers sofa, and leaning to- 
wards her, whispered to her in Italian the thought which had 
just struck me. My mother ‘laughed as well as myself, and we 
both looked towards General Junot, supposing that he would 
understand us, and approach to partake of our gaiety. He 
came indeed, but instead of replying to our jests, he fixed on 
me a look of anxious expression, and taking my hand and my 
mother’s pressed them both. While leaning over us he said to 
me, “ Promise me not to speak again upon this subject: say 
you will not?” — “ Undoubtedly, I will not; but why?” — “I 
will tell you by and by ; at least I hope so,” he added, with a 
singular smile. Lueien Bonaparte, who came in at that moment, 
would know to what our conference related ; for the other in- 
terlocutors continued the discussion, and the conspiracies were 
still as much alive as if we had been in the praetorian halls. 
“ Bah !” said Lueien, “ these subjects of conversation are not 
suited for women, and I wonder that these gentlemen have 
suffered them to proceed so long. It would be much better to 
talk of the opera I am to give you the day after to-morrow/’ 
Alber^ M. Hippolyte de Rastignac, #nd the Abbe Rose > 
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arrived at this moment from the general rehearsal. One was 
much pleased with the operas another did not like it all. Albert 
and the Abbe, both good authorities, differed totally in opinion ; 
music and the opera underwent a long and critical discussion. 
Lucien and junot meanwhile betaking themselves to private 
conversation. I remarked that they never raised their voices, 
and that the subject which occupied them seemed to be serious 
and important. The expression of their countenances made me 
uncomfortable, though I knew of nothing actually alarming. 
Every thing appeared sombre and mysterious around us. ft 
was evident that great uneasiness agitated the persons who were 
attached to >the First Consul. I dared not ask a question. 
Lucien looked upon me as a child ; and nothing could induce 
me to interrogate General Junot. Joseph, who was goodness 
itself, was the tfnly person to whom I could have summoned 
cou mg&&0 speak upon such a subject ; but he was about to set 
out for Luneville, and we scarcely saw him again. 

On the 11th of October Junot came early in the morning 
which was not usual. He was still more serious than the day 
of fhe conversation upon conspiracies. We were to go this 
evening to the first representation of Les Horaces of Porta and 
Guillard. Guillard wds the intimate friend of Brunetiere, who 
interested himself much in its success, and had begged as a 
favour that we would attend it. This party was then arranged, 
and I confess much to my satisfaction. My mother was better, 
and I looked forward to the evening as a great treat. It was 
then with no very pleasant emotion that I heard Junot ask my 
mother not to go to the Opera. His reasons for making this 
request were the most singular. The weather was bad, the 
music was bad, the poem was good for nothing; in fine, the beat 
thing we could do was to stay at home. My mother, who had 
prepared her toilet for all the rfia^nificence of a first represents 
ation, and who would not have missed it had it been necessary 
to pass through a tempest, and listen to the dullest of poems, 
would not attend to any of Junot’s objections ; and I was de- 
lighted, for I placed full confidence in the Abbe Rose, who said 
that the music was charming. The General, however, still in- 
sisted ; so much obstinacy at length made an impression upon 
my mother, who, taking the Generars arm, said to him anxi~ 
ously, “ Junot, why this perseverance ? — is there any danger 
why are you afraid V 

“ No, no/’ exclaimed Junot ! u I am afraid of nothing bat 
the ennui you will experience, and the effect of the bad weather* 
Go to the Opera. But,” continued he, u if you decide upon 
going, permit me to beg you not to occupy the box you have 
hired, but to accept of mine for the night.” 

“ I have already told you, my dear General, that it is impos- 
sible. It would be contrary to all established customs, and I 
am particular ki supporting them. Would yon have my 



JUIfOT’S FOREBODINGS. 


251 


daughter, your betrothed bride, but not yet your wife, appear 
in a box which ail Paris knows $£o be yours ? But for what 
reason am I to give up mine V 9 “ Because it is at the side, 
which is a bad situation for the opera ; and it is, besides, so 
near to the orchestra, that Mademoiselle Laurette’s delicate ear 
will be so offended, she will not, for the next fortnight, be able to 
perform herself.” 

“ Gome, come,” said my mother, “ there is not common sense 
in all this. We will go and hear this second Cimarosa, who, 
no doubt, will not equal his prototype ; but at all times a first 
representation is a fine thing. Do you dine with us V ’ — “ I can- 
not,” answered the General : “ I cannot even come to offer you 
my arm, but I shall certainly hav§ the honour of seeing you at 
the Opera.” 

On quitting my mother, the General went® up to , Albert’s 
apartment, and found him in his study, s urrou nded%y.mbse 
peaceful labours which so usefully divided his time. He ear- 
nestly recommended him not to lose sight of my mother Und 
myself throughout the evening. “ I have endeavoured,” said 
he, “ to persuade your mother not to go out this evening, and 1 
especially against going to the Opera, but without any effect 
There may be trouble there, though there is no actual danger 
to fear ; but I confess I should be better pleased if persons in 
whom I am interested were at home, rather than at the Opera. 
Your prudence, my dear Albert, guarantees your silence; you 
understand my situation and he left him, promising an ex- 
planation of what he had just said the next morning, if not 
that very night. 

My brother came down to my mother, and the thoughtfulness 
of his air struck us immediately. “Ah!” said my mother, 

“ what means all ,this? Junot would prevent our going to the 
Opera; and here is another preparing to accompany us there, as 
if he were going to a funeral. It is worth while, certainly, to 
lay plans for gaiety if they are to be executed in such solemnity.” 
My brother could not help laughing at this petulant sally, and 
this restored my mother’s good humour. We dined earlier than 
usual, and took our seats at the Opera at eight o’clock. 

The boxes were already filled. The ladies were all elegantly > 
dressed. The First Consul had not yet taken his place. His box ? ? 
was on tlie first tier to the left, between the columns which sepa- • 
rate the centre from the side boxes. My mother remarked, that • 
the eyes of all persons in the pit, and nearly of all the boxes, 
were directed towards it. “And,” said Albert, “observe also | 
the expression of affection in the audience. I 

“ Bah ! ” said my mother ; “ though I am near-sighted, I can j 
see very well that it is but curiosity. We are always the same; 
people. Lately, at that f£te of the Champ-de-Mars, when thef 
Abbe Sieves (she never used any other denomination), watfej 
feathers like the canopy of the Holy Sacrament under which 
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; he formerly carried the Host, did not every one, and myself 
amongst the first, strain our necks to obtain a better sight of 
him ? And the chief of the band of sharpers , was not he also 
the pointy of attraction for all eyes in the day of his power ? 
Well, thif man is now master in his turn, and he is gazed at as 
the others have been before him/’ 4 

My brother persisted in saying that the First Consul was 
loved, and that the others had only been feared. I was quite of 
his opinion : and my mother only replied by shrugging her 
shoulders. At this moment the door of the First Consul's box 
opened, and he appeared with Duroc, Colonel Savary, and, I 
think, % Colonel Leman ois. Scarcely was he perceived, when, 
from all parts of the- theatre^ arose simultaneously plaudits so 
unanimous, that they appeared to constitute but one and the 
same sound. The stage was thought of no more ; all heads 
were turned towards General Bonaparte, and a stifled hurrah 
accompanied the clapping of hands and stamping of feet, lie 
saluted the audience with much smiling grace; and it is 
well known that the least smile enlivened Iris naturally stern 
countenance, and imparted a striking charm to it. The ap- 
plauses continuing, he inclined his t head two or three times, 
without rising, but still smiling. My mother observed him 
through her glass, and did not lose one of his movements. It 
was the first time she had seen him since the great events of 
Brumaire ; and he so entirely occupied her attention,, that 
• General Junot came into the box without her perceiving him. 
i( Well ! do you find him changed since you saw him last V’ 
said he. 

My mother turned hastily round, and was as much embar- 
rassed as a young girl who should be asked why she looked out 
of the window when the person who most interested her was 
passing. We all laughed, and* she joined us. Meanwhile, the 
orchestra had recommenced its harmonious clamour, giving the 
diapason to Laforet and Lainez, who both screamed in emulation 
who should be best, or rather who should be worst ; and Ma- 
demoiselle Maiilard chimed in with lungs worthy a Roman lady 
of ancient times, making us regret that Madame Chevallier 
i no longer occupied the scene, f My mother, whose Italian ear 
1 could not support such discord, often turned towards General 
Junot, to speak of the enchanting songs of Italy, so soft and so 
sweet. At one of these moments the General slightly touched 
her arm, and made her a sign to look to the First Consul’s box. 
General Bonaparte had his glass directed towards us, and as 
soon as he perceived that my mother saw him, he ma$e two or 
three inclinations in the form of a salutation : my mother re- 
turned the attention by one movement of her head, which was 
probably not very profound* for the First Consul, as will be 
shortlv |cen, complained to my mother herself of her coldness 
t itbwami night. " Jun0t wotifd also have reproached her at 
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the instant, had not one of the officers of the garrison of Paris 
tapped at the door of the box to request him to come out. It 
was an adjutant named Laborde, the most cunning and crafty of 
men. I shall sometimes have occasion to speak of him, and his 
portrait may take its place very well amongst those %hom we 
cannot do without. His figure and his manner were at this 
moment indescribable. Albert, who now saw him for the first 
time, wished for a pencil to make a sketch of him. 

General Junot was absent but a few moments. When he re- 
turned to the box, his countenance, which all day had been 
serious and even melancholy, had resumed in a moment its 
gaiety and openness, relieved of all the clouds which had veiled 
it. He leaned towards my mother, and said, very low, not to be 
heard in the next box, “ Look at the First Consul ; remark him 
well.” — “ Why would you have me fix my eyes on him ?” 
said my mother; “it would be ridiculous. ,, 

“ No, no, it is quite natural. Look at him with your glass; 
then I will ask the same favour from Mademoiselle Lau retie. v — 
I took the opera-glass from my brother, and looked at him in 
my turn. — ■“Well,” said the General, “ what do you observe?”? 
— “Truly,” I replied, “ I have seen an admirable countenance; 
for I can conceive nothing superior to the strength in repose,: 
and greatness in quiescence, which it indicates.” — “ You fincL 
its expression, then, calm and tranquil?” — “Perfectly. But* 
why do you ask that question ?” said !, much astonished at the 
tone of emotion with which the General had put this question. 

He had not time to answer. One of his aides-de-camp came 
to the little window of the box to call him. This time he was 
absent longer; and on his return wore an air of joy; his eyes 
were directed towards the box of the First Consul, with an ex- 
pression which I could not understand. The First Consul was 
buttoning the gray coat which hc # worc over the uniform of the 
Guards, and was preparing to leave the box. As soon as this 
was perceived the acclamations were renewed as vehemently as 
on his entrance. At this moment, Junot, no longer able to con- 
quer his emotion, leaned upon the back of my chair, and burst 
into tears. “ Calm yourself,” said I, leaning towards him to 
conceal him from my mother, who would certainly have exer- 
cised her wit upon the subject : “ Calm yourself, I entreat you. 
How can a sentiment altogether joyful produce such an effect 
upon you ?” 

“ Ah !” replied Junot, quite low, but with an expression I 
shall never forget, “ he has narrowly escaped death ! the 
assassins are at this moment arrested.” 

I was about to exclaim, but Junot silenced me. “ Say nothing, 
you will be overheard. Let us hasten out,” said he. He was 
so much agitated that he gave me my mother’s shawl, and her 
mine ; then taking my arm, made me hastily descend the stair- 
case which led to a private door opening upon the Hue de Lou- 
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vois, reserved for the authorities and the diplomatic body. My 
mother, conducted by my brother, rejoined us at the glass door, 
and jestingly asked "the General if he meant to carry me off. 
Junot, though cheerful, still had his mind too much fixed on 
important subjects to reply to her raillery ; my thoughts were 
wholly engaged by the few words he had said in the box, and 
the silence and haste imposed upon me, alarmed and seriously 
affected me. Junot observed my paleness, and fearing that I 
should be taken ill, ran into the street, though it rained in tor- 
rents, without listening to my mother, to find our carriages and 
servants. lie met with his own first; my mother did not per- 
ceive it till she was already on the step, but immediately made 
ah effort to withdraw. Junot, reminding her of the rain and her 
health, almost compelled her lo get in ; then whispering to me, 
44 All is right, for heaven’s sake compose yourself, and say no- 
thing !” called to his coachman, “ Rue St. Croix then 
taking Albert’s arm, they went together to seek my mother’s 
carriage, in which they followed, or rather preceded us ; for we 
found them at home on our arrival. 

My mother was, throughout her life, a sort of worshipper of 
etiquette, and of the usages which should form the code of ele- 
gance and good breeding. If she ever tailed in them herself, it 
was from an excessive vivacity .which she could not always com- 
mand ; not from ignorance of what was correct, or any intention 
of neglecting it. Notwithstanding her acute and amiable dis- 
position, she affixed an extreme importance to these trifles ; more 
so than can be conceived, without taking into consideration the 
education she had received, and the seal of indelible prejudice 
{ which the circumstances of the times had impressed upon them. 
And if I may be allowed to say so, without being accused of 

r king too partially of a mother whom I adored, I would add, 
the requisitions she imposed^ on those who surrounded her 
of attention to trifles, which in our days would perhaps be 
called puerilities, only increased her claims upon our respect 
and affection. 

No sooner were we alone and in the carriage, than she began 
to dilate npon the dissatisfaction Junot had caused her. 

44 What is the use of these parties of pleasure, and in gala 
costume too ? Who would ever have believed that I should give 
my arm to an officer in uniform to leave the Opera ? It is too 
ridiculous. 1 will tell him not to go to the Opera again in 
uniform. He will understand the propriety of it ; he has sense, 
and a good and correct taste. And then, to leave us hanging 
upon Albert’s two arms, making him resemble a pitcher with two 
handles ! Who ever saw a man of fashion give his arm to two 
women %t on qe? It is very well for Sykes’s first clerk to gal- 
lant tkfe wife and daughter of his master to the theatre in that 
manMr, * But a more serious fault which I have to reproach 
ifim ■ is putting me inlo his carriage. It is to be hoped ho 
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one of distinction was near ; did you observe whether any of our 
acquaintances were in the corridor V 9 I had seen several per- 
sons vyhom I knew just before I got into the carriage, but I 
should have been very unwilling to increase her displeasure by 
telling her so; l had not time, however, to answer before we 
stopped at our own door, and Albert and Junot, a|feady 
arrived, received us there. Junot led my mother to her 
apartment, placed her on her sofa, surrounded her by those 
thousand and one little things which are necessary to the 
comfort of an invalid ; then seating himself upon a stool at her 
feet, and taking her hands in his, assumed a tone suitable to the 
important event he was about to relate. He informed her tlu^. 
Ceracchi and Arena, the one actuated by republican fanaticism! 
the other by vengeance, had taken measures to assassinate Bona- 
parte. As General Junot proceeded in his account his voice 
became stronger, his language more emphatic ; every word was 
a thought, and every thought came from his heart. In painting 
Bonaparte such as he saw him daily, such, in fact, as he was at 
that time, his masculine and sonorous voice assumed a tone of 
sweetness; it was melody; but when lie proceeded to speak of 
those men who, to satisfy their vengeance, or their senseless 
wishes, would assassinate him, who was at that moment charged, 
with the futurity of France, his voice failed, broken by sobs, and 
leaning his head upon my mother’s pillow, he wept like a child ; 
then, as if ashamed of his weakness, he went bo seat himself in 
the most obscure corner of the room. & * *;■■■ 

My mother’s heart was formed to understand such a heart as 
Junot’s ; and open as she was to all the tender emotions, she was 
violently agitated by the state in which she saw him. In her 
turn she burst into tears. “ How you love him !” said she. 

“How I love him!” answered he, firmly joining his hands, 
and raising his eyes to heaven: “Yes, I love him! Judge,” 
continued he, rising and promenading the room as he spoke; 
“judge what I suffered a few days ago, when your daughter, 
with an eloquence foreign to her sex and age, convinced m 
that all barriers, all precautions, would fall before the poniard 
of an assassin, provided he were but willing to sacrifice his Qtyii 
life. But what more particularly hurt me, was to hear her re- 
present this same assassin as becoming great by his crime.” 

My mother looked at me with a countenance of dissatisfac- 
tion. Albert, who was sitting near the fire, said nothing; but I 
was sure he did not blame me. 

“All that,” said my mother, “ comes of Laurette^s speaking? 

X n subjects which are not in the province of women. I h&ve ; 

n told her how much that habit impaired her talents of I 
pleasing; but she pays no attention to what I say on the sub~{ 
ject. In my time, we only knew that the month of May vfcas ' 
the month of roses, and our ignorance did not make us the Jess < 
agreeable. For my scientific education, I never read any book 
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jbut Teledachus, and jet, I believe, I can converse without being 
1 tiresome. I hope, my dear child, that you will coirect that 
* erroi 

#tf Ah f I hope not ,M answered Ceneial Junot. “You have 
misunderstood me; it was not what Mademoiselle Laurette 
said, which gave pain, but I immediately considered that 
you weie acquainted with Aicna, that he often visited here; 
that you also knew Oerncthi tint these men might have heaid 
your d&ughtei sprak in the same stiain; and that the soul and 
the head of the latter, equally, was capable of replying to the 
appeal winch be might lane y to be thus made to him, thiough 

t e lips of a voting gnl, and might, m consequence, dc\elop a 
v moments soom i his diabolical intentions. All tins is very 
ridiculous, vei\ senseless, is iu not*” continued the General, 
seeing my bfoiht^mile at the la*t woids, but I cannot help it; 
fbi the last week I have not in fact been mister of my own 
thoughts. You maj judge if the y weu likely to be calmed by 
the First Consul s lesolution of going to tiu Opua this evening 
tdjaepose hmiSt If to the pemauUof assassins 1 We have jet 
only taken Cei ace hi, Anna, and, I believe, Dime mile* They 
%re just taken, but Ukj were not the onlj conspuatois. It is 
l^^btided that 1 ngland, and the English committee, ate con- 
OejneH ; always the English. Thu e arc in this aflau only two 
motives; one is the hitudof the family and of Ooisica; the 
a fanaticism of libeity cauitd to madness*. |This is what 
Irhoutd trm the fnends of the Fust Consul. The most active 
police has no powei m such a case, and no me ins of pi eve ntion ” 
—“And what, ’ said iny mothci , u does Fouclit say to all this r> 
The Genual made no answer, but his foicliead became 
Wiftkted, and Ins blows contiaeted; t he eiosscd his aijns on his 
4tae^frt, and continued his walk <*ome tunc in silence, tlfui said, 
u Do not speak of that man ” s 

Ills e\piession, even in silence, was of such a r.atuie that it 
stopihed us all. I have Mi.ee le un< cl the cau^e of this sentiment, 
thiou.h all Junot’s ctioits to ie<tti un it; and I felt 
feft. tftust have sufteied unde i such a conviction. 

do not speak to me of that man, paiticulaily to-day. 
I have* had a scent with him this moi mng 1 If he had a heart — 
but be knew bettu If he had but led blood mins veins, we should 
have cut each others tlnoats like biave men, like men at least. 
What nonsense to come anel tell me that this affair of Geiacchi 
was but child’s plaj, to me, who for twelv^ day^ past have* fol- 
lowed ni^ftep by step, while he, — but he is lit the right,” he 
continued* with a biftei smile • “ he told me, and I believe it is 
true, ttyat he should know as much about it in an hour.* I am 
almost sure of live treason of—” 

* % 

* A man of thp name of Diana was an accomplice, aod arrested the same 
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Albert* who had ri$en, approached J unot, and whispered tty 
him. The General made op inclination of his head, a tn\ preyed 
my brother’s hand ; they again exchanged a few words* apd he 
resumed ; 

“And what do you think he said upon this resolution ofthe 
First Consul to go to the Opera ? He blamed Mm as'|* 4 j|l $ hut 
what was the motive ? ‘ Because/ sgys%e, c it is an ambp#M 
You suppose, 11O doubt, that this deprecated ambusl* was,for,the 
First Consul? No such thing; it was for these hdhcft { ^c^ls ? 


whose necl^s I would wring as wdjingly as a sparrow*^ 4 * and 
with no more sciuple, after w hat I nave learned of thousand 
the honouiable function which I find them exercising^ He made 
me an oration, which I believe vfcas taken from his collection of 
homilies, by which he pioposjid to pro\e that the affair might be 
pievcnted going to this length. ^As I had ahe&dy h^i a very 
warm discussion upon tiie same subject witfi a parsonage whom, 
the Fust Consul will know, some day, wh^ he really is, 
(and the time is happily not far distant), and as I kneWvthatJtfti# 
personage and Fouche had been emulating each other In ^ 
mteiference in this affair, I was desirous that my way of t td “ iJ 
should be equally known to both of them* I therefbr^ 

Fouche to explain himself cleaily, and fo%dl me that it 1 
to lead on these men to the moment of ext cuting* their < 
since it could be prevented. That was Ins opinion. 

“ 6 And thus,’ said I, < you would 1 cplace in society tw<fi 
who have evidently conspired against the cnlef of the stat$$ 
that not to foice linn to resign Ins authority, not to 
fiom ft, but to muider him for the satisfaction of wftyt&pru 
passions. Do you believe that Ceracchi would be 
in sacrificing himself, he could kill the First Consul ; putting him 
to death to glut an inordinate passion, in obedience to a Sp0<ne$»Of 
monomania ; do you believe that this madman will he cttjrfc4 f by 
a simple admonition, or by #111 act of generosity ? No ; he*imist 
i *U tne man, whom he looks upon as a tyrant, and whom he 
will never be induced to sec in any other light. Or do you 
believp that Arena, during so many years the enerfey 0$ General 
Bonaparte, will abjure lus hatred against the Wrt Ooiktyl 
because the latter has taken up the character of Afcgu&ths 1 
No! It is his death they* clcsn c. Listen to the expression of 
Ceracchi in buying a poniard : i I should like belter a good knife 
that does not shut ; and the blade solid and sure, and not fait 
in the hand!* Ta leave a determined assassin like this tb hi# 
bloodthirsty contrivances, what is it but to ensure ip-morrow 
the full execution of the project you have averted, to-day^? Tins 

V * t 4f 

* \ here make die General speak (as I do aJLthose whoso words 
frequent occasion to report) in the language he used m familiar nUerocHpefc/ 
when sufficiently excited to neglect chastening his conversation* p? i $hdg jM 
omitted to speak in a more pure style ; which however, he could do m W^W 
many others, if not better, when so disposed. 

Madam b Jonot-^yoi. *. t 
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is not my first knowledge of the Arenas, The First Consul, 
who is thoroughly good-hearted, is willing to forget the evil 
they have always been forward to do him. But I have not sc 
forgiving a soul. I remember his arrest in the South.* I have 
heard the particulars of the 18th of Brumaire/j- and am com- 
pletely acquainted with all the circumstances of the present 
affair.^ Certainly I trembled to see the Fust Consul go to face 
death, which, notwithstanding all our cares, he might encounter; 
but, on the other hand, I saw but this means of cutting through 
the net they had cast around him. His existence would be ren- 
dered miserable, supposing* it were preserved. There would be 
daily new conspiracies; a hydia constantly reviving. — When 
Foucho/ 1 continued Junot, found that I saw through him, 
notwithstanding his cunning, he had recourse to the sentiments 
of humanity. He ! Foucht* ! lie" harangued uie in the style ol 
a homily ; and all this with a head that one would suppose he 
had stoien from a skeleton. Oh ! what a man ! And the First 
Consul will place faith m lus words ! At length we shall see the 
conclusion of this a hair, which he and anothei called child’s 
play-rfcason in all things/' 

My 'mother listened attentively, and I remarked that during 
General Juno t\ long discourse, she and my brother often inter- 
changed siguS of acquiescence. When he had ceased speaking, 
she told him how ju^t she consideied his observations upon the 
Arenas to be. “ They nounsh hatred in their hearts,” said she; 
“ hatred which may be dated long previously to the 18th of 
Bdfcmaire, or to the events of Italy. I know not from what it 
arises, but I am suie that it exists. One thing that sui prises me 
is, that Napoleon, Lucien, and Joseph, are the sole objects of 
this hatred ; and I believe they return it, though to say the 
truth, I have only conjectures respecting their sentiments, while 
I have proofs of the hatred of the Arenas towards them. With 
respect to Ceiacchi, nothing you c^uld say of him would sur- 
prise me. Pennon, who knew him m Ttuly, introduced him to 
me at a ball at M. Delanoue’s. Since then, I have sometimes 
seen him at Madame MagimdliVat Auteuil; I acknowledge 
that Ins exaggerated notions have made me tremble ; yet his 

• ’When Bonapaite was arrested by command of Salicetti, the Adjutant- 
General the l ’ommrssary Detmice, and the Commandant of Gendarmerie 

Vervain, were the pet sons intrusted with the execution of the Older, 

+ It is Junot who speaks he was convinced that the representative Ai^na, 
elder brother of the conspnatoi (they must not be confounded), had attempted to 
assassinate Geneiai Bonapaite at Saint-Cloud. I do not believe it r he hated 
Bonaparte, bfit would not have assassinated him. 

£ The plan of the conspirators was to stab the Fast Consul, as he came otit 
of his box, which, as I have befoie obseived, was on the left between the 
columns. At this penocLlhe First Consul went in and out by the general 
entrance. The gallery and the stun case leading to the Hue de Louvois were 
always crowded with people to see him pass. The assassins were to strike as 
he stepped oat of the box. Colonel Savary behaved nobly on this occasion; 
* eavc & e box first, though he was not the person appointed to do so. 
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reproach Bonaparte 'with; “ For 1 have Been "him,” said 
** weep with enthusiasm in only speaking of him ; and when he 
was required to model his bust, or rather, when he himself 
requested permission to execute it, he was so much affected 
in delineating the traits of him whom he believed destined 
to regenerate the world, that I have heard it asserted % frersons 
who knew the fact, that he was compelled to abandon his tadt# 
This man had a soul of fire.” ; : 

,1 had also seen this Ceracchi, and witnessed some of Ins 
ebullitions of enthusiastic republicanism at Madame MagitnelliV; 
and I confess he had not produced upon my mind the same dis- 
agreeable impressions that he had upon my mother* I .pitied faint 
warmly, for it was impossible not to perceive that his excessive 
sensibility must render him miserable. 

The conversation now returned to the Arenas ; my mother was 
much affected by this arrest. Her native country was always 
dear to her heart, and Arena was a fellow-countryman.; 
put several questions to her respecting the conduct of the 
brothers for some years past at Paris. My mother communi- 
cated all that she knew on this subject, and it was but little?:* 
because, of all the Corsicans at Paris, the Arenas; were those 
who visited her the least frequently. This conversation, however, 
brought to my mother’s recollection a rather remarkable <pe, 
which passed betvveei^ her and Fepe Arena on the 17th of Bru- 
maire, the eve of the famous 1 8 th. On that day we were visited by 
several Corsican representatives, whom we had not seen for some 
time before, and among them Pepe Arena. He came in the 
morning. His countenance was full of care, and she remarked 
it to him. He smiled, but his smile was forced. He spoke to 
her of Corsica, of my grandmother and my uncles ; then sud- 
denly inquired if she had seen Lucicn lately. My mother 
answered that she saw him nearly every day, which was true ; 
and as she had much friendship for the young tribune of the 
people, she spoke of the high reputation he had already acquired 
as an orator : my brother-in-law, who, as we have seen, was his 
intimate friend, at that time frequently brought us the journals 
which reported the speeches (almost always extempore) which he 
pronounced in the Council of Five Hundred. Some of these 
improvisations contained admirable strokes of eloquence. u I 
do not always agree in opinion with him,” said my mother; 
u but I do not therefore the less esteem his talents and his 
character.” 

(< He is very young, to wish to direct dR,” said Arena, witti 
an expression of some bitterness (Lucien was in fact the youngest 
member of the Council of Five Hundred). “ But it seems to 
me that your opinions are the same,” replied my mother ; 

t 2 


distaste of life, and his profound melancholy, rendered 
resting.” Albert observed, that his heart must have been pro- 
foundly wounded by the in juries which he imagined he had to 
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then signifies the age of a man, provided he has ability ? His 
brothferhas not waited to be forty years old to gain battles.” — 
* r Ah! ah ! yon are reconciled with General Bonaparte! He 
has been, then, to beg pardon ; for, faith, he could do no less.” 
— “ We are npt now discussing the subject of pardon or offences,” 
said m^ mofcb^ a little displeased. u I wc^s speaking of Lucien 
and his brother.”* 

At thfe moment when Pep 6 . was about to reply, some one 
entered, and the conversation instantly ceased. Arena soon 
after took up his hat to depart ; my mother invited him to dine, 
which he declined pleading an engagement in the country. My 
mother told him, laughing, that he was offended, which he de- 
nied; but she afterwards told us, that, from that moment, she 
was convinced that Lucien, and whoever bore the name of Bona- 
parte, was held in great dislike by Arena. 


CHAPTER XLIII. 

3Vly mother’s illness and long convalescence — My brother and a porter — Watch- 
ing and supper — The hath, a betrayer — Scene of burglary by night — Terrible 
alarms — Conversation of the thieves — Frightful situation 1 — Recital of this 
adventure to the First Consul — Bonaparte’s singular question. 

In the first year of the consulate, on$ of those adventures 
happened to me which sometimes influence the whole life of an 
individual, by making an entire change in the character of some 
of its attributes. The impression made upon my mind by the 
terrors of the night I am going to describe, was so great, that I 
lost for a time every vestige of couf ige ; and if its effects have at 
length been sufficiently overcome to protect rae from making 
myself ridiculous, 1 have rather to thank the efforts of my reason 
for the remedy, than the simple operation of time. 

My mother was recovering from a malady, as alarming ;as it 
was painful — an abscess of the head, caused by a severe blow 
against a marble mantelpiece. During the thirteen days in 
which the humour was forming, my poor mother’s sufferings 
were distracting, and without a moment’s respite. Fortunately 
it found a vent by the ear ; for a long time afterwards the small- 
est unusual noise produced headaches so violent, that they were 
at first attributed to the tic-douloureux. Her convalescence was 
very tedious, and demanded the utmost care. ' The doctors par- 
ticularly ordered that her sleep /should be prolonged as much as 
possible, and that she should be kept perfectly quiet. 

* Onelfcf the most curious effects of my mother’s relations with Napoleon 
was, that stay thing said against him m her presence always offended her. She 
only spoke of her own displeasure of him to her most intimate friends. 



NIGHT SCENE. 

My brother was in the habit of spending the decadi in the 
country, and not returning home tillthe folio wing In 

consequence of some business he was transacting for a friend, 
he had, on the night I am speaking of, the temporary custody of 
a large sum of money, and both these circumstan^ilswere known 
to a porter, whom he*had been long in the habit of employmg in 
various commissions. This man ha<f parried hpme forfjggiy bro- 
ther a chest clamped with iron, and secured by a capital lock; 
its contents were valuable, and so heavy, that the man was much 
fatigued by his exertion, and Albert offered him a glass of wine, 
saying, “ Drink, my poor; fellow, it will do you good, for you 
are terribly hot.’' The porter, shaking his head, observed, “ Oh ! 

1 am accustomed to act the beast of burden, you could not have 
carried half as much.” My brother, whose cheerful and sociable 
temper made him always ready with a jest, answered him laugh- 
ing, “ But I have carried double though.” At first, the man 
started and exclaimed, “It is impossible !” but presently added, 
“Oh ! I understand !” and was about to depart, when he was 
ordered to fetch my brother’s cabriolet for his excursion to. 
Sainte-Mande. 

When, however, the cabriolet was at the door, and the porter, 
who by his habits of employment in the family, knew that Albert, 
would not return till the next morning, was departed, the plan 
was changed, and the carriage remanded in consequence of my 
mother’s unwillingness to part with my brother. The day passed 
happily, and my mother went to bed at her usual hour, and in 
good spirits. 

I remained by her side till she was perfectly asleep, and when 
convinced by the regularity of her respiration that she was both 
asleep and easy, I left her about midnight, and repaired to my 
own apartment, separated from that of my mother’s only by a 
door, which I left ajar. I then took up a book, being unwilling 
to retire to my bed till quite satisfied that my mother’s sleep 
would be calm. The silence of night now enveloped the city, 
only broken at intervals by the rapid passage of a carriage, or a 
distant murmur, which served to show that some few individuals 
were still awake ; these sounds, however, were more and more 
rarely heard, till at length the quiet in the street became as 
complete as that which reigned in my little apartment. 

By a small timepiece on my little table, I observed that it now 
wanted but a quarter to one. My mother had then been an hour 
asleep, and I concluded that I might safely lie down ; but in pre- 
paring to do so I found myself hungry, and began to look round 
for my supper. The habit of sitting up a great part of the night 
had obliged me to supply the want of rest with, an extra -meal, ,, 
and some fruit, with bread or cake, was generally left in my 
room for this purpose. Sometimes, however, this was forgotten 
both by the servants and myself, and on such occasions I seldom 
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slept well* This night I looked in vain for my usual refreshment, 
hut the key of the dining-room lay on my table. 

It will be recollected that I have already described the form 
mad disposition of our residence. The kitchen was on the base- 
ment, the offices of the domestic establishment on the ground 
floor, my mother's apartments and mine bn the first floor, my 
brother's on the second, and the sleeping-rodms of the servants, 
not one of whom was lodged below us, all in the attic story* 
The rooms surrounded the staircase, and vrere connected by a 
gallery. On seeing the dining-room key, which was always de- 
posited in my room when the apartments were closed for the 
night, I remembered that in the buffet I should find something 
to eat, and, accordingly, with as little noise as possible, fearing 
that I might w 7 ake rny mother, I opened my own door and 
crossed the landing-place to that of the dining-room. There I 
found both strawberries and bread, and helping myself, I was 
about to sit down at the dining-table to eat them ; but recollect- 
ing that my mother might awake and be alarmed, if she called, 
without receiving an answer, 1 returned with my supper to my 
own room. Having bolted my door rather from habit than pru- 
dence, I sat down with a good appetite, and perfect cheerful- 
ness, to enjoy some excellent strawberries, and satisfy my hunger 
with bread. 

I had long been mistress of the establishment, and one of the 
rules of good housekeeping which I had found the most diffi- 
culty in enforcing, bad ahvays been the retirement of the servants 
for the night at the same time with ourselves. My commands 
were, that, by twelve o’clock, every one in the house should be 
in bed ; but there were certain parties at dominos and cards, 
which sometimes kept them up till two o’clock in the morning, 
and I had threatened, and was determined to punish the next 
infraction of my law in which I should detect them. 

I had been about ten minutes at supper when the perfect 
quiet of the house was interrupted by a noise below stairs. My 
suspicions were immediately awakened, and the idea that my 
imperial will was again disobeyed, put me much out of humour. 
While I was grumbling and eating, my suspicions were changed 
to conviction : the noise of footsteps, regular, light, and slow, 
as those of persons fearing to be heard, distinctly reached my 
ear* I was sure that some persons were corning up the first 
flight of stone stai|B. Determined to take them in the fact, 
1 very gently approached my room-door, that opened upon the 
stairs, and was slowly and carefully withdrawing the bolts, 
saying to myself, I shall not this time be told that you never sit 
up after midnight, it is now one by my timepiece; but wishing 
to make quite sure of my object, I held the second bolt in my 
hand to wait till the whole procession, shoes in hand as I sup- 
posed, should!*© in the not of passing the door. At tins moment 

T 
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& »oise, which I could compare to nothing but a stroke upon ar 
great drum, saluted my ears, and made me start, It came from 
my mother’s bath, which stood at one corner of the landing. 
Still more provoked by this noise, which I feared would wake 
my mother, I was about to throw open the door, when I sud- 
denly recollected thdt the servants who knew wheife the bath 
was, would certainly not have suffered themselves to be betrayed 
by it. But if it be not they, who can it be ? These reflection® 
made my heart beat, and so shook my frame that I was obliged 
to lean against the door-post for support, while I instinctively 
replaced the bolts I had so imprudently withdrawn* During 
this interval the persons were mounting the second staircase* 
which being of wood I coutyl hear them much more distinctly 
than before, and was satisfied that their shoes were much stouter 
and more clumsy than those of any of our household. What 
was I to do ? Should I wake my mother ? The consequence 
# would certainly be a frightful increase of her illness. 1 had 
not, it is true, any certainty that the nocturnal intruders were 
banditti, but at that time the most horrible assassinations were 
common, not only in the neighbourhood of the capital, # but in* 
Paris itself. These reflections passed through my mind much 
quicker than I can write them, but* brought no counsel that 

{ iromised relief from my painful state of apprehension. I listened 
ong and anxiously for some further noise, but all was quiet ; it 
was a false alarm, thought I, and was certainly the servants ; 

I began to breathe more freely, and looked at my timepiece, 
thinking that an hour at least had passed while I was tr upon the 
watch ; how much vtas I surprised to find that the hand had 
only advanced ten minutes ! As all was quiet, I proposed to 
finish my supper and go to bed, but 1 trembled, and could 
scarcely swallow ; however I ate my straw berries, and had the 
last spoonful in my hand, when a very distinct creaking, and 
the repressed sounds of several footsteps, proved that the per- 
sons I had before heard were now coming down the second 
staircase. The noise was not produced by an alarmed imagi- 
nation, it was real ; persons were coming down stairs with pre- 
caution, but certainly coming down ; and I could nq longer 
flatter myself that it was the servants. On reaching thedanding- 
place between my door and that of the dining-rooiq, two persons 
sat down on the steps of the staircase, and began tc converse in 
an under-tone. Trembling from head to foo% I, however, again 
approached the door, and, listening, heard a few broken sen- 
tences, from which I could comprehend that they believed 
Albert to be in the country ; something too 1 heard of the im- 
penetrable locks of La Dru, two of which fastened his door* 
and something of its bepg useless to break into my mother’s 
room. Beyond this I could only collect the broken words— late 
-^-daybreak — mother — nothing here up-stairs — the young 
one’s door. Something was said hi reply, and the answer* 
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u Well, let us try P’ accompanied by the sound of several pieces 
of iron, gently laid down upon the stone, completed my terror. 

I considered a moment whether I had not forgotten to shut the 
dining-room, door, by which an entry would be offered to the 
whole suite of apartments. I looked round, and the sight of the 
key lying upon my table just afforded me presence of mind enough 
to determine to act ; it was manifest they were endeavouring 
to open that door ; its resistance could not be long ; to wake my 
mother was now indispensable, and I did so with all the precaution 
I was capable of. But I could not secure her against alarm ; 
and I had no sooner pronounced the word 4 thieves/ than with 
her usual precipitation she seized the three bell -pulls which were 
suspended by her bed, and pulled, them altogether, screaming at 
the same time with all her strength. 

“ Oh, recollect, Albert ! you will be his death !” I exclaimed, 
convinced that the first sound of her bell would bring him out 
quite unprepared to meet the attack of assassins ; but while I • 
was making these reflections, and endeavouring to hush her 
screams, I heard the villains run off*, and from the continued 
sound of hurried steps on the stairs, felt convinced that some of 
them had been left to pursue their attempts upon my brother’s 
strong locks, while the two 'had been consulting near my door upon 
their ulterior operations. The first sound of the bell had alarmed 
them, and they were now in hasty retreat. 1 ran to my window, 
which overlooked our court, and while I screamed loudly for 
help, to disturb the coachman and neighbours, saw the two last 
of the thieves jumping from our wall into the great timber-yard, 
then in the Rue Joubert, and which separated our house from 
that of M. de Caulaincourt. 

Meanwhile, my mother continued to ring and call, and the 
family were soon moving ; my brother, on opening his door, 
found a centre-bit introduced just below the first bolt, and some 
progress already made in wording it ; but the landing before my 
door was a perfect arsenal ; there lay two more centre-bits, a crow- 
bar, several iron hooks to serve for picklocks, and two or three 
keys. My brother put on liis great-coat, and went out to alarm 
the police ; the gate of the timber-yard was found open, and a 
ladder against our wall ; but no further trace of the robbers was 
discovered. It was morning when he returned ; he found my 
mother better than could be expected, but distracted on my 
account. I had received a shock, the immediate effect of which 
was terrible, and threatened to be long-during. 

I was seized with a fever, which brought on delirium ; the 
impression of the thieves on the landing was always vividly before 
me, and the idea that they were murdering me, and that mv 
poor mother would wake in the midst of assassins, covered with 
the l>lood of her child, was for a length of time never absent from 
my mind"; thef feared for my /life, or at least for my reason. I 
was conducted from place to place, every effort to divert me was 
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tried, and my own exertions assisting the%ffectionate attentions tff 
those around me, my health improved; and though for a long 
time I was the greatest coward imaginable, and have always eon- > 
tinned unreasonably timid, I am now able to rally my thoughts, 
and to exert some presence of mind, even in circumstances of 
actual danger. * 

“ There, Sire,” said I to the Emperor, on confelu cling this 
history (it was in the year 1 806), “ is the true cause of my 
cowardice, which you were inquiring about. I am not now so 
foolish as to be unable, like a child of six years old, to remain for 
a moment in the dark, but my nervofis system continues painfully 
affected by the consequences of this fright. Neither reason, nor 
any effort of mind can remove, the impression, which the idea of 
what would have been the consequence had I remained in the 
dining-room to eat my strawberries, has prodiaced.” And though 
six years had elapsed since that terrible night, the Emperor 
observed me turn pale, and said so. .#■ 

“ I assure your Majesty that the same impression has often 
happened to me after this event, when I have only had occasion # 
to cross that fearful landing-place.” — “ It is strange, ”~sa*d the 
Emperor ; and began to walk the room. 

It was at St. Cloud, in the apartment of the Princess Borgliese,* 
one fine summer evening that 1 related my tale ; there is a person 
very remarkable in the present day, who was at that time famous 
for stories of robbers and ghosts, which he told with great success. 
The apartments of the Princess were on the ground to the left on 
entering the great court of the palace. The Emperor, after 
continuing his walk some time, and when other recollections had 
superseded in my mind the history 1 had related, suddenly 
stopped opposite to me, and said, “ lias not this adventure given 
you a great antipathy to strawberries 

For a few seconds I mack' no answer, and then said, “No, 
Sire; I am, on the contrary, passionately fond of them.” — “That 
is the nature of women/* said he ; “ dangers attach them.” 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 

Lucien’s republicanism, and a remarkable conversation with him after the con* 
spiracy of Ceracchi — The expatriation of Lucien’s embassy to Spain — The 
Consul of the year VTII and the Consul of the year IX — Bonaparte’s observa- 
tion to Junot on the occasion of my marriage and the conspiracy — Junot’s 
family — Signature of my contract of marriage — My brother’s generosity, and 
the delicacy of his conduct towards me — M. Laquieti de Bois-Cressy — Sig- 
nature of my marriage contract by the First Consul, and singular recollections 
—Goodness of Bonaparte towards my brother — M. Duquesnoy, Junot’s 
friend — Aggregated difficulties — Junot’s repugnance to be married at church 
— My determination — Conversation between me and Junot — My brother’s in- 
tervention, and my marriage at chinch agreed to by mutual concession— 
Junot’s motives — Project of a nocturnal marriage — My trousseau and corbeiile 
• — Junct’s present to my mother. 

Some days after the discovery of Arena and Ccracchi's con- 
spiracy, Lucien came to sde us ; he was thoughtful, and did not 
conceal that the repeated attempts upon his brother’s life caused 
him serious" uneasiness. This was the third in the course of one 
year; the first was on the road to Malmaison ; the second in the 
Tuileries. “ How,” said he, u can such strokes be averted ? 
Jacques Clement, Ravaillac, Damien, Jean Chatel, all these men 
executed their projects, because, in forming them, they held their 
own lives for nothing. If Ceracchi had been alone, as was his 
original intention, my brother had been no more ; but he thought, 
by taking associates, to make his success more certain : he deceived 
himself.” — “ But,” observed my mother, “ your reflections are 
alarming ; for how then can your brother be protected ?” — “ He 
only, can protect himself,” replied Lucien. iC He is the son of 
the Revolution ; he must march in the principles it has conse- 
crated ; above all things, lie must forbear any attempt against the 
liberty of the citizens. His route is traced* he must follow it, or 
he is lost, and we are lost with him. It will not now answer to 
attempt fettering a people, who feel their liberty and their 
strength; or we shall see the Lilliputian bonds broken by 
Gulliver.” 

Junot and my brother remarked to him, that all the First Con- 
sults actions announced plainly the principles of a good republi- 
can, and that no one could accuse him of departing from those 
principles ;* and Juno proceeded with animation. “No pity 

* The particular era, and especially the prepossessions of the speaker, must 
always be carefully nbted. This is not the only time that I shall have occa- 
sion to represent Junot perfectly since/e in his persuasion, that Napoleon was 
an honest republican. 
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is due to those who would propose to assassinate him, upon pre- 
tence of defending an illusory liberty, which the First Consul 
protects and consolidates. I do not dissemble my opinion in this 
respect.” 

u Nor do I,” said Albert : 44 for such beings appear to me a 
hundred times more guilty than liavaillac or Jacques Clement. 
A motive of religion and fanaticism formed the excuse of then: 
parricide ; while the men at present in question, are actuated only 
by private and particular interests, all at least, except Ceracchi, 
and he is madL 

44 That may be the case with the conspirators in this last affair/* 
said Lucien ; 44 but do not imagine that France does not still contain 
great minds, the guardians of our liberties, always ready as an 
advanced guard in their defence. This breast/’ and he struck 
his, as he continued speaking in a voice of emotion, 44 contains a 
French and patriotic heart. My brother knows me ; and Junot, 
and all who are about him, know that 1 never cease to recal to 
his mind, with all the energy of a French and free soul, the 
solemn engagements which he contracted with the nation on the 
19th Brumaire, and of which I am the guarantee.” * # 

Then turning towards Junot, he added, “ You remember the 
conversation you witnessed four days ago ? Well, I shall always 
speak thus, and no fear will make me devote from ray path. If 
the men who surround my brother in the government choose to 
assist him in measures oppressive to the country, I shall not in- 
crease their number ; and on the last day of the liberty of the 
republic, I shall go and seek another country/’ 

Tins conversation proves that Lucien was bent on opposing 
Napoleon’s plans for a centralisation of power. That which 
Junot had witnessed at Malmaison, was tlie discussion of many 
regulations relating to the prefects which Lucien would not au- 
thorize, considering them too ^ bitrary. To resist Napoleon was 
to ensure his revenge. Lucien was indeed his brother, but the 
determination of his character was in all things predominant; and 
this conversation, together with Lucien’s perseverance in remind* 
ing his brother of his promise of the 19th of Brumaire, explained 
to me his embassy to Spain, which took place a few weeks after- 
wards, Already the Consul of the year IX was compared with 
the Consul of the year VIII ; the General Bonaparte of Toulon 
and Italy, founding republics, daughters of France, with the 
General Bonaparte seeking to concentrate all the powers of the 
state in his own person. Lucien might hear, in my mother’s 
saloon, reflections made with a smile, in an under-tone, by per* 
sons who had not faith enough in republican vocations to believe 
that Bonaparte would support the system he announced on the 
19th Brumaire. Many were even simple enough to speak of 
General Monk and of Charles II. Lucien heard all this and 
similar language from various quarters, and he wished to prevent 
not the evu only, but the suspicion of it. 
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When tranquillity was restored, by the arrest of the other con- 
spirators (Topipo-Lebrun , Dcmerville, etc,), the conclusion of my 
marriage was hastened. The First Consul had said to Juno, u Do 
you know that your marriage has been held by a very slender 
thread my poor Junot? For I believe if thej$ rascals had 
killed me, the alliance with you would haVe been little cared for.” 
Bonaparte would not have uttered such a sentiment three or four 
years preceding. But on attaining absolute power he took up an 
idea, which was, perhaps, the cause of his ruin, but to which at 
least he always attached great importance, that men are governed 
and led by motives of interest or fear. 

On the 27th of October all the family of Junot arrived at 
Paris, and were presented to my yiother ; and never till this day 
had I duly appreciated the virtues of his heart. Sensible of the 
wide difference which a Parisian education, and constant inter- 
course with the best society of Paris, made between our manners 
and those of his mother and sister, who knew nothing beyond 
the towns of Burgundy, he dreaded to perceive in me a system 
of ridicule which would have rendered him miserable ; and never 
shall T r forget the expression of tenderness and respect with which 
he presented his mother to mine, and the action which seemed 
to entreat, though lie never used the words, that I would be 
a daughter to his parents. He had no reason to fear. They 
were too good and too respectable not to demand and to secure 
my duty and love. 

The next day the marriage contract was signed, and it was not 
till that moment that I learned that my brother, from his own 
means, endowed me with sixty thousand francs, in satisfaction, as 
the marriage settlement expressed it, of my claims on the paternal 
inheritance. My claims ! when we all knew that none of my 
father’s property ever had been or ever would be realized ; the 

f reater part of it was in the English funds ! but ft would not 
ave been agreeable to General Junot to receive my dower as a 
gift from my brother, and therefore this clause was introduced. 
Fifty thousand francs more were added by M. Lequien de Bois- 
Cressy, an old friend of my father, and who was to be my 
mother s second husband ; he gave me his dower, as his future 
daughter-in-law, secured upon an estate in Britanny. He was 
rich and liberal ; I was not, therefore, surprised at this present ; 
but that my brother, who, from the proceeds of his own industry, 
had maintained my mother’s house, and furnished my expensive 
education, should now act so nobly, was even more than my grati- 
tude could express; nor was this lessened by the affectionate 
terms in which he replied to my insufficient thanks: “Do not 
speak thus.” said he, embracing me with that fraternal tenderness 
which he had ways shown me; “do you not know that my 
mother and you^enare the sole objects of my affection md of my 
h&ppinessf I live^nly f^ry^u. It is then, quite natural that 
the produce of my labours shbuld be employed fajryotir benefit. 
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A great, and an unhoped-for marriage is offerel, you ; thl ■■■,-■ 
is my own, and how could I dispose of it better than: in flsQao* 
your fortune some way answerable to the establishment yoiM*R> 
about to form ?” v 

A circumstance arising out of this will show the First Consul’s 

S rodigious mehiory, even in matters of the smallest importance to 
imself. The following day, the 29th of October, Junot, accompa- 
nied by my brother, as my nearest relation, attended at the 
Tuileries for the signature of the marriage contract. The First 
Consul received my brother with great kindness ; questioned him 
upon his prospects and his intentions ; spoke of my mother with 
friendship, and of me with an interest which affected me much 
when Albert repeated the conversation. But for the singular 
part of the interview : he desired the contract to be read to him. 
When the sixty thousand francs from my paternal inheritance 
were named, he made a movement indicative of surprise, and 
another, though less marked, at the mention of the fifty thousand 
francs of M. de Bois-Cressy, but made no remark upon either. 
When the lecture was completed, he took my brother by the arm, 
led him to the recess of a window, and said to him, ‘ 6 PenttHh^r 
remember that when your father died he left nothing, r , At that 
period I visited your mother daily ; and you no* doubt know,” 
added he, with an air sufficiently embarrassed, “ that at the 
same time I was desirous of marrying you to my sister, Madame 
Leclerc, and of arranging the future marriage of Mademoiselle 
Loulou $lfh that mauvais sujet 9 my brother Jerome.” (He did 
not sp’fak of the principal marriage he planned at that period.) 
“Well, Madame Pennon then told me that her husband left 
nothing. What then does this mean ?” Albert repeated to the 
First Consul what he had already said to me, entreating him not 
to mention it. Napoleon looked at him with an indefinable 
expression, and said, “ You arc a generous fellow* my dear 
Permon ; you are a generous fellow ; I shall take care of you. 
But you allow yourself to be forgotten. Why do you never come 
to the Tuileries ? Your brother-in-law will now remind you of 
me, and will also remind me of you/' Accordingly, a few days 
afterwards, Junot solicited for Albert a situation in which he might 
give proofs of his attachment to the cause of the 9tli of November* 
and the First Consul appointed him to one of the three then exist- 
ing places of Commissary-Jeneral of the Police of France. 

The day preceding nra^arriage, a circumstance at once trifling 
and serious had nearly ^used its rupture. A friend of Junot’s 
M. Duquesnoy, was Mayer of the 7 th arrondissement : the 
General, as Commandant of Paris, not belonging more to one 
mayoralty than another, wished his marriage to be performed? 
before M. Duquesnoy : and he inquired of my foother whether 
she supposed it would make any difference to me. My mother 
replied, that she was herself perfectly willing, and did not believe 
should be otherwise* but that she would send for me to 
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,%r myself. Oh General Junot’s putting his request to 
answered, that in this, as in every thing else, my mother 
mistress of my actions on so solemn a day. I only observed 
coat the distance to the mayoralty of M. Duquesnoy in the Rue de 
Jouy, quartier Saint Antoine, was long, and that I should not 
fear fatiguing my mother if it were no farther off than our church 
of St. Louis, which being at the extremity of the Rue Thiroux^ was 
directly opposite our house. I did not at that moment remark 
General Junot’s astonishment ; but having embraced my mother, 
left the room, 

I was no sooner gone than the General asked my mother if I 
expected to be married at church P 

To be married at church !” she cried; “ where then 
would you have her expect to be married ? Before your friend 
with the scarf I sr.pposc '! But, my child, you have surely lost 
your wits. How could you entertain the idea that not my 
daughter only, but myself and her brother, could consent to a 
purely republican marriage ? A s for Laurette, I promise you, she 
is capable of thanking you for your intentions, if you should pro- 
pose mis to her.’ 7 General Junot walked about much agitated. 
— u Will you permit me to speak upon the subject to Mademoi- 
selle Laurette in private P situated as wc now are, there can be 
no objection to my request,” 

My mother shrugged her shoulders. “ You know not what 
you are talking of,” said she ; “ until you become her husband, 
you are but a stranger, and what you wish to say is not likely to 
make her your friend ; why do you want to make a secret of it? 
Why am I not to be present ?” — “ Because calmness is necessary 
in treating of such a matter; but I can speak to Mademoiselle 
Laurette here, with the door of your chamber open,” I was 
called: nothing could exceed my astonishment, my grief I may 
say, in hearing this strange proposition. I did not conceal it : 
the General replied, that situated as he was, it w^as impossible he 
could be married at church, “to make a show of myself,” added 
he ; “ for you could not prevent all the beggars and low people 
of the Chaussee d\Antin from surrounding the house, and even 
filling the church. And I am to appear in uniform amidst such 
a crowd!” 

46 I do not know,” I answered, u what you should find disa- 
greeable in being seen to perform an act which is the duty of every 
Christian (I am not speaking as a devotee), in entering upon the 
engagements which we propose to take upon ourselves to-morrow. 
The very Pagans sought the sanction of this act, the most im- 
portant of their lives, in the temples of their gods. The Turks 
mdi|1«fre content with the Cadi, and I hope it is not from them 
jNpr Mve taken arguments in support of your extraordinary pro- 
“ : I am much hurt by your obstinacy ” said Junot ; 
^llow *can you, with your sense, persist in a formality which y mm 
iducation ought to have taught you to consider a nullity f" 
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44 I am very young. General, to discuss so serious a question, £ 
understand nothing of the controversy, cxcejaj that I was bo m in 
the Christian religion, and that this religion ifqnoses dories upon 
me to which I am, at least, as much bound as the adorers Da* 
gon were to theirs. I can only say that, very certainly, I shall not 
st|| a step from this house if it be not to go where my duty calk! 
me. Be assured, General, that, notwithstanding the advanced 
state of the preparations, our marriage will not take place, unlegs 
the church shall bless it.” 

I stood up to go away. The General took my hand, and saw 
that my eyes were full of tears. He stamped his foot with violence, 
and let slip a very unusual expression: 44 Junot ! — Junot ! 
cried my mother, from her chamber, where she heard all that 
passed, 44 Junot ! is that proper language to use 

44 You afflict me greatly,” said the General. 44 It distresses 
me to give you pain ; but, after all, this is a mere childish whim on 
your part, which you persist in, because you have been told to do 
so ; while to me, it is a matter of serious consequence. Do you 
know that it is nothing less than a confession of faith ! Aj»fr 
suppose it is? ” said I, 4 ‘ what was the religion of your fathers,?”. 
You have been baptized, you ha>e been confirmed, you have re- 
ceived your first communion, you have* confessed: here, then, are 
four sacraments of which you have partaken, and when that of 
marriage comes in its course, suddenly you turn rafcegadc, apos- 
tate, perhaps ! No, no, General, it mubt not be.” 

Having said this, I went to my mother’s room, where I found 
my brother. Junot followed me, and addressing bfm&elf to Albert, 
submitted to him the question vhich caused this debate ; he was 
in despair: what I insisted upon v*as of no importance whatever, 
he said, and would seriously compromise him. 44 Well ! ” said I, 
standing up, 44 I can say no more upon the subject of which I 
ought never to have permitted the discussion. I only regret that 
General Junot should, for a moment, have believed that my prin- 
ciples would suffer me to accede to the proposition he has this 
morning made. 71 

I retired to my chamber, and was just then informed that Made- 
moiselle L’Olive, and Mademoiselle de llcuvry, werr in the saloon, 
and that they had brought, in two coaches tb~ articles which com- 
posed my trousseau and corbeit/c ;* the iwo baskets which were to 
contain them, followed on a *rack, that of the trousseau, in parti- 
cular, was so large, ll/ai. no coach could contain it. 

I sent to request my brother's presence, and he came to me im- 
mediately. 44 My dear friend,” said I to him, 44 this affair will 
become serious if the intervention of your friendship and excellent 
sense does not prevent it. Not that 1 request your advice, because 

* We have no words directly synonymous to these ; both signify the 
paraphernalia. The u trousseau,” is that part of it which is furnished by UM 
bride’s family. The 44 eorbeille 9f is the bridegroom’s present. The several arti- 
cles composing each, will be best illustrated iu the text . -—Translator's Nat*. 
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my resolution is irrevocably taken, and if General Junot is equally 
determined, a rupture is inevitable ; to you, therefore, I refer to 
render it as little^i* possible painful to our poor mother. The 
stroko^ill be terrible to her/' 

Albert took inj two hands in his, and embraced me tenderly, 
wiping away my tears which flowed abundantly. He wal^pd 
up and down the room in silent meditation, then stopped some time 
before the window; my maid, Josephine, came to require my 
attendance in my mother's room. u I cannot go,” said I, to Albert ; 
and I begged him to go to my mother, wdiose apartment was only 
separated from mine by a verj small drawing-room, which had no 
door towards my chamber. He went, and I had scarcely been ten 
minutes alone, when in) mother's room-door opened, and she came 
tome. 64 My child,*' said she, 4fc here is one who does not ask 
your pardon, which, nevertheless I hope jou will grant. 

Those wdio vverc well acquainted with General Junot, kniw r how 
much the expression of his countenance \ancd when he was parti- 
cularly agitated. At this moment lie was scaicely recognisable ; 

behind my mother, leaning on Albeit’s arm, changing 
colour so rapidly, that lie appealed to he ill. u Your brother/' 
said lie, Mias been showing me, how much I have distressed jou; 
he will now explain to jou that I am not so much to blame as you 
may suppose , and if jou will take into consideration the charac- 
ter of a soldier full of honour and frankness, but who could not 
entertain the same ideas with jou upon the subject wc have been 
discussing, you vs ill be indulgent and pardon me. 

My brother then affectionately taking my hand, and holding 
his other hand to Junot, said to me, “ Our friend has been ex- 
plaining to me, that being the Commandant of Paris, and in- 
vested with the confidence of the Fir^t Consul, he objects to 
appearing in open da), on an occasion ^o solemn as his marriage, 
to perform in a church a sacred act of religion, because, on ac- 
count of his political position, it would make him a sort of spec- 
tacle to the whole town. You know me, my sister; you know 
that my heart is devoted to jou and to honour. Well, after what 
he has said, I have engaged Jo persuade jou to qomply with his 
wishes. The General docs not desire to wound any of jour re- 
ligious conviction^ , he acknowledges that you arc right in 
itepSrmg the religious ceii«*env, but he requests that it may take 
place at night I believe that this mutual concession will remove 
all obstacles on both sides.” I looked at my ..^cner, and iccciving 
a sign of approbation from her, had nothing further to object, ex- 
cept my dislike td a nocturnal ceremony. It recalled those days 
of terror, wheu the bridal pair received by stealth the henediction 
which the priest accorded at the risk of his life. It was necessary, 
howeyer, to be reasonable, and I consented, as my mother and 
brother approved it, that the ceremony should take place in tlic 
manner proposed. 

I afterwards kamed, tha^this sudden opposition was caused by 
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the First Consul* This may appear extraordinary to those who < 
remember, that two years afterwards he signed the Concordat ; but j 
all fruits do not ripen in one season. He had ju$t escaped from the \ 
dagger of a man who accused him of attempting to ovelfl&ta the 
institutions of republicanism, and he was not willing that the j 
Commandant of Paris, known to possess his entire confidence, 
should perform a public act which might point to a new system of 
action on the part of his patron. He therefore particularly re- 
quired of Junot, that he should only go to church at night, 
upon the supposition that the family insist upon the religious 
ceremony. Junot, in his zeal to obey, exceeded his instructions. 
His religious notions, having passed his youth in an army where 
none such existed, were not*thosc of incredulity, but of per- 
fect indifference, and he had no Suspicion of*thc effect his propo- 
sition would have upon me : in the first instance, then, he did 
not even speak of a nocturnal m^riage, which in fact supplied 
all the conditions absolutely re- quired by either party. 

“ At length, then , 11 said my mother, when she had heard me 
pronounce my consent, u this grand affair is settled and mining* 
to J unot, she added, “ it has been all your fault. Who would ever 
have thought of coming on the eve. of marriage to say, I will 
have nothing to do with the church ? Come, fall on your knees, 
and beg pardon of your betrothed, Right. Now give him your 
hand, or rather your cheek, in recompense of that graceful act of 
submission. Tt is the last ; tomorrow he will be your master. 
But, what now, is it not all settled P The fact was, that this 
nocturnal ceremony, which did not please me at all, had moreover 
the inconvenience that it would be unaccompanied by a wedding 
mass ; I whispered this new objection to the General, and it was 
presently removed by the promise that it should take place at i 
twelve o’clock, the hour of mjdnight mass. My mother laughed 
on overhearing this discussion : “ And now that we arc all 
length agreed , 11 said she, u do me the favour, Monsieur, my 
in-law, to take your leave for the present ; I must show the yr 
lady her trousseau , and hear her opinion of my taste, we 
afterwards both sit in judgment upon yours.” On ent r 
saloon, though it was large, I found myself much in 
of Noah’s dove, without a place of rest for my fo& 
immense basket, or rather portmanteau, of rose-colon 
Naples, embroidered with black chenille, made in tk 
sarcophagus bearing my cipher, an innumcrab 1 
small packets, tied with pink or blue favours, str 
these contained full-trimmed chemises with cm* 
pocket-handkerchiefs, petticoats, morning-gov 
of India muslin, night-dresses, night-caps, 
colours and all forms ; the whole of th 
broidered, and trimmed with Mechlin 1 
Another portmanteau, of equal size, 

Madame Junot — vol.i. 
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in ®Bmge dieniUe, contained my numerous dresses, ^*£*7® 
feshiorTand taste t#vie with i the habiliments 

mis was an hot# of magic for a girl of Blx ‘^' 1 XS^ 
away Mature years have already arrived; old age ^fellow, 
but never can the remembrance of this moment of my 
die now appeared, be effaced from my mind. How eagerlythd 
: -watch mv eyes, and when the peculiar elegance and good 

taste of any article of her own choice elicited my admiraig exda- 
how did her fine black eyes sparkle and her smdmgrosy 
lips display the pearls they enclosed ! Who can describe a 
jJnther’s ioy on such an occasion, or the effect it produces on the 
Z2TJ V .Section,* daughtB ! , Taking my 
w» fend,, and kissing my eyes, my ears, my cb «*%■? J“"> 
die threw herself on a settee, saying: Come now, mama mou, 

, seek something else that will please you. , . , j. 

The trou.m-au being fully examined, the corlmlk + next dc- 

” AtfhSmtt eastern of giving a basket or ease f* the a„i - 
corbtiUc mas not yet exploded , Sfty or sixty louts- ran 
spent upon a species of basket covered vitli nc \ si j* , 

Ely Lamented, ohich stood for six or wdve montfe on the 
dressing-table of tile bride, till, becoming .“A” 

was no longer ornamental and was consigned to the lumbtr-room 
; ; be eate« g by the rats, in fit* of its lino,. No. . th« do dung 

with more sen&e, and lay out the money upon a \ covered 

longer duration. Mine then was an immensely Inge va»e, cove: r«l 
with green and white velvet, richly embroidered with jold. Its 
foot was of gilded bronze, its cover of embroidered velvet, 
mounted by a pine-apple of black velvet, transfixed by aa amnr, 
from which were suspended on each side a crown, the pne o one, 

1 the other of laurel, both cut in browed gold. . 

This corbeille contained Cachcmere shawls, veils of Lnglis 
,t gown trimmings of blond and Brussels Jim 
e blond and black lace; pieces of India muslin and of lurk 
'*lvet, which the General had brought fr^ Egypt baf 
for a bride ; my presentation dress, and Indian mus 
broidered in liver lama. Besides all these, there were 
Stf M.d.mc Ro«. It nbaikte of s«s .»d ■*- 
(or as we now say reticules), they were then all the 
f them of English point; gloves, fans, , and esseiu^s. 
* the corbeille was a sultan, or scented bags , the 

’1 the implements of the toilet m gold enamelled 

‘us of the work-table, thimble, scissors, needle- 

T light of my (yes; a most caressing expression, which 

t0 >Iive, dress-maker to Madame Bonaparte, who had 
Murat to complete most of the objects of t e 

’Wed in the rue Sainte-Anne, 
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case, bodkin, etc. all in gold set wifh tine pearls. The other 
tan contained the jewel casket, and an opera-glass of mother of 
pearl and gold set with two rows of diamonds. The casket con- 
tained settings for an entire suite of ornaments wfthout the stones ; 
six ears of golden com and a comb (which, on account of me im- 
mense quantity of my* hair, was as large as those which are now 
worn), set with diamonds and pearls ; a square medallion set with 
large pearls, containing a portrait of General Junot by Isabey, for 
the resemblance of which the artist’s name will vouch ; but of a 
size more fit to be affixed to the wall of a gallery than to be sus- 
pended from the neck ; but this was the fashion of the day, and 
Madame Murat had one of her husband, also painted by Isabey, 
and larger than mine. The casket contained also a number of 
superb topazes brought from l^gypt, of an incredible size, Ori- 
ental corals of extraordinary thickness, which I have since had 
engraved in relief at Florence by M. Hamelin, and several antique 
cameos ; all these were unset. The bridal pope of gold links, 
connected together by delicate little stars of green enamel, the 
clasp also enamelled green, contained too w eighty a sum of money, ., 
had it not consisted of bank-notes, except about fifty louiifflr'P^lt^ 
little sequins of Venice. 

All these elegant presents had been completed under the direc- t 
tion of Madame Murat, and did infinite honour to her taste. At ! 
this time such a corheiile was a treasure of great rarity ; * for the $ 
first time, since the Revolution, it had reappeared at the marriage 1 
of Mademoiselle dc Doudeauville with M. Pierre de Ilastignac. j 
Madame Murat's marriage followed after a considerable interval, 
and her corheiile was very rich ; but as mine took place nearly a ; 
year later, not only was the corheiile more beautiful, but it was : 
composed with more conformity to ancient customs, and in a more ■ 
refined taste. After this time the corheiile and trousseau again ; 
became common, but were copies, not models, like those of Ma - a 
dame Murat’s and mine. e 

But of all these beautiful gifts, nothing delighted me so much 1 
as Junot’s affecting attention to my mother. She longed for ap* 
Cachemere shawl, but would never purchase one, because she said 
she could not afford one so good as she wished for; and 1 had deter- 
mined that my wedding gift to her should be a red one, because 
that was the colour she preferred, but I had never whispered my 
intentions. However, together with my corheiile ? came a small 
basket covered with white gros de Naples, embroidered in silks 
with my mother’s cipher on tlic draperies, from which, the first ; 
thing that presented itself was a superb scarlet Cachemere shawl. ; 
The basket contained besides, a purse like mine,* except that thej 
enamel was a deep blue, and within it, instead of money, was aj 

* The Bank of France was established in the month of February 1800 ; JL 
think it opened the following month, The two parses were made by Fonei#, 
a very celebrated jeweller at that period. 

u 2 
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; topaz of a perfect oval round, the size of a small apricot ; gloves, 

‘ ribands, and two magnificent fans. I cannot describe how sensi- 
bly I felt this amiable attention. When I thanked the General 
, for it with an effusion of heart which I rather repressed than ex- 
aggerated, he replied, “ I foresaw what you now express; and if 
I had not loved her who is about to become' my mother, with filial 
tenderness, I should have done what I have, for the pleasure I 
enjoy at this moment.” 


f CHAPTER XLV. 

My opinion upon the peculiar province of romances — Anne of Austria’s robe, 
and Mademoiselle'#, shoes — My wedding-day — Sister Rosalie and my con- 
fessor — Refusal to marry me at night — Scruples — The Vendean abbe — The 
clergy and the republican party — L/Abbe Lusthier patronized by Junot, and 
Grand Vicar to the Bishop of Orleans — The curate of the Capu- 
chins engaged^-' Wedding toilet — Family assembled — Junot’s aides-de- 
camp, his witnesses — The Dames de la Halle and their bouquet — The 
municipality and the church. r 


As the Commentaries of Cresar, the military Memoirs of Mar- 
shal Villars, the Reveries of Marshal Saxe, etc., relate solely to 
military affairs, sieges, battles, etc. ; .so I think should contem- 
porary Memoirs render a faithful account of those incidents which 
are passing immediately around the author at the period of which 
he is treating, for the baud it of those who come after him. Every 
object should take its proper form and colouring, and that colouring 
should arouse in the mind of the reader a vivid impression of 
the event and its attendant circumstances; not the ball only 
should be described, but the half tlre^s. To be exact in such 
matters, is not to be scrupulously minute, but a duty ; for if the 
author be not expected to paint like Tacitus the vices of govern- 
ments, corrupt, despotic, or declining, his pencil should trace the 
general outline of all that he has seen. In this picture, the daily 
scenes of the drawing-room should especially have their place ; to 
speak of them is to portray them. To dress the personages in 
the coat or the gown they wope on the occasion under review, if 
one be fortunate enough to remember it, is to lav on those fresh 
and lively colours which give to the whole the charm of reality. 
This appears to me tp be the grand attraction of the Memoirs of 
Madame de Motteville, de Mademoiselle ! They are almost always 
badly written, frequently guilty of the grossest faults of style, yet 
what truth in their descriptions ! We become acquainted with 
the individuals we read of; and when Madame de Motteville 
speaks of the cambric sheets of Queen Anne, and the violet robe 
embroidered with pearls, winch she wore on the day when she sat 
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in council for tlie registering the edicts of toleration; and when 
Mademoiselle describes the form of her own shoes on the day when, 
according to the expression of M. de Luxembourg, she established 
the fortune of a cadet of good family ; I imagine myself in the 
parliament of 1649 with the Queen, M. dc Beaufort, M. the Coad- 
jutor, and all the greart men of the Fronde ; or I fancy myself in 
the orangery of Versailles with Mademoiselle, in her white satin 
robe trimmed w r ith carnation ribands and tassels of rubies. The 
writer of memoirs must give life to the scenes he represents ; and 
that excess of detail which would destroy any Other work, can 
alone produce the desired effect in this. Therefore it is that I 
have given a catalogue of my corbeille and trousseau . We should 
rejoice, in these days to find in Philip dc Comines a description of 
a corbeille of the time of Louis *XI., or Philip the Good ; happily, 
he gives us better things. « 

On the 30th of October, at nine in the morning every thing was 
in motion in our small house of the Rue de Saint-Croix, and 
earlier still in the hotel of the Hue de Verneuil. At daybreak 
I had left home, accompanied by sister Rosalie (who on hearing 
of my approaching marriage had quitted her retreat t# b~«5* \viilY 3 
me), to go to my confessor : this ought to have been done on the 
eve of my wedding. Having made my confession, I requested 
the venerable Abbe, my spiritual father, to perform the religious 
ceremony of my marriage in the church of the Capuchins,* at 
a quarter past twelve at night : and great was my astonishment 
at receiving a dry and peremptory refusal. 

44 What reason,” said he emphatically, 44 can General .Junot 
possibly have for refusing to make you Ins wife in the face of the 
sun? What does he fear? Ridicule! No ! he has too much 
good sense for that. There must be some cause of objection 
unknown to us.” I turned pale; but the Abbe in spite of all 
sister llosalie^s entreaties, proceeded: — “Who shall satisfy nie, 
who am the priest required to bless this marriage, that he is not 
already the husband of another ?” 

44 Monsieur PAbbe, Monsieur PAbbe V 9 said Rosalie, in a 
voice of lively reproach, at which I should not have conceived 
the good girl capable towards any ecclesiastic, 6 4 Monsieur PAbbe, 
for heaven’s sake forbear ! what are you doing ?” — 44 My duty !” 
replied he in a stern voice ; 44 1 perform that duty which nature 
and the laws impose upon the guardians of this young girl, and 
which they seem to have cast upon Providence/ I then, as the 
minister of God, of that same Providence, am bound to watch 
over the interest of the fatherless orphan/’ 

“ Monsieur PAbbe,” said I, rising to go, 44 my gratitude to you 
is the same as if your charitable friendship had saved me from a 
great danger; but it is my duty to remind you that whatever 
danger may threaten me, I have a support, a protector, a father ; 

JiV # Now the Church of Saint Louis, in the Rue de Saint-Croix. " J 
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and that ML de Pennon, ray brother, who unites all those titles, en- 
lightened at once bv his tenderness for me and his acute penetra- 
tion, is capable of judging whether I am deceived by a man 
whose reputation for honour and loyalty stands so high. I have 
already explained to you, sir, the reason why he wishes to re- 
cei# '.the nuptial benediction at night.” 

“ The reason is injurious to you,” said the Abbe, with in- 
creasing anger, u Why should the Commandant of Paris fear to 
show himself in uniform in one of the churches which his General 
has just reopeiffcd ? He would not manifest the same repugnance 
to exhibit himself to-morrow in the Temple of Victory, now called 
Sulpice, instead of Saint-Sulpice ” (This was, in fact, the deno- 
mination now given to Saint- Sulpice, and a fete was at this very 
time announced to be held in the Temple of Victory (Sulpice) in 
Commemoration of our ancestors.) “Young lady,” continued 
the good man, (t do not assume that air of displeasure ;* it is 
neither becoming your situation nor mine. Rather thank me for 
the solicitude J feel for my spiritual child, for such you are my 
daughter ; and it grieves me to think that you may be deceived. 
Why should your civil marriage take place in the Faubourg Saint- 
Autoine ? Why are the bans not published at the church ? 
Why is a nocturnal celebration demanded P The ceremony 
before the mayor will take place by day, but where ? at the 
extremity of Paris ! in an obscure quarter, where, truly, a former 
Madame Junot is not very likely to suspect that a successor is being 
installed in her rights; all this has an ambiguous appearance, 
and I shall not make myself a party to its execution,” 

It was equally vain to reason or petition ; the Abbe turned 
a deaf ear to all I could say, and I was obliged to depart without 
tbe consolation of knowing that the good father would sanction 
my marriage with his presence ; his blessing lie gave me, and 
prayed that his presentiments might prove unfounded. 

I pressed upon him at my departure a purse containing a hand- 
some sum of money, which my brother had given me for that 
purpose ; I knew that the Abbe was very poor, and almost desti- 
tute of necessaries ; I saw in the garret where he lived neither 
fire or wood; and the weather was already becoming cold; he 
Resisted, however, the offer repeatedly, and even with discontent. 
I would not listen to the refusal, but left the purse, saying, that 
what he could spare from his own comforts, he bright distribute as 
my almoner. 

The Abbe Lusthier was one of those characters which the con- 
tinual agitation of our time does not produce ; then, in his party, 
as in ours, there were men of sincerity, who were ready even 
to sacrifice their lives in the cause to which, from principle or 
prejudice, they*Were attached. La Vendee had its martyrs to 
loyalty, as we had our martyrs to that holy and noble liberty so 
often condemned to death, but which cannot perish because it m 
mmortal. 1 At this time politicakgood faith was to be found in all 
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ranks ; with truth may it be said that this has passed away. Tfcwf 
poor man, who had been a soldier, and was now a priest, had testi$% 
his loyalty to the throne and altar by bis personal as well as pecuniary 
sufferings ; he had obtained a dispensation for officiating in hia 
sacred functions, notwithstanding the severe mutilation of his left 
hand. He lodged at .this time in the house of a cartwrigM in 
the Rue Pepiniere, and was frequently obliged to change his %si- 
dence to avoid observation; because, though not absolutely de- 
nounced, he was compromised in the confessions of the Chouang. 
He was, perhaps, a fanatic, but he was sincere* He lay upon 
ashes, and lived upon roots; he prayed for the happiness of 
France ; but he would have France happy in his own sense of the 
word. He was, however, a man of sense, and certainly in speak- 
ing to me of his apprehensions respecting General Junot, he only 
expressed what he felt. He was really alarmed, for he saw m 
Junot only a man of La Nouvelle France — of our young France, 
valiant and glorious, which lias taken its degrees in characters of 
blood, the blood of its sons. He could not comprehend that de- 
votedness to the soil of the country, by which those sons had 
illustrated their names. He only saw a creation 0/ ten^e^ and^. 
storms in this young man, who at twenty-seven years of age had 
attained an elevated rank, by means of glorious deeds, and a 
valour attested by numerous cicatrices. 

Junot never heard of this little scene till it was related to him 
some years afterwards, with the greatest frankness, by the Abbe 
Lusthier himself, on occasion of his calling to request my husband 
to obtain for him the living of Virginie, a little village near 
Bievre. “I hope your fears on my account are now at an end,*!* 
said Junot smiling, and offering his hand to him. “ I assure • 
you, you have no occasion to retain any ; and to prove it t shall 
request Citizen Portalis to appoint you to a different benefice 
from the one you have solicited. I know from my wife, that your 
fortune does not correspond either with your merit or your charity, 
and it is my duty, if possible, to repair the injustice of fate ; and 
I hope, at the same time,” added he laughing, “ to prove that I 
am innocent ; for I would not silence by an obligation any person 
who is entitled to reproach me.” 

The Abbe Lusthier not only accepted General Junot’s offers, 
but attached himself unreservedly to him. He obtained for him 
an excellent living in the diocese of my uncle, the bishop of Metz, 
and was some time afterwards appointed grand vicar to his friend 
the Abbe Bernier, Bishop of* Orleans. 

But to recur to the interesting period from which this episode 
has led me. On my return home, I related all that had passed, 
which excited my mother's displeasure. “ I hope,” said she, 
u you did not leave him the purse.” I looked at her instead of 
answering. On meeting my eyes she laughed, half angrily anil 
half in jest, and said, “ So, I am a simpleton ! And you did 
leave him the purse, did you not ?” — “ Certainly,” I replied, en ei- 
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bracing her. <c And you know very well that each piece of silver 
which we have given the Abbe Lusthier, will acquire the value of 

g old in his hands.” Albert then went out to find the curate of 
le church of the Capuchins, gave him the necessary instructions, 
and received his promise to be ready at five minutes past mid- 
night. 

At nine o’clock in the morning my toilette was commenced, in 
which I was to appear before the mayor. I wore an Indian mus- 
lin gown, with a train, high body and long sleeves, that buttoned 
at the wrist, and which were then called amadis , the whole was 
trimmed with magnificent point lace. My cap, made by Made- 
moiselle Despaux, was of Brussels point, crowned with a wreath 
of orange flowers, frpm which descended to my feet a veil of fine 
English point, large enough to 'envelop my person. This cos- 
tume, which was adopted by all young brides, differing only 
according to the degree of wealth of the parties, was in my 
opinion much more elegant than the present bridal fashion. I do 
not think that it is prejudice for the past which makes me prefer 
my own wedding-dress — that profusion of rich lace, so fine, and 
so /Wieate, that it resembled a vapour} 7 net- work shading my 
countenance, and playing with the curls of my hair — those undu- 
lating folds of my robe, .which fell round my person with the 
inimitable grace and supple ease of the superb tissues of India — 
that long veil, which in part covered the form without concealing 
it, to the robe of tulle of our modern brides, made in the fashion 
of a ball-dress, the shoulders and bosom uncovered, and the petti- 
coat short enough to permit every one to judge not only of the 
' delicacy of the Utile foot, but of the shape of the ankle and leg,* 
while the head, dressed as for a ball, scarcely covered by a veil of 
stiff and massy tulle, the folds of which fall without ease or grace 
around the lengthened waist and shortened petticoat of the young 
bride ; no, this is not elegance. 

At eleven o’clock the General arrived, with the rest of his 
family. His mother had preceded him by half an hour, and 
during that short time had acquired rights on my filial tenderness 
and respect, which to her death she shared with my mother, and 
which I still feel for her memory. This excellent woman had 
seen me but twice ; but she had made a correct estimate of the 
mutual tenderness which subsisted between my mother and my- 
self. Her perfect goodness of heart and excellent judgment had 
inspired the thought of placing herself between us at the moment 
of a separation, which she foresaw would be so painful. Alas ! 


* Prince Talleyrand began life by saying what are called u witty things.” 
Being one day present at the Tuileries, when several ladies were to take an oath 
of fidelity between the hands of the Emperor on theii new appointments, he 
particularly noticed the beautiful Madame de Marmier who wore remarkable 

short petticoats in order to show the delicacy of her feet and ankle. Some one 
present asked Talleyrand what he thought of the tout ensemble : “ I think,** 
Jjajd the witty minister, u that her drese is too short to take an oath of fidelity.” 
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she knew at that moment better than I di4 what were my 
mother’s feelings: and I was far from understanding the Ml 
force of the words, which with tears that could not be restrained, 
she addressed to her, “ I will supply your place to her l” 

The General brought with him his father, his brother, Madame 
Junot his sister-in-law, Madame Maldan his youngest sister, and 
two of his aides-de-camp, of whom General Lallemand, then a 
captain, has rendered his name celebrated by the honour and 
fidelity of his conduct. General J unot had him attached to his 
staff* in Egypt, where he served in the fine regiment of chasseurs 
of the General-in-chief: Junot had a high esteem for him. The 
other officer was M. Bardin, son of an estimable painter, and him- 
self a very worthy man. He had wit, wrote pretty verses with, 
ease, drew admirably, and had # on this occasion laid all his talents 
under contribution for his General’s service* These two gentle- 
men were the General’s witnesses; mine were, the Count of 
Villemanzy, Peer of France, who has been dead two years, an 
intimate friend of my father, and M. Lequien de Bois-Cressy. 
M. Brunetierc, who had been my guardian, now acted as my 
father, together with Albert and my uncle Prince £)ci«eiriuif * 
Comnenus, who had arrived two days j>reviously from Munich. 

When we set out for the Rue de Jouy, the Rue de Saint Croix 
near our house was filled with people, mostly strangers in our 
quarter; and among them nearly all the principal Marchandes 
de la Halle . Junot was extremely considerate for the people of 
Paris, and was very popular witli them ; and I am convinced that 
in a commotion the mere sight of him would have restored tran- 
quillity ; he was very benevolent to them, giving alms to a very 
great extent. He could, moreover, speak the language of the Dames 
de la Halle admirably, when any advantage was to be gained by it. 

Four of the group requested permission to pay their compliments 
to me. It was granted, and, they entered the saloon, carrying 
each a bouquet, certainly larger than myself, and composed of the 
finest and rarest flowers, the price of whiph was greatly enhanced 
by the lateness of the season. They offered them to me with no 
other phrase than the following: “ Mam’zelle, you are about to 
become the wife of our Commandant, and we are glad of it ; 
because you are said to be kind and good. Will you permit 
us V And the two women embraced me heartily. Junot ordered 
some refreshments to all those who had been good enough, he 
said, to remember him on the happiest day of his life. We set 
out for the Municipality amidst their loud acclamations and the 
repeated cries of u Long live the Bride and Bridegroom !” 

On arriving at the Mayoralty of the Rue de J ouy, Faubourg 
Saint-Antoine, where it was Junot ’s whim to be married, not, 
as the Abb6 Lusthier supposed, to be less in sight, for in this 
case he would have contrived his matters very ill, but to gratify 
a friend; we were received and married by M. Duquesnoy, 
mayor of this arrondissement. He spared us the ennui of a long 
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discourse, and only addressed to us a few well-chosen words, 
which I have never forgotten. 

We returned to my mother’s and the day passed off much as 
all similar days do. When the hour of midnight struck, we 
crossed over to the church, and at one by the dock of the. legis- 
lative body, I entered the Hotel de Montesquieu, to the sound 
of the most harmonious music. 


CHAPTER* XLVI. 

•¥ « 

A grand dinner at my mother’s the day after my marriage — Junot’s friends and 
the rest of the party, a curious assemblage — Their characters and portraits— 
General Lannes the Roland of the Army — Duroc — Bessidres — Eugene Beau* 
harnais — Rapp — Berthier — Marmont, the best friend of Junot — Lavalette— * 
His marriage — The divorce — The negro and the Canoness — Madame Lavalette’s 
beauf^TaifS the ravages of the small-pox — The Bonaparte family— Madame 
Baeciochi in the costume of a literary society of ladies, 

Junot was much attached to his comrades ; all who had been 
connected with him in the army of Italy or the army of Egypt 
had special claims upon his friendship, and he was desirous of 
giving a dinner the day after liis marriage to eight or ten of his 
brethren in arms. My mother, who was always anxious to make 
him adopt what she called refined habits, vainly remonstrated, 
that this would be a defiance of etiquette ; that it would resemble 
a journeymen carpenter giving his companions a treat on his 
wedding holiday. Junot was firm, and my mother’s only resource 
was to invite his friends herself. r 

u But will they come to me without an* introduction ?” she 
inquired. Juno, assured her that they would ; and invitations 
were sent to Bessiercs, Lannes, Eugene Beauharoais, Rapp, and 
some others. Some of Junot’s friends, Belliard, Desgenettes, 
etc., were not yet returned from Egypt; jfeot those who were in 
Paris all met at my mother’s table. 

This dinner was extremely curious because it was a reunion of 
m parties. My mother's friends sat down beside the whole family 
of Bonaparte, and the new guests made a very interesting acces- 
sion to the party. At this time I knew none of the above-men* 
tioned friends of J unot ; I bad distinguished their names amid the 
acclamations of the people, when news of some fresh triumphs 
arrived ; but I was acquainted with no Generals except Moreau, 
Macdonald, and Buemonville, whom we had frequently met at 
Madame Leelerc's. It afforded me then great satisfismtmn to he 
introduced to those men who had seconded Bonaparte, M^lbad 
been to him at once good comrades, and good kbourers in ^m 
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tkm of that edifice of glory under which France now fouu&d 
an asylum from her distractions. >’;] 

General Cannes was also lately married. He had been more 
diligent than Junot, and had been for three weeks the husband of; 
Mademoiselle Louise Gheneuc, a young person of exquisite 
beauty. Lannes was then twenty-eight years of age, five feet five 
or six inches high, slender and elegant, his feet, legs, and hands, 
being remarkable for their symmetry; His face was not hand- 
some, but it was expressive ; and when his voice pronounced one 
of those military thoughts which had acquired for him the appel- ■ 
lation of the Roland of the army, “ His eyes,” said Junot, ' 
“ which now appear so small, become immense, and dart flashes j 
of lightning.” Junot also told me that he looked upon Lannes 
as, without exception, the bravftst man of the army, because his 
courage, invariably the same, neither received Recession or suffered 
diminution from any of those incidents which usually influence? 
military men. The same coolness with which he re-entered his^ 
tent, he carried into the midst of the battle, the hottest fire, and 
the most difficult emergencies. To this invaluable advantage 
Junot considered him to possess the most rapid coup-d’ooil and- 
conception, and the most accurate judgment, of any person he had 
ever met with, except the First Consul. He was, besides, ami- 
able, faithful in friendship, and a good patriot; he possessed a 
heart truly French ; a heart of the best days of the glorious Re-: 
public. One curious trait in his character was, the obstinacy with 
which he refused to have his hair cut short. In vain the First 
Consul begged, entreated him to cut it off; he still retained a short 
and thick cue, full of powder and pomatum. This mania nearly 
embroiled him with Junot, notwithstanding their friendship, on 
account of the latter having cropped the hair of the famous 
division of Arras, and in consequence the fashion became general 
throughout the whole army. # 

Duroc was next to Lannes in Junot’s estimation, and was a 
year younger than him ; his person was about the same stature, 
but with a superiority of manner and figure ; his hair was black, 
his nose, chin, and cheeks, were too round to admit of his features 
being at all striking, which even cast a shade of indecision over 
his countenance. Ilis eyes were large and black, but set so high 
in his head, that they did not harmonize with liis smile or any 
other expression, from which singular effect, those who were not par- 
tial to him, averred that lie was not frank ; but I, who was his inti- 
mate friend, who knew liishe&rt perhaps better than any other person, 
can affirm that it was all openness and goodness. Our friendship,^ 
which commenced in 1801 , and closed only with his life, was that 
of a brother and sister. Peculiar circumstances made me his 
confident, at first against his will, but afterwards with his entire 
acquiescence, in a case which must influence the happiness of his 
life.and which turned out unfortunate. "Numerous letters firowi 
him, which I still possess, written from all countries, certify that 
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it, was long ere he recovered his equanimity, and still longer before 
he could pardon those who, with one stroke, had given a mortal 
wound to his moral and political existence. 

Bonaparte, who was a good judge of men, distinguished him 
from his companions, and sent him to execute difficult missions in 
foreign courts ; this showed that he understood Duroc’s capabili- 
ties. I have a letter of his, dated from Petersburg, in 1802, in 
which he mentions the too flattering estimation he was there held 
in ; the Emperor Alexander, when lie visited me in 1814, spoke of 
many persons whom Napoleon had sent to him, and his opinion of 
A , Duroe was stillgtlic same as it had been described twelve years 
before. This is not the place to notice posterior facts, but I 
cannot forbear remarking, that I shall throughout have frequent 
^occasion to prove, that, far from "being ungrateful towards Bona- 
parte, as M. de Bqurrienne has inconsiderately advanced, Duroc 
was always amongst the most devoted of his adherents. 

Bessieres, at that time a colonel, was amongst Junot’s intimate 
friends. I always deplored the cessation of this intimacy, for the 
most futile and ridiculous cause imaginable ; and being frequently 
‘•called up9n to give judgment between them, I must confess, that 
I could not always think Junot in the right. Bessieres, who was 
ab^pl the same age, was a. stouter man than Lannes; like him, he 
was feom the South, as the accent of both sufficiently testified, and 
like him he had a mania for powder, but with a striking difference 
ito the cut of his hair ; a small lock at each side, projected like little 
dogs’ ears, and his long and thin Prussian cue supplied the place of 
the Cadogan of Lannes. He had good teeth, a slight cast in the 
eye, but not to a disagreeable extent ; and a rather prepossessing 
address. He was then Colonel of the Guides , that is to say, of 
the Chasseurs a cheval of the Consular guard, jointly with Eugfene 
Beauharnais. 

Eugene was yet but a child ; Initial ready gave promise of being, 
what lie afterwards became, a most charming and amiable young 
man. With the eveeption of his teeth, which, like his mother’s, 
were frightful, his person was perfectly attractive and elegant. 
Frankness and hilarity pervaded all his actions ; he laughed like 
a child, but never in bad taste. He was good-natured, gracious, 
polite without being obsequious, and a mimic without being im- 
pertinent, which is a rare talent. He performed well in comedy, 
sang a good song, and danced like his father, who had derived a 
surname from his excellence in this art ; in fine, lie was a truly 
agreeable young man. He made a conquest of my mother, 
whom he wished to please, and completely succeeded. Bcauhar- 
nais, the father, who was called the beau dameur , though well 
born, was not of a rank to ride in the king’s carriages ; and Jose- 
phine, his wife, was never presented. He alone was invited on 
account of his daRc%^ ana frequently had the honour of being 
the Queen’s partneir. 

f Rapp was then what he continued to be twenty years later, 
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with the exception of a few additional wounds. It is Itue he/i 
had in vain- passed through all the forms of courts, French and I 
foreign, but with manners the most rough, ungraceful, and awk- 
ward, that ever belonged to a man of the world. But if ih courts ; 
he never lost his rude, uncultivated exterior, so also he preserved 
pure and intact a disinterested soul and virtuous heart. Rapp l 
was always esteemed and loved, because he deserved to be so. * » 
Berthier was the one of Junot’s friends with whom I had the 
greatest desire to become acquainted. I had seen him frequently at 
Madame Visconti's, but always in a hurry; and at this period 
the name of Berthier was so closely connected wijh that of Bona** 
parte, that in hearing him mentioned, the memory called up Par- 
menio, at least. Berthier was small and ill-shaped, without being 
actually deformed ; his head waS too large for his body ; his hair 
neither light nor dark, was rather frizzed than curled ; h|s fore- 
head, eyes, nose, and chin, each in their proper place, were, how- 
ever, by no means handsome in the aggregate, His hands, 
naturally ugly, became frightful by a habit of biting his nails ; 
add to this, that he stammered much in speaking, and that if he 
did not make grimaces, the agitation of his features waif so Tapid 
as to occasion some amusement to those who did not take a direct 
interest in his dignity. So much for. his person; he was^the 
plainest of the three brothers ; Caesar was better looking than he, 
and Leopold still better than Caesar. Madame d’Ogeranville, their 
sister, resembled Alexander Berthier. With respect to his mind, 
his heart, and that which we call understanding, I shall have occa- 
sion hereafter to notice the judgment I have formed of them ; I 
must however add here, that he was an excellent man, with a 
thousand good qualities, neutralised by weakness. But I deny 
that Berthier deserves the character his biographers have given of 
him. He not only loved Napoleon, but he was much attached to 
several of his brother officers^; and often braved the ill-humour 
of the Emperor, in speaking to him of such of his friends as had 
committed faults. Berthier was good in every acceptation of the 
word. 

u The best and dearest of my friends,” said Junot, after having 
presented his comrades separately to me, c ‘ is still in Italy ; Mar- 
mont will soon return with his wife, to whom I shall introduce 
you, and whose friendship I hope you will obtain, giving yours in 
return ; he is a brother to me .’ 1 

M. De Lavalette, another of my mother’s guests on that day, 
was no bad representation of Bacchus : a lady might have been 
proud of his pretty little white hand, and red, well-turned nails ; 
his two little eyes, and immoderately little nose, placed in the 
midst of a very fat pair of cheeks, gave to his countenance a truly 
corfiic expression, in aid of which came the extraordinary arrange- 
ment of his head; not the locks only^bp| the individual hairs 
might be counted, and they received distinguishing names from 
the wits of the staff— as the invincible, the redoubtable, the cou- 
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rageous ; and one in particular, which defied the discipline of the 
comb or the hand, and pertinaciously stood upright, they called 
the indomptable. v 

But notwithstanding this personal appearance, and an address 
almost burlesque, Lavalette knew how to impose respect, and 
never suffered merriment to take unwarranted liberties with him. 
He had sense and wit ; had seen much and retained much ; and 
related multitudes of anecdotes with remarkable grace, resulting 
from a cast of ideas at once quiet, brilliant and acute. M.de 
Lavalette, was not, however, a superior man ; the horrible and 
infamous prosecution of which he was the object, has placed him 
on an eminence which he would never otherwise have attained ; 
but he had the essential qualities of a good father, a good hus- 
band, and a faithful friend. 

He»arried a few days before his departure for Egypt, Made- 
moiselle Emilio de Beauharnais, daughter of the Marquis de 
Beauharnais, brother-in-law of Madame Bonaparte. This young 
lady* of extreme beauty, gentle, and thanks to Madame Bonaparte, 
her aunt, very well educated, had considerable difficulty in mar- 
rying, on account of the position of her parents. Her father 
obtained a divorce from his #ife that lie might marry a German 
canoness; and her mother married at the same time a negro. 
The poor abandoned child was fortunate in having attracted the 
affections of such a man as Lavalette, which she warmly returned. 
Her husband, however, had not reached Egypt before the bride 
took the natural smallpox, and scarcely escaping with her life, 
lost her beauty. She was in despair, and though by degrees the 
trace subsided, and the marks of the pustules became less evident ; 
though her figure was still fine, her complexion dazzling, her 
teeth good, and her countenance pleasing, she could not reconcile 
herself to the change of which both before and after his return, 
she felt conscious that her husband must be sensible. The deli- 
cacy of his conduct never gave her reason for a moment to sup- 
pose that his attachment was in any way diminished ; but her 
sighs and tears, her profound melancholy, and weariness of life, 
showed that she could not overcome her own apprehensions ; the 
good and excellent Lavallette had but one wish and that was that 
his wife should be happy. 

Lueien, Minister of the Interior, could not be at my wedding 
dinner, but Madame Murat, though about to lie in, made an 
effort to join us. Madame Leclerc was in the height of her 
beauty. ( Madame Bacciochi was dressed on the occasion with a 
degree of* eccentricity, which even now is fresbto my mind. She 
had? preyed in the morning over a female literary society ; and 
propo^ng to establish a peculiar costume for the associates, die 
considered that the readie^| way to effect her purpose, was to have 
a patt|rn made and tt herself, and in this new dress she 

| afterwards came to tfry mother; such a medley of the Jewish, 
r Roman, Middle Age, and modern Greek costumes, of every thing, 
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in tlu^ except French good taste, was I think never Bern, i 
To see Madame Bacciochi thus attired, was not surprising, be* 
cause we were accustomed to her singularities ; but it was impos- 
sible to resist the ludicrous impression she created by declaring 
her intention of offering such a dress to the adoption of all good 
Christians. 


CHAPTER XL VII. 

The two parties brought together — Affected politeness, and concealed contempt 
—The visiting card — Rapp and M.^eCaulaincourt — Tragi-comic scene — M. 
de Caulaincourt’s tribulation — The duel prevented, and the reconciliation— 

. General Lannes — Military manners — Powdered cues* and singulap prepos- 
session — Colonel Bessieres and General Augereau. - 

A comic effect was produced by the unusual union of parties % 
which took place on this occasion. (|p one side contempt 
was disguised under the appearance of extreme politeness, but' 
combined with a hauteur which .Announced that this politeness 
was in deference to the mistress of the # housc ; and an occasional 
smile, or whispered observation, betrayed the opinions of the an- * 
cient noblesse upon the manners of their new associates. Our 
good little papa, M. de Caulaincourt, was perhaps, the only per- 
son of this class who was sincerely gay, and paid his compliments 
with the frankness of a soldier, combined with the elegance of a ► 
courtier; but an incident occurred, which for a time damped his 
cherefulness. 

He had known Rapp at the Tuilcries, and it was not without 
surprise that he recognised him in our society. Approaching me, 
he asked, in an under-tone, whether that great boy, pointing out 
Rapp, had paid his visit to my mother ? I answered in the ne- 
gative. “Then at least lie has left his card?” — “No.”—* -“But 
my dear child, it is not possible, you must have been so absorbed 
in admiration of your corbeille , as not to have seen him; it is not 
credible that a man should come and sit down in the house of a 
woman of good society, and eat at her table, without having first 
been introduced, and paid his respects to her.” > As he was 
proceeding in a very animated tone, Rapp crept softly behind 
him, then hallooed into his ear : “ What are you talking of, dear 

K pa; please to move out of my way on a wedding-day, you 
ow, tne old must give wav to the young and so saying, he 
threw his arms round the old gentleman’s waist, lifted flim gently 
from the ground, and set him a<prn at a little distance. 

M. de Caulaincourt’s good hatui^ made him generally fee- 
loved; but under it was concealed a ftapgth of character known 
only to those who were much in his society : and suc| a1focuii|* 
stance as the present was calculated to show him off, as abi^brod 
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French gentleman, in the true acceptation of the word. Looking 
at Rapp, with an expression of dignified severity^ he said : 

u Colonel ! you and I are neither old #saigh, nor young 
enough for such play;” then lowing cpldl^^-^mh he offered 
me his arm, saying, u Will you come passing in 

the next room 

The worthy man was agitated. I led ihim through my 
mother’s room, which was filled with co&pany, and made him 
sit down in mine, which ttiy mother had converted into a second 
boudoir. Junot was surprised soon after to find me consoling 
my old friend, to whom I was endeavouring to represent that 
the matter did not deserve the serious turn he was disposed to 
give it. I repeated the whole to Junot, who, in spite of the old 
gentleman’s opposition, for M. de Caulaineourt would by no 
means permit that he should seek apologies for him, went to 
remonstrate with Rapp, and in five minutes brought him to us, 
ready to fall on his knees to entreat pardon for the brutalities, 
which Junot had assured him he had committed. “ And Junot 
tells me also,” he added, turning to me, “ that I have failed in 
** respect te you, in acting so rudely in your presence. I might, 
however, fully refuse to beg pardon, because apologies are only 
necessary when one has done wrong intentionally, and certainly 
* I did not intend to offend!” 

It was impossible to forbear laughing at this quaint excuse, 
and M. de Caulaineourt, frankly holding out his hand, said to 
him, “ You are a good fellow ! and I shall be happy to become 
one p.f your friends.” Rapp pressed the old gentleman's hand, 
wifib a very pretty little hand of his own, not at all in consistence 
with his massive figure ; and here ended an affair, from which 
my friend’s nigh feelings of honour had threatened nothing less 
Rian a duel, except that my mother w'as so offended with Rapp, 
that slie scarce ever spoke politely to him afterwards. 

M. de Caulaineourt, dining at our house some days afterwards, 
requested an introduction to Cannes, who, of all the republican 
OeneiwS, was the one who pleased him best. I passed my arm 
through his, and led him to the other end of the saloon, where 
Cannes was conversing with J unoif^ General,” said I, “ per- 
mit me to present to you M. de tirolaincourt, an ancient and 
distinguishedfgeneral officer, who wishes to be acquainted with 
you.” 

The pleasing countenance of Cannes was immediately illumi- 
nated with a cordial smile, and shaking him roughly by the arm, 
he said: “Ah, my old friend! I like the ancients; there is 
alwajp scathing to be learnt from them. To what branch of 
tho Mryiee lid you belong ? W^ere you biped or quadruped ?— 

' osy ^Aik^jbiabk ; I believ ^ ou'lfe at present attached to the 
Royal PjW$g!^ W&s, that, astonished at Cannes’s 

• • .■• • if much more ridiculous in French, than 

k can bl rendered in osjr language. 
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reception, aUd the rolling artillery which at that time made 4 
copious part ol lii# voeab||lary, M* de Gaulamcoiirt .• had ; b©e& 
seized with a sey$i| fit of et^fghing, which he could not stifle. 

“Ah! ■ said the General, patting him 

upon the a choking child, “ whythif is an infill: 

mity that requirea\|elbini, Junot; you must maft Lassalle enrol 
him/ 1 Lassalle i|en qgpmanded the veterans of the gatiison 
of Paris, but was no raStion to the farpous general of tne same 
name. The good old gentleman scarcely knew whether to laugh 
or to be angry. Meanwhile Junot whispered a word to the 
General ; who, suddenly changing his tone, said, with an express 
sion almost respectful, “ What, are you the father of those 
two brave young men, one of whom, notwithstanding his early 
age, is colonel of a regiment df carabineers ? Then you must 
be brave yourself! — you have educated then% for the country, 
and you have not, like too many of your class, sold twm to 
foreigners. You must be a good man ; I must embrace you/* 
And so saying, he threw his arms round him, and embraced him 
heartily. 

We left the two comrades to resume tliPconversatiou we had 
interrupted, and went to rejoirtimy mother in an adjoining^ 
saloon. “What do you think of General Lannes?” said 
“ Oh ! very well ! very well. But I expected a different kind] 
of man ; for example, he swears like a renegado, it makes one' 
tremble. To be sure, he may be a good soldier and a bravo 
man, for all that.” — “And what more could you expect in 
General Lannes, than a soldier distinguished by his vajpur^nd 
his skill in beating the enemy V ’ — “ Why, my dear child, wMt 
could I think ? It was the fashion of dressing|his b|pr that .Re- 
ceived me. I thought that if a man knew how to dress himself^/ 
he must have something of the manners of other times ; hOwf 
could 1 think otherwise ?” f> A f 

This naive confession stupifeed me. “ Im it possible, then,” i 
said I, “ that you have judged a man only by his cue. j to You| 
were very fortunate in not having encountered GeneraPRii^p| 
reau, in whom you would tere found yourself much more mws* 
taken.” At this moment agffSat man passed us, and saluted 
me with that expression ofWspect which is found only in well- 
educated persons. “And who is that V f * said 5Hde Caulain- 
court, “ he is powdered too I think,” — “ It is Colonel Bessiihw; ] 
shall I introduce him to you, my little papa?” “flcy, m,( 
said lie hastily y “I have had enough of introductions for! 

It was in vain I assured him that Bessieres le|t tjm : oa$|| in 
the barracks; he felt no in^ption for the 
when, some time afterwards, n^met^Greneral Augereau^fro , 
membered mv words, and had^^oTOprtunity of proving';Rl^r 
truth* The General surpassed ele# hinself in 

Madame Junot*-*you 1 . x r ■*, 



WO NAPOLEON, HIS COUKT AND FAMILY. 

poor friend, in relating the conversation he had had with Gene- 
jgaJ Fructidor, as he called him, could not find words to express 
tike astonishment he felt at the language he had heard. 

From this time he had such an apprehension of cues and 
powder, that hg. was very near cutting off his own ; but this 
temptation was temporary, as may be imagined. He contented 
himself with no longer trusting all the Q#dog$fo$ he met. 


CHAPTER XLVIII. 

u 

ation to the First Consul and Madame Bonaparte — The Court of 
; the ’Pfiiieries and the* Empress’s entrance — Duroc and Rapp on the steps — 

. Eleven o’clock — Politeness of Eugene de Beauharnais — The yellow saloon — 
Gracious reception by Madame Bonaparte — Amiability of llortense — Con- 
versation with the First Consul — Bonaparte’s opinion of Mirabeau — The 
rogue and the tribunes— *M. de Cobentzel and singular reserve of Bonaparte — 
Wit of Bonaparte upqd the society of the Faubourg Saint-Germain — Por- 
trait of Mademoiselle de Beauharnais. 

, Sr, 1 

'/ft 

The following day I was to be presented to the First Consul 
and Madame Bonaparte. It was a great affair for my mother; 
she occupied herself upon my toilette with more minute care 
than I imagine she had ever bestowed upon her own in the 
highest tide of her vanity. One thing ^disturbed her much ; 
there was no etiquette, no ceremonial. “ Nevertheless, he affects 
the little king,” said my mother. The truth was, that at this 
time the interior 0$, the First Consul’s family was like that of a 
very rich man, with no more forms ; Madame Bonaparte had 
not even yet ladies in waiting. 

W$ went to the Tuileries after tjie opera, Having the ballet of 
Psyche in the middle, that we might not be too late, and ar- 
rived at ten o’clock. My heart beat as we alighted at the pavilion 
of Flora, at the door which precedes that in the angle so long 
called the entrance of the Empr$$$, As we ascended the five 
or six steps before the door on tffe left, leading to the apart- 
ments of the ground-floor, we met Duroc and Rapp* “ How 
late you amr said Duroc. “ It is near eleven o'clock/’ — 
u Ah !” added the brave Alsatian, “ Madame Junot is a worker 
of marvels; she is about to make an infidel of our good Junot.” 
And he burst into aloud laugh. 

I was dfsirous of turning back ; but Junot replied, “ Madame 
Bonaparte desired me to come here after the opera /’ — “ Oh ! 99 
said Duroc, “it is quite a differgnt thing if Madame Bonaparte 
has appointed the hour/’ ' 

At this moment the folding door of Madame Bonaparte’s 
apartment* ©penfed, and Eu^ftne de Beauharnais ran down. He 
was sent by Ms mother, because/ having heard the wheels of a 
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carriage within the court, and finding that no one came up, she 
began to fear, lest by mistake, arising from the lateness of the 
hour, I might be told that sle could not receive me. X Wife 
sensible of this attention, and the more so, as the messenger wis 
himself very fit to dispel apprehensions of a doubtful reception* 
M. de Beauhamais gave me his arm, and we piered the large 
saloon together^: This fine apartment was so obscure, that at 
first entering I saw no one in it; for it was lighted only by two 
chandeliers placed on the mantelpiece, and surrounded with 
gauze to soften the glare. I was much agitated on entering : but 
an observation from Eugene de Beauharnais, contributed wonder- 
fully to restore my composure. You have nothing to fear,” said 
he; “ my mother and Sister are so kind !” These words made 
me start; no doubt I might experience that emotion . .which 
a young woman is so liable to feel at a first presen|ip6n to 
strangers, especially when she has some reason to imagine that 
she may not be very cordially received : but my spirits recovered 
surprisingly. 

Madame Bonaparte was in the same place which she then 
occupied as mistress of the house, and where afterwards she was 
seated as sovereign of the world : 1 found her before a tapestry 
frame, prosecuting a work, threejtbhrths of which was performed 
by Mademoiselle Dubuquoy, whose Ingenuous hint that Marie^ 
Antoinette was fond of such employments, had inspired Jose- 
phine's inclination for them. At the other side of the chimney 
sat Mademoiselle Uortense de Beauharnais, an amiable, mild, 
agreeable girj ; with the figure of a nymph, and beautiful light 
hair. Her gracious manners and gentle words were irresistibly 
pleasing. 

The First Consul was standing before the ehittney with hi$ ; 
hands behind him, fidgeting as he had already the habit of 
doing ; his eyes were fixed upon me, and as soon as I recovered 
my srif-possession I found that he was closely examining me; 
but from that moment I determined not to be abashed, as to 
allow myself to be overcome by fantastic fears with such B man, 
would be ruin. 

Madame Bonaparte st^iM up, came forward, took my two 
hands and embraced me, saying that I might depend upon her 
friendship. “I have been too long Junot’s friend,” sne con- 
tinued, “ not to entertain the same sentiments fSr his wife, par- 
ticularly for the one he has chosen.” — “Oh! oh! Josephine,” 
said the First Consul “that is running on very fast 1 IXow do 
you know that this little pickle is worthXoving? Well, Made- 
moiselle Loulou (you see i do not forget the names of my old 
friends), have you not a word for me ?” 

He had taken my hand, and drawing me towards him, looked 
at me with a scrutiny which for a moment made me cast down 
my eyes; but I recollected myself immediately: “ General,” I 
replied smiling, “it is not for me to speak first.* 1 Tke slight 
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'-’bjrqw would have been imperceptible to any other 
but I knew his countenance well': he smiled almost in- 
•'■iSRfttyi and said* “Very well parried. Oh! the mother's 

S irit. Apropos, how is Madame Permon?'~“ 111, General. 

re buffers much ; for two years past her health has altered so 
seriously as to cause us great uneasiness ” — “ Indeed ! so bad 
as that ; I am sorry to hear it, very sorry ; make my regards to 
her. It is a wrong head — a devil of a spirit ; * but she has a 
^generous heart and a noble soul.” 

I withdrew my hand, which he had held during this short col- 
loquy, and took my seat near Madame Bonaparte. The conver- 
sation became general, and very agreeable. Duroc came in, 
and took part in it. Madame Bonaparte said little on subjects 
she ^4 hot understand, and thereby avoided exposing her igno- 
Her daughter, without saying more than is becoming 
to a fining girl, had the talent of sustaining the conversation on 
agreeable topics. The events at this moment passed in rapid 
succession, and afforded large matter of conversation. M. de 
Cobehizel was expected at Paris ; his arrival was spoken of, but 
without any relation to politics. Madame Bonaparte said that 
she had heard some one observe upon the astonishing resemblance 
between Count Louis de Cobentzel and Mirabeau. “ Who said 
that? ” asked the First Consul, hastily. “ I do not exactly recollect. 
Barras, I think.” “ And where had Barras seen M. de Cobent- 
zel? Mirabeau!— he was ugly: M. de Cobentzel is ugly— - 
there is all the resemblance. Eh , pardie t / you know him, 
Junot ; you were with him at our famous treaty, and Duroc too. 
Hut you never saw Mirabeau. He was a rogue, but a clever 
rogue ! he himself did more mischief to the former masters of 
this house, than the S'tates-general altogether. But he was a 
rogdb.” Here he took a pinch of snuff’, repeating. " He was a 
bad man, and too vicious to be tribune of the people; not but 
in mv tribunate there were some no better than he, and without 
half his talent. As for Count Louis de Cobentzel — ” 

He took another pinch of snuff, and was about to resume his 
observations, but stopped as if struck by a sudden reflection. 
He thq&ght, perhaps, that the first Magistrate of the republic 
shouldnbt so lightly give his opinion upon a man just named 
by a jgreat power to treat with him. He stopped then with a 
senteBCg half uttered, and turning to me, said, 

“ I hope that we shall often see you, Madame Junot. My 
intention is to draw round me a numerous family, consisting of 
my Generals and their young wives. They will be friends of 
my wife and 4f Hortense, as their husbands are mine. Does 
that suit yoqj I warn you that you will be disappointed if you 
expect to fo§§ • hem . your .fine acquaintances of the Faubourg 

♦ I have already said that I shall preserve the turn of Napoleon’s phrases, and 
hk manrier of speaking it was original ,*^and at once oriental and bourgeois* y, 
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Saint-Germain, I do not like them* They at# my 
and prove it by defaming me. Tell them from me, as yotUE 
mother lives amongst them — tell them, that I am not afraid ot 
them.” This sentence, spoken with harshness, gave me 
easiness from two causes : it was disobliging both to JumgPl&d' 
to me; it seemed to reproach him for taking a wife fr6fh a 
hostile society, and to hint that I came into his own with un- 
friendly dispositions; f if could not forbear answering, perhaps 
hastily, J 

“ General, excuse me if I cannot consent to do what is not 
in the province of a woman, and particularly in that of General 
Junot’s wife ; and permit me to carry from you to tpy friends 
only messages of peace and union ; I know that they desire no 
others.” And this was true. I would not interrupt the T^pon 
of this interesting interview to describe the person and majwfers 
of Mademoiselle de Beauharnais, but I think it would be an 
injustice both to her and my readers to omit to describe her 
such as she appeared at my first introduction to her. 

Hortense de Beauharnais was at this time seventeen years 
old; she was fresh as a rose, and though her fair complexion 
was not relieved by much colour, she had enough to produce 
that freshness and bloom which was her chief ^beauty ; a pro* 
fusion of light hair played in silky locks round her soft and 
penetrating blue eyes. The delicate roundness of her figure* 
slender as a palm-tree, was set off by the elegant carriage of 
her head ; her feet w9te small and pretty, her hands very white, 
with pink, well-rounded nails. But wnat formed the chief at* 
traction of Hortense was the grace and suavity of her manners, 
which united the creole dullness with the vivacity of France^ 
She was gay, gentle, and amiable ; she had wit, vyhich, without v 
the smallest ill-temper, had just malice enough to be aliasing. A 
polished and well-conducted education had i mpro ved natural 

talents ; she drew excellently, sang harmoniously, and pefformed 
admirably in comedy. In 1800 she was a charming young girl ; 
she afterwards became one of the most amiable princesses of 
Europe. I have seen many, both in their own court # md in 
Paris, but I never knew one who had any pretensions tpip&al 
talents. She was beloved by every one, though of 
surrounded her, her mother seemed to be the least ccAisci<p||t*f' 
her attractions; I de not mean to say that she did hot loi^llter, 
but certainly she did not express that degree of maternat Sec- 
tion which Hortense de Beauharnais merited. Her brother 
loved her tenderly; the First Consul looked upon her as bis 
child ; and it was only in that country so •fertile**!*! the in** 
ventions of scandal, that so foolish an accusation could have 
been imagined, as that any feeling less pure than paternal affec- 
tion actuated his conduct towards her. The vile calumny hilt 
with the contempt it merited, and is now only ren^nibamd jfan •, 
be confuted. ' 
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CHAPTER XLIX. 


The wedding-ball — List of guests — Swearing — Invitation to the First Consul— 
His visiting-cards — Diplomatic breakfast — Visit to the Tuileries, and invi- 
tation to Madame Bonaparte — The Monaco and les deux Coqs — The First 
Consul’s closet — Charm of his physiognomy — The First Consul accepts an 
invitation to the ball — The first anniversary of the 18th of Brumaire, and the 
ball deferred — M. d'e Caulaincourt’s indiscretion. 

My mother had determined to give a ball on the 15th day 
after my marriage ; it was an ancient custom, and though not 
now the fashion, she would by nc means forego it. One evening 
when had dined with her, she required our assistance in 
arranging her plans : “ For this ball,” said she, “ must be one 
of the prettiest that ha$ been given this long time past; my 
house, it is true, is very small, but it must be turned into an 
enchanted parterre of flowers. Come, take your place at the 
desk, Madame Laurette, and make out our list of invitations, 
for all your husband’s friends must be of the party.” Junot 
thanked her, and kissed her hand. “ Oh ! surely,” she replied; 
“ your friends are my friends now, only they swear rather too 
much : and you, I have been told, can do so too when you are 
angry ; you must leave off that ugly habit, it does not become 
a gentleman.” — Junot laughed, and held up his finger to me. 
“ What, because she tells me that you swear,” said my mother. 
i( No, I hope she will never cease to pour all her confidence into 
my maternal ear; besides, remember, she has not yet made ac- 
quaintance enough with your ear for it to supplant mine ; but 
come, to work.” 

Junot took |he pen, and wrote down all the names of the 
ladies, beginning with Madame Bonaparte and Mademoiselle 
de Beauharnais. He then waited for the name with which my 
mother would commence the list of gentlemen. 

“The First Consul of the French republic, one and indivi- 
sible; is not that the style?” said my pother. “ The First 
Consul !” we all exclaimed together. “ Yes, the First Consul ; 
is there any thing astonishing in that? I am tired of being on 
bad terms with any one, and besides — ” “ And besides/' said 
Junot, laughing* “ you think that perhaps you were more in the 
wrong than he.” " f 

“ No, no/' sai^: my mother, u that is quite another affair. 
He was in the/ wrong altogether ; but I considered, that as 
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Laurette might be daily in his society, these sort of quarrels 
might produce disagreeable effects for her, and I wished to -pre- 
vent that — was I not right V 9 We embraced her. “ But the 
invitation,” she added , " is not all ; do you think he will 
it? do you think he will cdine?” — u I am sure of it ; only’)wc^ 
the hour that will suit you besL and I will come to fetch you/* 
said Junot, enchanted at this prospect of reconciliation between 
his mother-in-law and his beloved General. 

My mother looked at him with an air of astonishment, per- 
fectly laughable — “ Fetch me! to go where?” — “ Where V 9 
returned Junot, as much surprised in his turn ; “ to th#Tuileries, 
to tender your invitation to the First Consul and Madame 
Bonaparte.” — “ My dear Junot^” said my mother, with the ut- 
most seriousness and sang-froid, " you are quite, nay, perfectly 
mad.” — “ It seems to me that what I say is, nevertheless, very 
sensible ; that nothing, in fact, can be more reasonable,” replied 
Junot, somewhat disconcerted by the apostrophe. — “ And I tell 
you, you are mad. Would ydu have me go to request General 
Bonaparte to come again to my house, after having forbidden his 
appearance there ?” * 

“ How, then, do you propose to invite him V* asked Junot, 
with an accent impossible to describe.* “ Truly, how should I 
invite him ? but precisely'in the same manlier as I do every one 
else, except that the card shall be all in writing, and I will write 
it all in my own neat hand, which he knows perfectly well.” 

Junot strode up and down the room, exclaiming, “ But that 
cannot be ! You had better not invite him at all ! He will 
think that you intend him a disrespect .”— 1 u He would be much 
mistaken then. But he would think no such thing ; and you 
will see, that after having received my note of invitation, he will 
do as all well-bred men would ; he will call on me before the 
ball, or at least he will have a*card left at the door.” — “ Do you 
think, then,” said Junot, in the utmost surprise; “that he 
keeps visiting cards?” — “ And why not? My dear child, be- 
cause Bonaparte gains battles, is that any reason that he should 
not visit V* 

For a long time my inclination to laugh had been suppressed^ 
with the utmost difficulty ; Albert, throwing himself back, in his 
arm-chair, had given way to his from the first ; and this last 
observation, together with the stupified astonishment of Junot, 
who, with his mouth half open, could not find words to answer, 
was altogether too much for my gravity, and I burst into one of 
those fits of wild mirth which one only enjoys at sixteen. My 
mother and Junot were still no less serious; my mother at 
intervals murmuring, “ I do not see why he should not visit, 
and certainly I shall not go first.” My brother and* I became 
by degrees more reasonable, seeing that she was perfectly in 
earnest, and certainly intended that the First Consul should 
come first to hen Now, it is true, that not even a thought of 
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royalty was yet attached to bis name ; but already for twelve 
months he had exercised the supreme authority of the state ; 
and this power had placed him on an elevation which appeared 
: ^tti|pi v patural and becoming to fans ^ he .was there, because it 
was&is proper place. 

Albert knew my mother’s charad(i% and that by further op* 
position we should irritate without persuading her ; he there- 
fore sat down to the desk, and requested her to dictate her list, 
whichffehe did with as much self-possession and composure as if 
the ^irst Consul had never existed. The list consisted of seventy 
men andl|ipty ladies — a large number for so small a house ; but 
then, as notv, it was* a pleasure to be crowded, and the greatest 
approbation that could be expressed the day after a ball was, 
‘ What a charming fete ! we wC'ie almost suffocated.” 

The next morning Albert breakfasted with us, and it was re- 
solved in our little council that we should all three proceed im- 
mediately to the Tuileries, and, in my mother’s name, make our 
personal request to the First Consul and Madame Bonaparte, 
to honour with their presence the ball my family were to give on 
the o'ccafc'ion of my marriage ; taking good care to say nothing 
of the written invitations which had been intrusted to me for 
(delivery. (Madame Bonaparte received us in the most gracious 
I manner; it was in such cases that she appeared to the utmost 
l advantage. She had already gone through all that a royal 
( novitiate demanded, and it can scarcely be imagined with what 
\ ease she stepped into the station of Queen. She accepted of 
>onr invitation for herself and Mademoiselle de Beauhamais ; 
the latter, she said, was absent from the Tuileries. She seemed, 
•however, by no means willing that we should extend our invi- 
tation to the Fipt Consul. “ He has been,” she said, “ but to 
j two fetes since his entry upon the consulate ; the one at Morfon- 
jtaine, where policy led him to meet the American envoy ; the 
5 other was the ffite given him by the Consul Cambaceres, bn his 
* return from Marengo ; and besides,” acldfed she, “ he dances 
but little.” 


My sister,” said Albert, with his natural mildness of manner, 
“ will not readily adtnil that ; the First Consul has often, very 
often, danced the Monaco and les deux Coqs, with Laurette, to 
the sound of my eldest sister’s piano. Do you know. Madam, 
that we may claim almost the rights of fraternity with General 
Bonaparte?” — “ Yes, he has often told me so,” she replied, with 
an affectation (^friendliness, But this was.not true, for I know 
that the Firs£|ponsul never spoke of my mother to Madame 
Bonaparte, except she herself led to the subject, which she was 
not fond of doing. # 

A&er taleing leave spf , Madame Bonaparte* we proceeded by 
tbe 8taircase of the.lhiivfliwii of Flora, to the apartments of the 
First Consul. Theaidecde-camp in waiting observed, that the 
hour of, admission was past./ “But I have an appointment,'- 
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said Janet. “ And, Madame ?” asked Hie aide-de-camp. Be 
was the unfortunate Lacuee, kilted at Austerlitz, nephew of t he 
Comte de Cessac, and cousin of M. de Beausaet 

“We are too recently mpried, my friend,” replied J unot,“ ip 
be more than one and thep^ne person ; therefore, announcer me 
if you please ; and though ladies do not often come to trouble 
your hermitage, show that you%now how to be gallant, and giee 
my wife your arm to the closet door.” When the dour was 
opened, and the First Consul saw me, he said, smiling vert good- 
humouredly, “ What means this family deputation ? — there is 
only Madame Permon wanting to its completion. l|^he afraid 
of the Tuileries, or of me?” — “ My General*” said my husband 
immediately, “ Madame Permon would gladly have joined us, 
but she is very ill, and finds it Impossible to leave her chamber, 
to come to request a favour of you, which s)je is very desirous 
to obtain. My wife is charged to address to you her petition in 
form.” 

The First Consul turned towards me with a smile, saying, 
“Well ! let me hear! What do you wish for?” It is difficult, 
if not impossible to describe the charm of his countenance, When 
he smiled with a feeling of benevolence. His soul was upon his 
lips and in his eyes. The magic powei; of that expression at a 
later period, is well known ; the Emperor of Russia had expe- 
rienced it, when he said to me, “ I never loved any one more 
than that man !” I told the General what had been agreed 
upon, and had scarcely ended my little harangue, when he took 
my two hands, and said, “ Weil ! I shall certainly be at this 
ball. Did you expect I should refuse ? I shall go moat wil- 
lingly.” Then he added a phrase which he often repeated : 
“ Though I shall be in the midst of my etmmies, for your 
mother's drawing-room, they tell me, is full of them.” 

Junot now made a sign to # us to take leave ; we accordingly 
made our parting salutations, and the First Consul, after press- 
ing my brother’s lia&d with as much cordiality as if we were 
stfll m my father’s house, inquired on what day this ball should 
take place. “ Next Monday, General ; it is, 1 believe the 10th 
of November.” 

“What! the 10th of November,” said the First Consul, 
going to his scrutoire ; “ that seems to me to be some particular 
day ; let me see ; ” and as he spoke, he found the calendar he 
was seeking. » “ I thought so,” he added, on consulting it. “The 
10th of November is the anniversary of the 18th Brumaire, and 
I cannot join a party on that day. Your motup 1 * will have no 
company ; your acquaintance of the Faubourg Saint-Gerraaift. 
will certainly not quit their retreats to make a festivafeof the 
anniversary of the re-establishme^t of the Republic. >d$bat 
concerns me personally” and h ^countenance as he spoke 
assumed an expression serious and severe, “is of little can- 

Madame Junot— vql. i, r 
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sequence, but I must see the Republic respected ; it would not, 
therefore, be suitable that the anniversary of the day which 
restored it to us entire, should be celebrated otherwise than as a 
finally festival. I do not refuse Madame Permoa’s invitation if 
you will name another day.” 

The change was immediately resolved upon, and he himself 
named the 12th of November. “Do you receive Josephine?" 
he inquired. I answered, that Madame Bonaparte had accepted 
for heteelf and her daughter the invitation winch my mother, to 
her great i egret, had not been able to give in person. 

“Oh i | ha\e no doubt but Madame Permon is ill,” said the 
First Consul ; “ but there is idleness, if not some other motive, 
which I will not mention m her absence. Is there not, Madame 
Loulou !” And so saying, he pulled my ear and hair till lie 
made my eyes wafer, which I was not sorry for, as it furnished 
an excuse for not answering this blunt interpolation, and for the 
colour which flushed my cheeks. While this was passing be- 
tween us and the future master of the woild, a good scene took 
place in the apaitments of Madame Bonapaite below stairs. 

M. de Caulaineourt paid lu& couit veiy attentively to Madame 
Bonaparte; an old friendship or relationship between them, was 
connected with a iemcn\biancc of piotection of his pait, and of 
gratitude oir ters. She was, m consequence, on very good teuns 
with my little papa, and almost every morning, the pony, with 
its velvet saddle and gilded bndle, trotted from the Rue des 
Capuchins to the Tuileucs. Ifeie it arrived on the morning of 
* our visit, just as we had left Madame Bunaparte, and the con- 
versation natmally falling upon the invitation we had brought, 
M- de Caulauicourt, to whom my mother had related all that had 

{ mssed on the piecedmg night, gloiymg in the film stand she 
lad made m favour of a wutten invitation, unceremoniously ac- 
cused me of having mistaken my instructions, and very innocently 
repeated to Madame Bonaparte all that he had learned from my 
mother, of whose plans he perfectly applied. This unlucky 
incident produced a lather awkward denouement on our 
return tothe saloon ; but our apologies were graciously accepted* 
and whether or not the truth ever reached the ears of the First 
Consul, it produced no visible result. 

My mother easily peiceived that it wrould be ridiculous for her 
to celebrate the anniversary of the 18th Brumaire; the change 
which we had made in tkn day, consequently received her per- 
fect acquiescence, and pmamtoft without any observation. 
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CHAPTER L. 
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The ball and Che flowers — The first cminiry r dance — AlademoiseHs^le Beauhar* 
natg, Mademoiselle de Perigord, Mademoiselle de C^seaux, ana imrself— llie 
minuet de la Heme and the gavotte— The fine dancers — Madame Leclerc and 
the toilet of Madame Bonaparte — Npise of horses, and the arrival of the First 
Consul — The dance interrupted — The Fust Consul’s gray gieat-coat— -Long 
conveisation between the First Consul and M. de Tallfyiand — M. Laffitte and 
the three-corneied hat — M.de Trtfnis and the grand bow — 1 he First Consol 
listening toa dancing-lesson — Bonaparte not fond of long speeches— 1 merest- 
mg conversation between Bonaparte and my mother — Jeiome, his debts, his 
beard and superfluous travelling case. 

All was preparation in my mother's house for the expected 
ball, which she intended should be one of the most agreeable to 
be given this year in Paris. Our friends also looked forward to 
it with much impatience. My mother lrad already refused the 
requests of above foity men and twelve women for tickets. She 
was delighted when such requests were made to her. The 
arrangements for ornamenting the house were peifect ; and when 
at length all the trees, plants, and flowers assumed the place! 
her taste appointed them, and innumerable lights shone among 
them from lamps of every colour, the staircase and hall perfeji^y 
resembled an enchanted palace. 

Madame Bonaparte arrived about nine o’clock, accompanied 
by her son and daughter, find led by Colonel Rapp. My 
mother met her in tb^ middle of the dining-room, the other ladies 
she received at th# door of the saloon. She was polite and 

f radons to every one, as she so well knew how to be. She con- 
ucted Madame Bonaparte to the arm-chair on the right of ttie 
fire-place, and begged her, with the liospi table grace of the 
South* to make herself perfectly at home. She must have ap- 
peared to her, what she actually was, a very agreeable and 
charming woman. 

My mother was, perhaps, the prettiest woman in the room, 
after the First Consul's two sisters. She had been for some 
time in tetter health, and the respite from suffering had restored 
to her features that harmohy and regularity in which her beauty 
consisted. She wore on this evening a dress, made by Madame 
Germon, of white crape, trimmed with bunches of doublf jolt* 
ouils. Its form was Grecian, folding over the bosom, and 
fastened on the shoulders with two diamond clasps. Her head- 
dress had a degree of eccentricity in its composition wfihSh be- 
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name her admirably* As she could not, or rather did not choose 
Jo appear on the occasion of my marriage with her hair wholly 
^uncovered, she had a toque of white crape (made by Leroi, 
who then lived in the Rue Des-Petits- Champs, and had already 
acquired some reputation), through the folds of which her fine 
black hair appeared, resembling velvet, intermingled with 
branches of jonquil, like those which trimmed her gown. The 
flowers were furnished by Madame Roux. She wore in her 
bosom a large bouquet of jonquils and natural violets, but ex- 
hibited neither necklace nor jewels of any kind except two very 
fine diamond drops in her ears. This attire was set off by a 
person whose elegance of figure and manner were at least her 
most striking ornament. I was proud of my mother. 

At a quarter before nine o’clock Junot went to the Tuileries, 
to be ready to attend the First Consul to my mother’s, but 
found him so overwhelmed with business that it was impossible 
for him to name the hour at which lie could arrive ; but he was 
desired to request as a favour that the dancing might commence, 
the First Consul ghing his assurance that he would certainly 
come, however late he might be compelled to make his visit. 
The ball then was opened at half-past nine. Junot danced 
with Mademoiselle dc Beauharnais, Euacne de Beauharnais 
with me, liippolytc de Rastignac with Mademoiselle de Caseaux, 

,and Mademoiselle de P> with M. Dupaty. M. de Trenis 

*was not yet arrived, nor M. Laflitte. These gentlemen were at 
;this time in the extreme of every thing that is inconceivable ; 
land to join a party, at two or three o’clock in the morning, was 
} nothing extraordinary with them. 

I had this evening, in the opinion of my mother and all our 
‘’old friends, an important duty to fulfil: it was to dance the 
minuet de la cour and the gavotte. For three weeks Gardel’s 
long lessons had been renewed, that this minuet, which with my 
s whole soul I detested, might be executed in perfection. 1 had 
entreated my mother to spare me this painful exhibition, but to 
no purpose. Not to dance the minuet de la Heine at a bridal 
ball, would have been a dereliction of all established customs, 
which she could not by any means sanction. 

M. de Trenis belonged to our society : lie was a worthy man, 
and far from meriting the character which he gave himself, of 
being nothing but a dancer. Unpossessed much information, 
And some wit j natural gdod sense &nd a correct judgment, very 
capable of appreciating tbe ridiculous extravagance of bis own 
words; that of his dress, though in the height of the fashion, 
was by no means so exaggerated. As of all the fine dancers 
of the,4if*he w|j9 the one with whom we were the most ac- 
quainted,]! had engaged him to dance the minuet de la cour 
with m?* noping to be legs timid with him than with MM. 
Laffitte or JDupaty. 

At half-past ten, General JSonaparte w&s&Qt arrived; every 
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one else was, and the five rooms m lay lather's strife ofaparfc. 
ments wero much more than conveniently crowded* Alt tlife 
Bonaparte family except Joseph, who, I believe, wasthenat 
Luneville, came early. *■ W -£\'y &>]■** .•■ 

Madame Leclerc, always beautiful and elegant, had tak$ri 
her seat at a distance from her sister-in-law, whose exquisite 
taste in dress never failed to put her out of conceit 4 

own appearance, how carefully soever ^ toilet had been f0% 

formed. , “ 1 do not understand,” said “ how a peiwA 

of forty years old can wear garlands of flowers V* 

Madame Bonaparte had a wreath of poppies and golden eaii 
of corn upon her head, and her dress was trimmed with the, 
same. I was afraid that she would foolishly make the some 
compliment to my mother; and unwilling that a stupid remark 
should spoil the pleasure of the evening, I answered that my 
mother, who was older than Madame Bonaparte, had also 
flowers on her head and round her gown. Madame Leclerc 
looked at me with an air of astonishment; “But it is quite 
different, quite a different thing,” said she. ; 

At a few minutes before eleven, the trampling of#the* First 
Consul's horse-guards was heard. Very soon afterwards the 
carriage drove up to the door, and almost immediately he ap^ 
peared at the entrance of the dining-room, with Albert and 
Junot, who had received him in the hall. \ My mother advanced 1 
towards him, and saluted him with her most courteous obeisance§ T 
to which he replied with a smile, f 

“ Eh ! Madame Permon, is that how you receive an old | 
friend ?” and held out his hand. My mother ga^ve him hers, | 
and they entered the ball-room together. The heat was exces- ! 
sive. The First Consul remarked it, but without taking off’ his I 
gray great-coat ; and was on the point of making the tour of f 
the room, but his eagle eye had already .observed that many j 
of the ladies present had not risen at his entrance ; he was ; 
offended, and passed immediately into the bedroom, still re- \ 
taming mv mother’s arm, and appearing to look at her with l 
admiration. & j 

Dancing had been discontinued as soon as he appeared, and j 
Bonaparte soon perceived it, by the stillness of the saloon, from 1 
whence issued only the murmuring sounds produced by the qb.** J 
eervations made upon him in^n under-tone. I 

“ Pray, Madame Permonft said “ let the dancing be re*v 
sumed; young people must be amused, and dancing is their 
favourite pastime. I am told, by thq by, that your daughter j 
dances equal to Mademoiselle Chaiheroiv # I must see it# i 
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a Mademoiselle Chamevoi was the finest dancer at ihe opera. At this periods. 
Eugene Beauharnais was attached to her. 1 1 was on the occasion of her funeral* { 
that the singular history of die refusal of the curate of St. llikk to bury an 1 
tq<A; place. Stu died veiyy out jgv, ' ‘ < 






Jtndif fo* wHL you ted I will daaee the monaco, the only out 

. *.-.■< .^•,. 

i ^ I have not danced these thirty years,” replied my mother* 

9 41 Oh! you are jesting. \ou look to-night like yourdmigh- 
sister/’ 

M. de Talleyrand was of the party. The First Consul, after 
having spoken to us all in the most agreeable maimer, entered 
into a conversation with him in my mother’s bedroom, which 
lasted without interruption for three-quarters of an hour. To- 
wards midnight, he returned to the saloon, and appeared de- 
termined to make himself perfectly agreeable to every one. 

How great soever my repugnance to dancing this unfortu- 
nate minuet, I had no choice but to answer to the summons of 
my mother, who, without concerning herself whether I was 
maid or wife, expected me to be always obedient to her com- 
mands. At that time it was customary for young people to 
conduct themselves dutifully to their parents, not only from 
respect, but to avoid giving them pain For a moment I thought 
myself safe. M. de Trenis w as called for, but could nowhere 
be found*?, I went to tell my mother; but gained nothing. M. 
Laffitte was requested to supply his place. He had no hat ; 
my mother soon found him one. All these difficulties removed, 
1 at length vyent through the dreaded minuet, having whispered 
to Gardei not to allow the gavotte to be played; and reckoned 
my last courtesy a real happiness. M. Laffitte was reconduct- 
ing me to my seat, holding in one hand an enormous three- 
cornered hat, that he had borrowed of I know not whom, and 
leading me with the other, when we met M. de Trenis. He 
looked at me with so terrible an air, that I became uneasy 
for the consequences of having danced the minuet with another 
person. 1 told him mildly, that I had waited till past midnight 
and that my mother had at length j required that I should dance 
With M. Laffitte. hope, my dear sir, that you will forget this 
non-observance of my engagement, and particularly as your ab- 
sence was its sole cause.” 

acquiesced in his disappointment, and seating himself 
betiveei^my friend Mademoiselle de Merigny and myself com- 
menced a most ludicrous harangue upon the regret he expe~ 
mtiped, which was the greater on account of my share in the 
loss; u for 1 shall never, never forget the spectacle 1 saw,” added’ 
ht*!,;: I was alarmed, and entreated an explanation ; which, after 
listening to most highHown complements on the excellence of 
my own dancing, l obtained at length in the following terms t 
u That you should danpia minuet with a man — a good dancer, 
no doubt ; yes, he dancel well, but if he dance a country-dance 
well — he never, never in his life, kn$w how to make the .grand 
bow witl^Ae b^---he cannot make the grand bow.* 

Mademoiaeliede Merigny and I could not help laughing* 
But ML de Trenis was top deep in his su^eet to attend to tho 
. • 'r. ' • .. 
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«nsse ©f mt merriment ** That seems to surprise you/Mie crmtfc- 
wiled ; 4t I am easil y believe it Not to know how to put on on©% 
hat !— -for that is the science— i|p» not difficult to expiaiu—stay 
—give me leaved Then taking «s both by the hand, he lad 
us to tny mother’s room, where there were but few persons, 
and placing himself before the glass in the pier, hummed the 
dose of the minuet air, and began the salute with tb© most 
perfect gravity, putting on his cocked-hat with all the effect so 
important an affair demanded. The ladghing fit returned with 
redoubled force ; but the comedy was not yet complete, Junofc 
had jomed*us, and the First Consul, whose presence had not ad 
yet caused us any constraint, on account of his close convex 
sation with M. de Talleyrand, now stepped gently behind M* 
de Trcnis to share the amusement with which this original was 
providing us. He made a sign to Junot to engage him to con- 
versation, which was easy, if dancing were the subject; provided, 
however, that it were seriously treated. For he never laughed, 
he said, except the air of a country-dance was very gay, and 
then the orchestra compelled him to smile. u How do you agree 
with M. Laffitte?* said Junot, with as serious a countenance 
as he could command. 

* e Why,” replied he, u as well as two men of talent can be 
supposed to agree when so nearly upon an equality. But he is 
an honest fellow, not at all envious of my success. It is true, 
that his own may well render him indulgent. His dance is 
livelv and powerful. He ha«* the advantage over me m the first 
eight measures of Panurge’s gavotte. But m the jetes ! oh! 
there he has no chance : he ha^ nerve, but I have grace/* 

The First Consul opened his eyes and ears, altogether unac- 
customed to such rant. “ It is prodigious/* said he at length : 
u this man is much more irrational than many who arc confined 
in mad-house*. Is he a fnenjJ of yours V 9 

“ Not exactly ; but he is an intimate acquaintance ; that is to| 
sav, we see him twice a week. But, except at a ball, he never* 
talks of dancing, and can reason cleverly upon the manners of 
ancient Greece ; it is a portion of history he has very muchj 
studied. He speaks several languages ; and Albert say3, is! 
worth more than his reputation/' 

Bonaparte never listened to so Jong a discourse; I have 
learned that it never answered to make long speeches to him. 
He had returned to his place near M. de Talleyrand ; I saw by 
the direction of his eyes tha^he was speaking of M. de Trenis. 
He met my eyes fixed upofi him, and called me to him, to make 
me a compliment ©n my mother's ball f bis praises seemed al- 
most a reproach. My mother had been perfectly polite to him; « 
but it appeared to me that she should have been more cordial. 

I went to her, and, persuading her to walk with me, led her to* 
wards her own chamber, where I found tine First Consul m the 
spot where I had quitted him ; but Junot and M.de Villemaasy 
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had replaced M. de Talleyrand. As soon as the First Consul 
saw my mother, he went direct to her, and said, “ Well! Madame 
Pennon, w hat have you to say, to one of your old friends ? It 
seems to me that you easily forget them. Do you know, I 
thought you very rigorous the other evening, and at the very 
time one of your friends held his knife in* readiness !° 

“ O horrible!” exclaimed my mother; “ how can you, 
Napoleon, say such things ? — Per Dio tacete ! tacete /” 

“ But why would you not return my friendly salute ? I took 
the first moment of recognising you to make it.* 

My mother alleged the weakness of her eyes, and not without 
cause ; for they became very useless in the last years of her 
life ; but General Bonaparte would not be put off with thi6 
excuse. €i What am I to think \ ” said he ; “ are we no longer 
friends V * , 

“ Non posso dimenlicare , cavo Napoieotie, che siete % figlio dell y 
arnica ; fratello del mio buon Giuseppe , del caro Luciano , e di 
Pduletta — The First Consul made a movement, which I 
noticed, and replied with a bitter accent: 

u So, then, if I still hold a place in your regard, I owe it to 
my mother and my brothers. It may well be said, that to ex- 
pect friendship from a yvoman is to expect the sands of the 
desert to remain fixed.” 

This discussion gave me pain ; it seemed that my mother 
remembered that, unfortunate quarrel excited by one of our 
cousins, who never could indemnify us for the affection which 
we lost through his means. The First Consul walked in silence 
towards the fire. My mother was seated upon a sofa opposite 
to him, her arms crossed upon her bosom, and shaking her foot 
£n the fashion which usually preceded a violent scene. Albert, 
going to and fro between the chamber and the saloon, at this 
moment approacted General Bonaparte to offer him an ice. 

“ I assure you, said he, “ that neither Madame Permon nor 
myself lequire ice; indeed, 1 believe we are petrified; I knew 
very well that absence deadened remembrance, but not to such 
point this.” He touched an unlucky string. 

“ TiwIjH” said my mother, with a constrained smile, but with 
her lipA a ufficiently opened to show her two-and-thnty pearls 
(on which General Bonaparte cast his eyes ; he spoke of them 
to me4he following d^y); “ tiuly ! one may be permitted to 
after an interval of some years. Did you not wish to 
pei^Me me that it was difficult to remember, after a few days, 
an action which affected the fate of am etotire life?” 

u Ah !” exclaimed lid First Consul;? and his countenance 
darkened in an instant;^ He knit that brow 1 , the movement ofc 
which already agitated the universe ; his under lip pressed 
stroigrly Igainst the other ; and,*JoMng his hands behind him, 
he Jwtifed a fm paces without speaking ; but all this was 
scarify visible, as Junot and^ my brother toWmc, when I re- 
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turned from joining in a country-dance. The first Conoid 
promptly resumed his air of serenity^ and seating himself beside 
my mother, looked attentively u^her hand, which he had taken 
to kiss. 

“ It seems to me that you do not correct any of your faults, 
Madame Permon?” and he pointed to the bitten nails of her 
fingers. 1 

“ No,” said my mother, u they and I have grown old together. 
Leave all in its place ; it is only you who are forbidden to remain 
as you arc ; you have still so many steps to climb before you 
reach the summit of your glory, that to wish you repose would 
be to wish harm to ourselves.” 

“ Do you really think as you speak ?” 

11 You know my sincerity. I do not always say all I think; 
but I never say what I do not think. Have ^you forgotten my 
frankness V 9 

Bonaparte took my mother’s hand, and pressed it affec- 
tionately. At this moment the clock struck two. He asked 
for his carriage. 

u Will yoty. not stay supper V 9 asked my mother. • * 

“ I cannot possibly,” said he, with an accent of regret; 
u but I will come and see you again.” # 

My mother smiled, and shook her head gently. 

“ Why that smile ! do you doubt me, Madame Permon? If 
in this evening either of us have doubted the friendship of the 
other, 1 do not think it is I who should be accused of having 
caused that suspicion. Yes, 1 shall, come and see you again. 
The Signora Laetitia shall bring me, since I must rest my claim 
to your regard upon her, or upon Joseph, or upon Lueien, or 
even upon Paulette; who knows ! perhaps upon Jerome. Speak- 
ing of that brave little citizen, )ou brought him up well while I 
was far off. I find him wilful, and wilful in bad things. The 
Signora Laetitia spoils him so totally that I inrich doubt whether 
he will mend where he now is.” 

To speak of Jerome was to touch another cprd which vibrated 
very sensibly on my mother’s ear. u He is an excellent lad,” 
said she ; “ all warmth of heart, and good sentiments* .Jerome 
is a true sailor ; let him tan himself in the sea-air, and he will 
return to you a Duguaj-Trouin, or at least aDuquesne.” 

This was not the only time in the course of the evening that 
my mother had advanced an opinion with which she ty&ajiot 
perfectly satisfied ; but she loved Jerome, I believe, as 

well as she loved me, and her partiality really went a great way. 
The First Consul was right when he sakf, that at his return, he 
found his brother singularly educated. The seniors of the 
family had taken care that every thing should be in good order; 
that is to say, Jerome was at the College of Juilly, and waa 
frequently visited there by his family ; but himself still more 
frequently visit^J Paris, to offer t respects of a young gentle* 
Madams Juect— vol. r. % 
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mm of fourteen to Mademoiselle Emilie and Mademoiselle 
Hortense de Beaubarnais ; then believing himself a man# the 
studies went on as they might# Jerome and I were of the same 
age ; my mother, who coupled with his birth the unhappy cir- 
cumstances of the death of M. Charles Bonaparte, lovea him so 
much the more* In general, she had a .warm affection for all 
the brothers, but had her preferences amongst them, as amongst 
the sisters. Madame Leclcre was her favourite, and to such a 
degree, that I, who could not share her prejudice, often had 
warm discussions with her on the subject, in wnich perhaps 
jealousy might have its share. At that time I loved Madame 
Murat the best of Napoleon's sisters, and Joseph and Lucien 
were, with the First Consul, those of the whole family whom I 
preferred. Jerome had been vety much loved, very much spoilt, 
not only by my n\othor, but by my brother, and indeed by all of 
us. I did not find that, when he advanced in life, and conse- 
quently when his sentiments might be expected to develop 
tnemselves, he was to my mother in particular what he ought 
to have been. I do not accuse him, but I shall have future 
occasion* to prove that 1 was not mistaken, l’ut^his, after all, 
is no crime. ^ 

The First Oortsul icjated to us this same evening, while 
speakirfg of Jerome, that lie had contracted one of the oddest 
debts that could be imagined for a youth of fifteen. The First 
Consul was at Marengo: his brother was already in the service ; 
but being too young to be bi ought into battle was left at Paris. 
On the return of the Fust Consul, Bourncnne was presented 
with a number of bills, amounting in the whole to a considerable 
sum, the payment of which was pressing. Amongst the rest 
Biennais figured in paiticular for eight or ten thousand francs. 
Great: inquiries were made, and many repot ts were spiead, as to 
how so laige a debt could have amen ! At length it was dis- 
covered that M. Jerome Bonaparte 1 had purchased of M. Biennais, 
Rue Saint- II 011016# at the sign of the Singe Violet, a magnificent 
travelling-case, containing every thing that could be invented 
by elegance and luxury, in gold, mother-of-pearl, siher, and 
ivory, the finest poieelains, and the most beautifully-executed 
enamete; in short, the whole was a jewel. But one very essen- 
tial thing was wanting to this diessing-case, and that was a 
beaid. to make it useful ; for whatever it contained would admit 
of no other application. Razors, shaving-pots of all sizes, in 
silver and china; combs for^the tmti$4pcfte$ ; in short, every 
article of convenience for shaving# but#ie beard was wanting; 
and, unfortunately, the young mot| Who was but fifteen had 
some long years to wait for it. The JPtrst Consul told this little 
history in a very entertaining style* ^ ? 

When he left my mother's on tb# ball-night, he promised to 
come again to see her, but my mother had preserved so much 
disteo^eof manner in their conversation# as was likely to prevent 
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all renewal of intimacy. I believe, however, that the definite 
rupture must be attributed to a cause, natural perhaps, bat 
which was indelicately made use of. I Shall frequently have 
occasion to revert to this subject — my pen takes it up in- 
voluntarily. * 


CHAPTER LI. 

The tribunes and long harangues — The consular court ms3 the Roman forum 
— M. Andneux — Lucien, the author of the 18th Jfrumaue — Depression of 
Lucien, and lemarhable visit — Lord Malmesbury — Madame Bonaparte and 
her bi other-i n-law — Kinbanassmnil of the Lust Conful — Lucien announces 
his departure. — The road to the thioni — Lucien’s childrcnJ^Secrecy of Lu- 
cien's journey — The little beggar — Poitiait of Lucien— Jit&chellc family 
and injustice repaued. ^ *** * 

At the period of my marriage the consular court was rather 
singularly organized. Its airangement wassomewfo^ affected 
by the strong prejudices of the Fust Consufi He^vtshed it to 
be on a grand style, yet was feaiful of incurring the reproach 
already directed against him by seveial tribunes, who, mistak- 
ing the Palais Royal where equality no longer existed, for the 
Roman forum, delighted m making long harangues in which 
Cajsar, Brutus, Pericles, Solon, Aristides, and Lycurgus, all 
found a place, but winch had no more reference to the un- 
fortunate French Republic, than if its locality was beyond 
Tobolsk. 

In the speech delivered by Andrieux towards the Hid of 
Vencttmiaircy France was at least mentioned, and attention pointed 
to her affairs; but with ih£ exception of lome immoderate 
eulogies on several of our generals, this discourse was but ill 
calculated to answer the exigency of a moment, when, recalled 
almost from the brink of the grave by the powerful ascendancy 
of an extraordinary man, union and vigilance amongst her sons 
became even more necessary, to guard against the too command- 
ing influence of that ascendancy over her destinies* 1 am, in 
my own mind, persuaded, that had Bonaparte encountered a 
reasonable resistance, a continual warning from one of the orders 
of the state instituted by himself^he would have learned to cuib 
that impetuosity, which, meeting no check from without, he 
suffered to lead him gn unstrained. 

The Republic, or rather that republican Will, which, from 
the 9tii Thermidor to the 1%h Fructidor , 1797, alone remained 
to us, was still represea$&4 at court by one man, wbo entered 
on the political arena precisely at that moment. A real passion 
for liberty was the sacred passion which inspired him. His 

z 2 
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» head was filled with republican and Utopian ideas, which would 
have been perhaps impossible to realize, although engendered 
by a soul of the purest and noblest sentiments. I speak of 
Lucien Bonaparte. He called himself Brutus at Marathon, 
w and this mixture of the Greek and the Roman was at this time 
f much laughed at; but a single bond served to reconcile the 
incongruity, an ardent desire of establishing and maintaining 
the Republic in France ; not that republic whose very remem- 
brance excites a shudder in the most hardenecL^earts, those 
times which, far from being a consequence of tne revolution, 
constituted a deviation from it, but a republic, such in short as 
a great people may possess. Alas ! are we not ourselves an 
impediment to its establishment? 

Lucien, immediately after thfe 18 th Brumaire, was appointed 
Minister of the Interior.* 

It is unfortunate that a prejudice, for it was certainly 
nothing else, prevented his being elected Second or Third 
Consul. 

At first sight, the participation of two brothers in the Con- 
sulate wtfuld naturally lead to the conclusion that but one will 
direct the Executive; whereas, in leality, the national interest 
would have been far better defended than by a man such as the 
Consul Lebrun, who, unquestionably honest himself, was never- 
theless too readily disposed to affirm every proposition, even of 
his second, and stffi more of his first colleague. 

In accomplishing the events of the 18 th Brumaire, at which 
he had laboured with an influential activity, whose remembiance 
should never have deserted Napoleon, it cannot be doubted that 
Lucien believed his brother would confer on France a govern- 
ment that should render her at once happy at home, and great 
and formidable abroad. < As for war, it was then looked upon 
meiely as a party of pleasure; in its prosecution, not only the 
glory but the good fortune of the ‘Fiench was calculated upon as 
certain. In the inteiior, on the other hand, misery was at its 
height: although not in the Consulate, as Minister of the 
Interior, much was in Lucien's pow er : the choice of prefects and 
of mayors; new r municipal laws to be given to the Communes; 
the whole mode of election to be reformed ; manufactures to be 
protected, which at that time were every where rising ; new dis- 
coveries to be collected ; and misery to he relieved by employ- 
ment, the only alms which should jbeAilowed on the people : 
all this he foresaw and undfrteM^^Mcourage and success.^/ 
But he soon appeared sad and u^KipmSiObstacles multiplied^ 
around him : he had spoken of tHS|^ iy brother-in-law ; my 

* M. de Laplace preceded him, but o||Pw days ; his pursuits tu 
science and those of the administration a#» not possibly advance together. 
W hen he was nominated, an acquaintance clpnine made, with two strokes of a 
pencil, a chturroin|/mtf& drawing of an astrologer falling into a well ; the resem- 
blance to M.de Laplace was perfect. 
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mother, who tenderly loved him, perceived it before he opened 
the subject. Lucien was unhappy, and doubly so, through the 
the means of his brother. But in justice to Bonaparte, 1 must 
declare that he was unworthily deceived with respect to his 
brother; he was persuaded of the existence of facts entirely 
false. He was even inspired by some one with uneasiness for 
his personal safety. He never yielded to these suspicions, but 
the voice which accused his brother was one very dear to him. 
It was evident that he sought with avidity every thing that 
could afford him a ray of consolation amidst that perplexing 
obscurity with which others endeavoured to fill up the distance 
that fate had just established between the two brothers, an interval 
which Lucien always respected, even when if fusing to acknow- 
ledge it, but which the First Consul should have overlooked. 
A violent animosity had, however, arisen between Madame 
Bonaparte and her brothers-in-law, which not only interrupted 
the domestic happiness of this numerous family, but proved in 
the end a source of the greatest misfortunes to herself. 

I visited my mother every day, and frequently dined with her. 
One day that we had dined alone, Albert and M. de*Geouffre 
being both absent, we had scarcely risen from table when Luciea 
arrived. lie was mournful, very serious, and appeared in deep 
thought. My mother remarking it, lie admitted it, and told us 
he was on the eve of departure; upon which my mother uttered 
an exclamation. “ Did not you know it?’* said he; “ I take 
(Jeouffre with me.” 

“ If you wish to let me know your affairs by my son-in-law,” 
replied my mother, “ command him to communicate them, for 
when you are in question he is a true Malmesbury.”* 

“Yes, 1 am going,” said Lucien, crossing his arms over his 
bosom and contemplating the fire with that sombre distraction 
which indicates an acute an^ profound grief: “lam going! 
my counsels displease ; and moreover there is at present a bar- 
rier between Napoleon and me which can never be removed, 
because it is beneath ttif character to justify myself, and there- 
by to recognise the legality of a tribunal which, on the contrary, 
I challenge. My brother believes the perfidious insinuations of 
a woman with whom he ought to be too well acquainted to 
sacrifice his family to her ; he suspects the fidelity of a brother* 

•Lord Malmesbury was^mLjga a Special mission to the Directory from 
England in the year VII,flK|^^i^lblieyrand was Minister for Foreign 
Affairs It is to be presu$||l§L 9Mr(| Malmesbury’s instructions were not 
very extensive, for at eve^SH j parded by Talleyrand, who, it may be 
observed, does not himself waswrSIny, Lord Malmesbury uniformly replied r 
“ Allow me to write home (“ Pcrmcttcz que Jen ecrive & ma 

cour”) And as we seldom faif^SSe advantage of the ridiculous, a caricature 
was exhibited, in which Talleyferapitepping up to the English Ambassador, in- 
quires how he is? and Lord Malmesbury shows him, according to the custom of 
caricatures, a long paper, inscribed with the words, “ Pcrmettez-moi d'en tcrire 
d ma c our ’* * i * 
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whose devotedness has been the sole means of opening to him 
the road to a throne.'” 

“To a throne !” cried my mother. 

Lucien replied only by a smile, at once melancholy and ex- 
pressive; “always remember, Madame Permon,” rejoined he, 
that I certainly had no such thoughts On the 18th and 19th 
Brumaire.” 

It way be well supposed, that in speaking afterwards of 
Lucien to the First Consul, I was careful not to repeat this part 
of the conversation. 

“Are you going far?’' inquired my mother. “I must not 
tell you ; I ought not to have announced my departure. I re- 
quest of Madame Junot not to speak of this conversation before 
her husband.” 

In fact some da^s afterwards Lucien quitted Paris. 

A carriage, containing Arnaud, a miniature-painter named 
Chatillon, and M. Felix Desporto, preceded him, and took the 
road to Amiens, while Lucien, in his ber/ine, with my brother-in- 
law, set out towards Bordeaux. 

lie had with him his two little girls, the youngest of whom 
was still in arms; and on these two little beings he lavished all 
the cares of the most attentive female. 

My mother, learning that he was going to take his children, 
advised him to leave them w ith the kind and excellent Madame 
Joseph ; but at the first word Lucien, starling from his chair, 
exclaimed, “No, no; I will not leave my children here; do not 
talk to me of separating from them ! I may be accused of levity, 
of easy morals, but at least neither mother, brothers, children, 
nor friends, shall ever have occasion to reproach my heart.” 
He was much agitated : my mother embraced him and said, 
“Well, you are right; take these poor little ones; they arc 
no longer blessed with a motherland a fond father can alone 
supply her loss.” 

A messenger was despatched after the carriage, which was 
journeying towards Amiens ; it changed its course, and rejoined 
Lucien near Bordeaux. I know not the cause of all this 
mystery ; perhaps it w’as designed to conceal from Austria, with 
whom negotiations were carrying on, the mission o§ the First 
Consul’s brother, as Ambassador to Spain. This could not in- 
deed be kept secret above seven or eight days, but that is much 
in diplomatic relations ; I state ^tjbe facts as they occurred : Lu- 
cien arrived at Madrid* *and replaced there two men whose 
abilities, when compared ^ithfiii, made k very mediocre appear- 
ance ; these were Berthier and Alquier. 

Some time after the departure of Lucien an affair was much 
talked of* and his enemies would {fin have misrepresented it ; 
but the following is the exact truth* The ages of the children 
are particularly accurate* a matter of some importance to the 
good or evil face of the story. / 
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* A boy el<®ren years of age, neatly dressed, was standing in 
the street des Petits Champs, near the Place Vendome, *and 
asking alms of persons in whose physiognomy he could dese*y 
a more than common share of humanity, A young man, 
wrapped up in a large blue grcat-coat, with knit pantaloons of 
gray silk, a round h§t, and gold spectacles, casually looked 
upon the child as ho passed. There was kindness in his coun- 
tenance, and his smile imboldened the p6or little importunate 
to hold out Jits hand ; the gentleman frowned, yet gave him a 
coin of douze 50<Mf*(sixpence). 

“ Why do you beg, child V 9 said he, in a severe tone* The 
poor child began to cry, pointing with his finger to a woman 
and two little gills, the eldest of whom was ten, and tire other 
nine, seated on the stone bench of the bouse which then stood 
in a little recess, where the passage to the Jacobin market 
now is. 

“These are my mother and sisters, v said he, sobbing, “My 
father is very ill, and I have a little brother younger than my 
sisters ; I cannot work, and we must eat, and give my father his 
barley-water: how can this be done if I do not bog?’’ # 

The gentleman overcome with such a tale of misery, ap- 
proached the woman, asked her some questions, and having 
taken her address, left her a lonis-d’oi*. 

On his retiuii to the Home Department, Lucicn, who has no 
doubt been recognised in the portrait I have just drawn, charged 
a confidential person to make inquiries respecting the Flechelle 
family. The result of these inquiries wa«i not only satisfactory, 
but of a nature to cxtoit a blush frotn the government, had it 
been possible for the Directory to blush for its evil deeds. P 16- 
clielle had been employed in the grant office, where his conduct 
was irreproachable, but in consequence of one of those intrigues 
too common under a venal government, he was dismissed with- 
out pension or indemnity ; mid, as security against his com- 
plaints, was calumniated to the minister of the day, who refused 
even to see lnm. This man had four children, and from an easy 
competence, his family were suddenly plunged into absolute 
destitution. Overwhelmed with grief, the vigilance of his wife 
alone defeated an attempt at suicide, and soon remorse occa- 
sioned arf illness. Lucien the next day sent them through his 
confidential agent, a hundred francs, and an abundant provision 
of sugar, coffee, candles, oil, etc., a cart-load of wood, and a sapk 
of coals : he also conferred on Flechelle, as a just indemnity, 
the brevet of a place hurrBfts, worth two thousand 

francs* f 

The agitating joy of the news proved too much for the un- 
happy father's frame, enfeebled by long illness; he died, and 
left his family again exposed to misery. Lucien, immersed in 
care3 at the moment of his departure for Spain, was unable 
then to assist them, but the excellent Mrs. Anson, meeting with 
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this desolate family, became a second consoling andtsuccouring 
to them. Attempts were made to report the story at 
' 'Dtfflpaison. in a very different light ; I took the liberty of re- 
presenting the truth. " The young girls are not sixteen or 

seventeen years of age,” said I to Madame Bonaparte, " for I 
have seen them.” — “ Then I have been deceived,” replied she, 
".but you have much affected me by the misfortunes of this 
poor family ; give mUMadame Flechelle’s address, for I will 
send to her to-morrow; I wish to have my part in the good 
work.” She sent them, I believe, forty francs. Madame Bo- 
naparte was often compassionate, but the universality of her 
protection and her recommendations often made her ridiculous, 
even in the eyes of those to whom she was benevolent. 


CHAPTER LI I. 


The consular court — Madame Bonaparte’s apartments — Functions of M. Bene- 
zeck and the republicans — The Aides-de-camp — Chamberlains — The grand 
dinners at the Tuileries — Improvement o£$norals — The ladies of the emigra- 
tion — Installation at the Tuileries — The two processions — General Joannes’s 
broth — The fortnight’s parades — Intercourse of the First Consul with the 
soldiers — My J^achemire shawl, and my father-in-law’s watch — The Swedish 
Minister and^the Batiste handkerchief — Btmaparte, a drummer, and the 
sabre of honour — The Baron Erpsworth — The King of Spain’s horses — The 
diplomatic corps in 1800 — M. de Lucchesini and the Italian harangue. 

The consular court at the moment of my marriage was at its 
highest point of perfection. Its etiquette was afterwards totally 
changed ; there w r as ceremony on one hand, while on the other 
the design was popularity, though Unsuccessful. 

Madame Bonaparte occupied the whole ground-floor of the 
Tuileries, which was equally her residence as Empress, and after- 
wards that of Maria Louisa. Adjoining her dressing-room was 
the small apartment of Mademoiselle dc Beauharnais, consist- 
ing of lier bedchamber, and a stud y scarcely of sufficient dimen- 
sion to render the smell of her oil-paints endurable, when she 
tb&;%inter # painted her brother’s portrait. The apartments of 
Madame Bonaparte were furnished tastefully but without luxury; 
the great reception-saloon was hung with yellow draperies ; tne 
moveable furniture was damask, the fringes of silk, and the 
wood, m&hogany. No gold was to be seen. The other rooms 
were not more richly decorated ; all was new an^d elegant but 

* This same winter of 1800 , the Tuileries caught fire, and Mademoiselle 
Beauhamais’s jjortrait of her brother/ which was a strong likeness, was consumed. 
This fire was imputed to incendfcries, but falsely; it was occasioned by ill- 
constructed flues. / 
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no more. The apartments of Madame Bonaparte, howeveiv^ 
were destined only for private parties and morning visits. 

The larger assemblies were held up stairs. As yet there was 
neither chamberlain nor prefect of the palace ; an old counsellor 
of state, formerly Minister of the Interior, Mi DeBenezeck, was 
charged with the internal administration of the palace, which 
was at first a little difficult to introduce amongst what remained 
of true republicanism. The functions of M. Benezeck em- 
braced those afterwards divided between the Gfrand Chamberlain 
and the Master the Ceremonies. The maitres d’hotel and 
ushers performed the subaltern offices, and the aides-de-camp 
supplied the place of "chamberlains. , p 

The First Consul was in the habit of dining two hundred 
persons every ten days. These dinners were given in the gallery 
of Diana, and the guests were of all ranks apd classes, always 
including the diplomatic body, which at this time was become 
tolerably numerous. The wives of civil functionaries, of generals 
and colonels, formed the society, for as yet no one ventured to 
say the court of Madanp Bonaparte. The General was rigid 
in the. choice he made, hot for his quintidian routs, but f6r the 
private and frequent invitations to Malmaison, and afterwards to , 
St. Cloud. It is a fact, which only prejudiced minds will dis- 
pute, that the First Consul ^fished to perpetuate, as far as lay * 
in his power, the amelioration of morals produced by the revo- 
lution. This will perhaps excite a smile in the perusal : never- 
theless, it is certain that the morals of the existing generation^ 
have been retempered by the revolution. 

Adversity is a hard school; its lessons have notlfen spared, f 
and we had not the example of a corrupt court to frustrate their 
advantages. Perhaps had the revolution not run ifs course, > 
such a change nil|>dit have been effected amongst the highest - 
classes by the same example which had been formerly so per- 1 
nicious. Louis the Fifteenth* had both poisoned Paris and the ; 
provinces with a breath of corruption, which spread as an in-» 
factious pestilence through the whole kingdom ; and all the/ 
virtue of the unhappy Louis the Sixteenth scarcely sufficed t# 
repress among depraved spirits, with whom all kinds of nloralit^ 
were a subject of mockery, the noisy and haughty expression of 
sentiments, which in their estimation belonged to good socie||i;' 
Vice and disorder were indeed no longer protected by the 
of the state, but levity and immodesty in all that related to th$\' 
reputation and fate of the female sex, were but too much in f 
vogue at the moment of the revolution. The misfortunes ofj 
that era cast a shade of seriousness even over those who by j 
age and fortune were placed in a sphere of noise and folly.? 
Celebrated names may be cited to the contrary, but my assertion! 
is hot thereby invalidated. Exceptions are said to prpve rules, t 

It is certain that in 1800, when tht court of the Tilleries was! 
formed, society wore an appearance of morality and domestic * 
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; virtue which it had never before displayed in France. The 
1 Noblesse, or what was at length by common consent denomi- 
nated the Faubourg Saint-Germain , was constrained to follow 
Ithe geneml current, although here again some exceptions were 
[known in ladies who founded their fame on the importation of 
^follies from Brussels, Coblentz, etc., and afterwards from Eng- 
land. Eventually, the imperial court, like all else pertaining 
(to sovereignty, spreaa its malign influence. It was, however, 
^comparatively but little open to censure, as the Emperor exercised 
{'a magical sway over every woman admitted to his court. But 
for the present we must confine ourselves to the Consulate, one 
of the most strikingly interesting periods of Napoleon’s life. 

When the different powers had adopted the new constitution 
proposed after the 18th Brummie, and which I believe was the 
fourth they were called upon to sanction, the Government quitted 
the little Luxembourg for the Tuilcries. It may be observed, 
that the First Consul, who had at first lodged the Third Consul 
in the Pavilion of Flora, soon retook the sole possession of it, 
and M. Lebrun, like Gambae6re& retired to the occupat ion of a 
private house.* The whole consular triumvirate, however, was 
present at the reception of ambassadors or of national bodies. 
The 30th Pluviose , in the, year VIII (19th Feb. 1800), the First 
Consul took possession of the pal?$jg of the kings, which indeed, 
from the commencement of the revolution, had been occupied by 
the National Representatives. At this time the Constitution of 
the 18th Bhimaire exalted the coiitilar power above all other 
national authorities : it represented, in itself, the French people ; 
j and such an authority required a suitable abode. (He who had 
I witnessed the removal from the Luxembourg to the Tuilcries, on 
the 30th Pluviose of the year VIII, if he had then fallen asleep 
. to the sound of military music, playing all our patriotic airs, and 
ihad been awakened by the thunder of cannon on the morning of 
(the 2d December, announcing that the Emperor Napoleon was 
\ about to be crowned by the Pope in Notre Dame,' would have 
^discovered a curious contrast between the two processions.) Tn 
Jthe first, on account of the scarcity of private carriages at that 
time in Paris, it was necessary to engage for counsellors of state 
and senators, hackney-coaches, whose numbers were covered 
with white paper, producing an effect far more ludicrous than if 
the numbers had remained visible. 

On the day of his installation at the Tuileries, scarcely had the 
First Consul arrived before he mounted his horse, and held a 

* 

* Cambac£r£s lived at the Hotel d’Elboeuf, in the Place Carrousel, opposite 
the Tuileries. The Consul Lebrun had the Hotel de Nomiles, Rue Saint 
Honors. This appropriation was made in conformity to the family wants of the 
two Consuls. Lebrun had his rnother-in-hiw and five children with him (his 
eldest danght^, who soon afterwards married M. de Plancy, the youngest, now 
Madame do Chabrol, add his flfPtre sons, Charles, Alexander, and Augustus 
Lebrun), ae required therefore a more spacious dwelling than Cambacditb, who 
lived alone. 
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review in the court? of the palace, which was not then surrounded 
by a- railing, but enclosed by ill-jointed boards ; and the Place du 
Carrousel was then small and very irregular. The change was 
rapid; a word from Napoleon was sufficient. *, *, 

The First Consul admitted that he waiP happy during his f 
reviews. — “ And you too, I am sure, are well content while I aqi | 
with your conscripts,” said he, one dayj|to General Lannes. ;; 
"You do not grumble because the parade retards our dinner fori; 
an hour.”- — “Oh! dear no,” replied General Lannes, “it is alii; 
alike to me, whether I eat my soup warm or cold, provided you| 
will set us to workout making a hot broth for those rascally/ 
English.” i 

He had an aversion for the English that I have never observed | 
in any other general of the Emperor’s army, even of those who ? 
had fought under the Republic.* # ; 

The quintidians (for we must speak the language of the period) : 
were chosen for reviews, or rather for parades, in the court of the 
Tuileries. These parades were a spectacle worth seeing, espe- 
cially during the Consulate. Under the Empire they might be 
more magnificent; but in 1800 their splendour Was wholly 
national. It was the glory of France that we contemplated in* 
those squadrons and battalions, which, whether composed of 
conscripts or veterans, equally impressed with fear the foreigner 
who surveyed them from the windows of the palace ; for the 
ardour of the young troo M^ as fostered by constantly beholding 
the old musketeers of tnPConsular Guard covered with scars; 
and were ready, even while under rfrms,>to si rig in chorus, like; 
the young Sparftms : 

Comme vous, un jour nous serons 
Vaillans et combattans, 

Nous aussi, nous vaincrons ! etc.f 

The First Consul took pleasure in these reviews, which would \ 
sometimes occupy him for five hours together, without a moment’s \ 
interval of repose. All the regiments in France came alternately I 
to Paris, and passed in review with the guards every fortnight at 
noon. The First Consul w r as, on these occasions, always at-, 
tended bv the aide-de-camp on duty, the Minister of War, the 
General commanding the first division, and the Commandant of 

* It is singular that the eldest son of the Marshal is married to an English-? 
woman, and it is reported that a younger son is about to follow the example. 
This proves that sentiments are not always hereditary, and happily, for hatred is 
but a sorry sentiment. It seems, however, strange to see the affections,, of a 
family ?.hus take a direction diametrically opposed to those of its head. I believe/! 
his daughter-in-law might have cured him of his prejudices; she is a beautiful, 
amiable, and charming person. If his brother chooses as well as the elder, h# 
will be welcome to bring us a new countrywoman. 

f We also shall, like ym, he one day, * 

Valiant warriors, ™ 

We also, we will conquer, etc. 
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Pans, the Commissary-general, the Commissaries of War at- 
tached to the city of Pans ; in short, all persons to whom orders 
, must be immediately transmitted, in case the First Consul 
should, iifthe course of the inspection, find any alteration or im- 
provement requisite; By this means no delay could arise in the 
communication of orders : every thing wa§ done instantaneously 
and satisfactorily ; for it w as well understood, that the eye of the 
Chief closely superintended all, and that if punishment were 
awarded to negligence, punctuality would be duly appreciated. 

Sometimes lie galloped along the ranks, but this was rarely; 
he never^findeed, sat his horse, unless the troops had already 
passed ihleyiew, and he was satisfied that nothing was wanting. 
Even then tie would address a few questions to two or three 
soldiers casually selected ; but generally after having rode along 
the ranks on liis white horse (le IJcsirc ), he would alight, and 
converse with all the field-officers, and with nearly all the 
. subalterns and soldiers, i His solicitude was extended to the 
most minute particulars — the food, the dress, and every thing 
: that could be necessary to the soldier, or useful to the man, 
divided his attention with the evolutions. He encouraged the 
men to speak to him without restraint. " Conceal from me 
none of your wants/’ he* would say to them; "suppress no 
complaints you may have to make of your superiors. I am 
here to do justice to all, and the weaker party is especially 
.entitled to my protection.” ^ 

These w’ords he one day addresser to a demi-brigade (I be- 
lieve it was the 17th), aware that the regiment before its removal 
to Paris bad suffered deprivations in the department where it 
had been in garrison. Such a system was not, only attended 
with immediately beneficial results, but was adroitly adapted to 
answer a general and not less useful purpose. The army and 
its Chief thus became inseparably united, and in the person of 
t^at Chief the army beheld the French nation. 

Thus the state, through him, dispensed both blame and com- 
mendation. Besides, Paris by tins means became acquainted 
with the army, and the troops, alternately visiting the capital, 
ceased to regard it as another continent, and themselves as 
foreigners in it. 

| My husband, who invariably attended the First Consul on 
f these parades, communicated to me every thing remarkable ; 

! and in reporting the achievements of a day, which to other men 
j would have comprised the labour of a month, would add : 
f u AU this proceeds with magic mechanism ; this man is a super- 
| natural being.” Junot, it is true, might view his beloved 
| General with prejudiced eyes; but not on these occasions, for 
he was at this period of his life truly admirable. 

The diplomatic corps showed great eagerness to witness the 
parades^ a privilege usually enjoyed by foreigners from the 
windows of AJeneral Buroc, who ^already occupied that part of 
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the ground-floor at the end of the Empress’s apartments. From 
the same place I saw the first parade after my marriage, bn 
which occasion an amusing adventure happened to my father-in- 
law. Junot’s attendance being required on horseback^he could 
not escort me to Duroc’s, but intrusted me to his own family, 
who themselves had ngver seen a parade. Arrived at the railing 
of the Pont-Royal, we alighted, and crossing the garden, en- 
deavoured to gain on foot Duroc’s door, which is situated at the 
right corner of the vestibule ; but it was late, and we were com- 
pelled to make our way through a dense crowd. My mother-in- 
law, always happy, and always merry, only jested office pum- 
melings she encountered ; but her husband, quite uncustomed 
to such things, was in terrible ill-humour, and railed particularly 
at the carelessness of young Parisian ladies, who would venture 
handsome Cachemire shawls in such a crowd, repeatedly 
assuring me that 1 should lose mine, and'*at the same time 
boasting his own prudence in securing his watch, by guarding 
it constantly with his hand. 

His cautions and vaunts were of course alike overheard, and 
as the most effectual means of momentarily eluding hig vigilance, 
a dexterous twitch was given to my shawl ; the manoeuvre com- 
pletely succeeded — I screamed, the shawl was saved; but, 
alas ! that moment sufficed for the abstraction of the carefully- 
guarded watch ; and its unfortunate master, on discovering his 
loss, clamorously lamented over an old and valued servant of 
thirty-five years standing, till reminded by Madame Junot that 
it stopped about once a week, and had within the last year cost 
him fifty francs in repairs. * 

Meanwhile we had reached Duroc’s door, and were placed at 
a window. Tire parade had not yet commenced. The officers 
were silently promenading in the ranks of their respective 
regiments ; speaking, occasionally, but only in a whisper, to a 
soldier or subaltern, when the carrying of a weapon, or the 
position of a hat seemed to demand rectifying. This general 
hush was not inspired by fear of the First Consul, for he was 
adored by the army, and its chiefs, as well as its subordinates, 
who were desirous of meriting his praises. Oh ! what a time 
was that ! 

It would be difficult to describe the impression made on me 
by this first spectacle of a review. 

Junot, who knew the passionate enthusiasm of my patriotism, 
had warned me that I should be much agitated ; he kissed his 
hand to me in passing, and smiling to see my handkerchief at 
ray eves, whispered to Duroe, when both again looked at me, 
aftd 1 observed that my emotion affected them. How could it 
be otherwise? they, too, loved their country, loved her glory, 
and the man who thus dazzled us by the splendour of that 
glory with which he illumined alLFrance. And then th^se 
soldiers, who gazed on him with eyes in which were distifictly 
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legible*-"*** Yes, we will die for the greatness of France, and for 
life renown; we are ready, where mult we march V* And 
himself answering these tacit oaths by paternal affection; 
rqweBtionitfg the soldiers as to their birthplibe, and their parents ; 
| acquainting himself with their situation, and supporting with a 
| penticm^he jaother whose son had left his form and his vineyard 
to defena Bis country. Qh ! what a time was that ! 

A genfl&opnsat near me, whose admiration of the scene 
before him was so profound and so veorthy of the occasion, that 
it struck me ; he was a foreigner, and wore an ensign so singular 
that I could hot resist the impulse of curiosity, and was indiscreet 
enough to inquire the meaning of it. It w as a very fine batiste 
handkerchief of extraordinary whiteness, tied round his arm like 
the scarf of an aide-de-camp. “ It is a memorial of my sovereign 
and of a glorious day, Madame/’ answered he; and announced 
Mhnself as the B&ron of Emsworth, the Swedish Minister. I 
introduced to him the parents of General Junot,to whom he was 
as polite as he could have been to all the Montmorencies and 
all the La Tremouilles of France ; lie was near fifty years of age, 
and of a fine figure, perhaps somewhat |oo much embonpoint for 
the chaste elegance of the military costuiue, which he wore. He 
spoke, with an expression w hich w ent to my heart, of the repu- 
tation of him whose name I bore. “ So young/' said he, and 
already so famed ; but with such a captain, how can the lieu- 
tenants, though/ but children, be otherwise than worthy sons of 
their country !” 

At this moment the First Consul stopped under our window, 
and said to a drummer of about sixteen or seventeen, “ So it 
was you, my brave boy, who beat the charge before Zurich." 
The countenance 6f the young soldier was sufiiig^ wifch crimson, 
but it was not timidity which called the flush to his cheek. He 
raised towards^he First Consul his large black eyes, sparkling 
with joy at IjUng thus publicly distinguished, and replied in a 
half-tremulous, half-confident tone, “ Oui, mon General.” 

“ It was you, too, tvho at Weser gave proof of the most 
gallant presence of mind by saving your commander/ The 
youth blushed still deeper this time from modesty, and an- 
swered, in a lower voice than before, “ Oui, mon Oeneral.” — 
fi Well, I must discharge the debt of the country ; it will be 
paid you not in a ring of honour, but a sabre of honour ; I appoint 
you a subaltern in the Consular Guard ; continue to behave 
well, and I will take care of you.” 

• I was particularly struck by this fact, because all the occurrences of this 
first parade made a deep ' impression on my mind ; but the military annals of 
the period are filled with similar anecdotes, too frequent to obtain insertion in 
** The Moniteur,” or other journals. Speaking of the above the same evening to 
the First Consul, as comparable to the noblest deeds of antiquity, he replied, 
u Bah ! ask your husband ; he will tell you there is peither regiment nor demi- 
brigade m the army that could nOt cite ten such. He himself would be the hero 
of several / 1 J 1 j ■ ■* 
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At the First Consul ceased speaking* he raised hit eves to | 
the low window at which we were seated, and touching his hat, 
saluted us all with a gracious smile. My mother eyes ' 
filled with tears, *< How ought we to teve this mart P^said she 
crying and laughing together ; i( see Hqw thejsoor boy 
powered/ 7 The young drummer was leaning oft the^ligufdsr of 
a comrade, and following Bonaparte with his ey4s. < fUlras 
pale as death, but how eloquent were hi& looks 9 know not 
what may have become of mm ; but 1 wfll answer for it, f if his 
life were Bacriflced for Napoleon, it cost him no regret. He was 
in the evening the subject of my conversation With the Firat 
Consul ; he listened with interest, and addressing Berthier, who 
was just arrived from Spain to take the portefeuille of Minister 
of War, desired him to take down the young man’s name, and 
provide him with outfit for his new rank. He may be at this 
day either a general, or of the number of thl dead ; one or the 
other he most assuredly is. This parade was selected for my 
first attendance, because some spirited horses sent to the First 
Consul by the Spanish King were then to be presented. The 
ceremony was said to recal the equestrian present made to 
Cromwell by a German Prince. 1 know not what the Meek- 
lenburgh horses might have been, but the Spanish were sixteen 
most beautiful creatures, both in coat* and form ; fourteen were 
from the royal stud, and two of them from the studs of the Count 
of Altamira and the Duke of Medina Cceli ; and these latter 
were the tallest and finest of the troop ; the first, El Jounalero, 
a really superb animal, and the othor.of equal size and ydunger, 
showed the fire, the slight fetlock* and arched neck of the 
Arabian breed. After the parade, Junot introduced gpe in all 
the forms of etiquette to the Baron d’Ernsworfch, who, at tny 
request, promised me a full narrative of that day so memorable 
for Sweden, in which, since he still wore its Jjj^gignia after a 
lapse of twenty-eight years, 4ie must apparently Wve Jborne at*, 
important part.* * * 

The diplomatic corps was at that time composed of the 
Spanish and Roman Ambassadors, the Ministers of Denmark, 
Sweden, Baden, and Ilcsse Cashel ; the Dutch Ambassador, 
M. Shirnmelpening, celebrated for nis beautiful and most cour- 
teous wife ; ambassadors from the Cisalpine and Liguri$tf| Re- 
publics, and a Swiss minister. 

Prussia, still desirous of an accommodation with us, ha^, iu 
October, 1800, despatched M. Lucchesirti on a special mission, 
but his credentials as minipter plenipotentiary were not pre- 
sented till 1801 or 1802 ; he remained but a few years with us, 

* This revolution took place on the 18th of August, 1772. The partisan) of 
Guiland adopted a) a railing-sign a white handkerchief tied round the arm ; 
and the King, after hie final success, granted as an honorary recompense to hif 
faithful adherents, permission to wear for life a white handkerchief round the 
arm, in commemoration of the service they had rendered to the crown. 
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did Jitft i*#v mu$h more surely their toituous path tend 
it o than to mislead mg me, they would choose 

A roctd.^ An i^ttb#ion which M. Lucchcsmi hoped 

Would wpk$^nders^ was, on the ^ontiaiy, displeasing to the 
Fti# ;1 Qpnsul, and threw the foreign diplomatist into a dilemma 
from which he could nevei iecover, because he was long uncon- 
scions of it : this was, haraftiguuig the Fust Consul m Italian 
on d&liwernig lus ciedentials. Bonaparte had«. strong objection 
to beup addressed in Italian, he was attd chose to be, a 
Frenchman. t 

Soon after this the Congiess of Lunev llle gave us peace with 
AfWiia, and that of Amiens with England. Russia also became 
our ally, and all this within less than a > e ai . Uieseaie dt lightful 
reoolleCtfons, and again I exclaim: Oh * what a time was that ' 
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Revival *>f the public prospeuty — Destiuclion of tin lands ot rollers — M I)u- 
bots, Prefect ol l’ohcc — ihe eihibitiou A 1800 — llavid ind the piciuit of the 
Sabines- — Girodct, and tin. vent, nice ol in mist lht ‘•xlincal j> < tui c of 
Danae-thGtrard — Belisdiius and tlit pom at of Mon au 1 hr Ivmjg of Sp un ^ 
pistols qi ven to General Moreau — Kcnmkibit wouUcf \apoltoa Mou.au 
disbust of him — Ngpokon’s p^pul irit\ 

I h ave alieady obseivetl with ^vhat lupuhty Genual Bona- 
paite had sug^pded m consolifl iting a cap , which cm i\ day 
acquired ne\/Srnigth^aiid stability Ml wlo sunoundul him, 
it mu&t be acknowledged, lent then aid with aptrsevuing ability, 
of which he could thoroughly appreciate the achantagc* L\erj 
daj biought news of the suzflVe of some frtsh band of brigxndb, 
robbers of diligences, forgets, or false eomtis , thclittci espe- 
cially were veiy numinous. I^ubois, the Ihefect of Point, was 
extrpmely zealous and active in diseoviung the guilty, and such 
ag t*ndg|? futile political pretexts disturbed the public tranquil 
lityj^hewas inestimable in his place, and Napoleon, who un- 
dotifbtedfy knew ho# to discern and to employ the men who 
would ^swer his purpose, took cate not to icmove him from his 
Office, inf aftdf the fire at Prince Schwartzenbmg’s ball. 

Not only werq gll the interior w heels th4 state machine 
beginning W even the arts, that more silent and cen- 
trical staking proofs of the reviving prospeufy 




$2t< 

1 

of France. The exhibition y$a£ pfct 

Guerin, David, G6rard, &i M te t, mjpkjVW $nttl AC 
talent, excited by that IUjM£ wv^kys 

inspires, produced Works pur jO&MUtp 

an elevated rank. The pAi^of 

Sextus, besides several portraits, JSoraed tne '^jm^ta j tor 
paintings for thO year 180G& T # jj* / 

I will here notice some <nr$ftmstanees cdnn^ctll vmh J|$m 
worth preserving, and not recorded in the jouiMiJs* Tb#1IW^ 
somewhat unworthy of the talent <of David. Ojl so $|*o~ 
lous pretence, instead of sending hlwRapefMfthe Sabin^^nhe 
Saloon, he privatfely exhibited it on payment of a franC^lp the 
peril and danger of Parisian mothers, who, as was ob^Pggl^id 
a pretty little vaudeville which Appeared at the tio^, daret not 
take their daughters with them. 

Girodet was then in the full vigour of his genius, and united 
with it a mind of a superior order ; but he was irascible and 
passionate, of which this year afforded an instance capable of 
tarnishing his high character. 

He had taken the portrait of a female celebrated fooler 
and dramatic talents, and some discussion arising respecting 
jm unit, the husband imprudently indulged in some very dis- 
pin«u«ug expressions, which were repeated to the enraged artist| 
who, disfiguring the portrait with a knife, returned it, with an 
tiilnualiou, that tlie lady might dispose as she pleased botb of it 
and its stipulated puce, as he should pay himself in his oWn way. 
fi i rirodet had c mfined himself to tho threat which waritttg^ed 
no doubt to ahrm the parties, all would have been welj, but* ho 
went further, and was wi mg in so doing. n 

The saloon was to be open for some days to come ; with a 
rapids of ]>ened difficult to conceiye, he painted and caused tp 
be phied at the exhibition, a picture of extraordinaw merit, 
r picxseutmg the interior of a ^arffet ; in one comerpps amiserable 
bestead, covered with a wretched mattress and 1 a blanket TuH 
oi hoc n * on this lay a young and beautiful maiden, with a head- 
dies- o! peacock's feathers, having no other clothing than a 
tunic of gauze, through which were seen a pair of legs of 
gigantic thickness. She held this dress with her twoliands to 
catch a showci of gold that fell from the roof of the jjlfrret* 
Neai the bed was a lamp, whose dazzling brightness attracted 
crowd of buttei flies, who all found thei* destruction in He trat- 
forojs light. Beueath the bedstead was seen an e^ormpug, 
turkey, stretching forth one of his feet, on the toe of which waft, 
a wedding ring. In an obscure comer of the room, watpAn ol<^ 
woman, dressed bke a beggar, resembling perfectly a decrepit 1 
wretch, who wafc seen asking alms at the gate of the' 

Palais Royal, and* was said, was the mother ofthe original 

ra the cut picture, whom, there was a sinking likeness in 
Madams Junot-4*V®i, i. 2 a f 
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the recumbent i)mm. Other allusions in the picture were 
equg^;^ a ^rog swelling itself to an 

* ' h & '* • 

tlfe firtt its eihMtion, this picture; attracted 

' .^|nosi|y of visiters : but whether Oirodet 
regttfct for the extremity to which 
hi^:ireeen4paiat had been carried rented, or whatever the causey 
the picttii'wiiin a few clays withdrawn. 

apiece of a Afferent kind, andithe principal ornament of the 
Saipan, was Gerard's portrait of General Moreau. The hand 
whiSh portrayed BehsarimPand Psyche was there distinctly 
traceSM#. It was a chef-d’oeuvre. Bbt only was the resem- 
blance "perfect, but it seemed to possess a soul. It was not 
coloufc laid on canvass, it was animate ; it was General Moreau 
himself who Iooke^,upon you. 

The position, too/ was admirably chosen. It would have been 
easy and natural to represent him* in full action, with all the 
splendid appendages of military costume, for assuredly Moreau 
hasi^pre'than once headed his troops in the hour of danger; 
but be w&s habitually calm and reflective ; this, therefore, was 
the expression Gerard judiciously selected, and the dress and 
attitude were in keeping. Judging by other works of Gerard 
this will probably always retain the beauty of its colouring. 

Independently of his professional talent, Gerard was eminently 
lifted, and all his compositions are full of mind. His Belisarius 
is admirable ; there are but two persons, an infant and an old 
man, but.no circumstance Ss omitted that can excite interest in 
favdtir of the old Roman General. In the back ground of that 
gray head, stamped by Justinian with the anathema of mendicity, 
Is seen only a desert, and a scorching yet stormy horizon. The 
features of his youthful guide already exhibit the livid paleness 
of deaths Belisariusrts thd» aloife with the agony of death on 
a narroW path,^at the brink of*a%>recipide : one step, and he 
must fell. K&C arm, which advances a useless staff, seems to 
start from the canvass; he is abandoned by ail nature. 

The portrait of Moreau reminds me of an anecdote concerning 
him, which occurred precisely at that time, and was after- 
wards related to me by Junot, who was an eyewitness. When 
the rupture of the armistice in Italy and Germany was foreseen* 
,Gener$t; Moreau came ^ Palls to receive the orders of govern- 
tnent. igHe arrived at ton inrthe morning of the 17 th October* 
and instantly, without even changing his boots, went to the 
Tuilerieir The FirtPConsul was at the time in the council of 
state* blit as soon as he, heard of General Moreau’s arrival,, he 
‘hastened to hpld $ conference with him. While he was in the 
saloon, the Ministorof the Interior, Luei0®^ 
to enter, bringing' a pair of pistdfi of exwfy&tijf' -fine -and curious 
workmanship,, waich Boutet hpd just ccpat^ted by order of the 
Directory** present for the king of ^pain. They were 
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valuable, both for the skill the artist had applied to their cou-r 
struction, and for a grea| ammtily' $$ diamonds and precioua 
stones with which they vver#^mbellishe<fe^ "These apfcs come 
very Apropos,” said the FirSfT^suI, |!i|^|nting themlb (General 
Moreau with that smile which could win 
"General Moreau will do me the favour to lccepftt||p.mSi .&> 
mark of the esteem and gratitud^f the French 

"Citizen Minister,” added. :d^ictpartg, bfe 

brother, " have some of the battles of General Jjifloreau engraved 
on the pistols, but not all ; we must leave some room for dia* 
monds. Not because the General at$&chfes$nuch value to tS$m ; 

I know that his republican virtue disdains such baubles^btft we 
must not altogether derange the design of Boutet.” 4 . * 

Methinks, after such expressions, Moreau might have' p&ced 
confidence in the friendship Bonaparte offered him. 'Why should 
the First Consul have flattered him ? Why, Especially, shoum 
he at that time have offered him a hand which was not sincerely 
friendly? Was it to flatter the popularity of Moreau? At this 
period tire popularity of Bonaparte was far superior 
Hohenlinden was not then gained ; and even after that brilliant 
victory, Napoleon had no cause to dread a rival in th^bearts of 
Frenchmen : at this period he was really beloved. 


CHAPTER LIV. 

The Easter^, Queen at the Comcdie Fran raise-— Pauline and her portrait — The 
young sempstress of M. <3.4 Sales — Marriage of convenience, and the army of 
Egypt — Cavalcade of asses — Dinnejpit General Diopuy’s, and the wife with- 
out her husband — The cup of coffiffe and the orange — Bonaparte, -Berthier, 
and the husband ambassador — An English tour — Gal$$tri/ of Kleber— 
Goodness of Desgenettes — Return to France, and the clrVoice — Bread of 
scandal, and the wife with two husbands — Saint Helena, and admirable 
conduct. 

I was one day at the Comcdie Franfaise with my husband, 
attentively listening to Talma in the part of Orestes, when J unot, 
touching my arm, told me to look Attentively at a young ploimn 
he was about to salute, and who seated between Berthier-s 
box and our own. * 

My eye followed his salute, and I saw a woman of about: 
twenty-two or twenty-three years of age, florid as a yonqg girl 
of fifteen, and of ajjay and agreeable countenance, ■ " "■ 

Her flaxen haiif&00*id the only ornament of heir head. She 
was wrapped in a i^igpicent white Cachemire shawl, with an 
embroidered borde^ arid appeared to be en neglige. She returned 

2 a 2 
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Junot’s salute with an air of acquaintance which surprised me# 
and I inquired her name. 

“ It is Pauline,” said he, “ our Eastern Queen.” He had 
already mentioned Madame Foures to me, to caution me against 
the indiscretion of naming her before Madame Bonaparte. u This, 
then, is Madame Foures,” said I, and instantly put to him all 
the inquiries one woman will make concerning another, whom 
she sees ft*r tlfe firgt time. Hejtold me she had natural wit, and 
a desire of distinction, 1)ut a total ignorance of the manners of 
the world; that is to say, of good and elegant manners. 

“I like her much,” said Junot ; “ she is kind-hearted, simple, 
and unaffected, always disposed to join in mirth, and still more 
; ready to oblige. I have a friendship for her, and hope to prove 
;it: but there are about the person of the First Consul, men who 
were at her feet in Egypt, and have since refused to know her, 
and repulsed her ill the little intercourse she has been obliged to 
hold with them. Duroc, who has honour and a feeling heart, 
tolijl me that the poor young creature knew not what would have 
become of her, had she not opportunely met with him, to convey 
a letter fo** her to General Bonaparte. She is no longer in want 
of any thing, and this is no more than a debt w hich the First 
Consul owes to a woman whom he has sincerely loved.” 

I afterwards learned a variety of particulars relating to Ma- 
dame Foures ; and as she w as long attached to the fate of 
Napoleon, and gave him in adversity proofs of gratitude and 
interest, I think it best to insert here all that I know of* her. 

Pauline was born at Carcassone. Her father was a gentle- 
man but her mother either a chambermaid or cook. The educa- 
tion of the young daughter partook of the mixed rank to which 
she owed her birth : she received some instruction, and finally 
out to work. She w-as one of the prettiest girls in the 
tod perfectly virtuous. My friends M. and Madame de 
Safe showed her a kindness which her c^iduct justified, and 
treated her mote like a child of their own than a workwoman by 
the day, for her conduct was most exemplary. 

She recited M. de Sales’s verses, and sang with taste, and it 
was here principally that her beauty acquired her the surname 
of BcUilotte. 

The son of a retired merchant named Foures, was charmed by 
that pretty Hebe face, and the lame which attended it; he paid 
his addresses to her, but as he was far from agreeable, she 
hesitated for some time ; an accidental introduction to the table 
of M. de Sales, to entertain his guests with her singing, and the 
impression she wa$ sensible of having made there, induced her 
to consult M. de Sale! on the subject of the marriage. “ M. 
Foures offers me the advantage of a fortune,” said she, “ moderate 
it is true, but independent I think I will accept him;” and 
shortly after she married him. 

The intended Egyptian expedition was soon announced at 
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Carcassone, and Foures, who had seen service, willing to answer 
the national appeal to all th^, retired miliary capable of bearing 
arms, set out for Toulon, the? general rewez-vous. He tenderly } 
loved his young bride, and made her the companion of his 
journey, while her adventurous spirit wished for nothing better 
than to participate alt danger apd fatigue with her husband, f 
She put on male attire therefore, and they arrived in Egypt ; it is i 
not true that Napoleon had seen" her in France, or that he had| 
dressed her as a naval aspirant, on board the Orient , as I havej 
read in a foolish book, whose author has collected together all 
the most absurd falsehoods respecting Napoleon.* 

When at Cairo, the General-in-chief was one day riding, fol- 
lowed by a numerous staff, to attend a sort of fair or fete, about 
a league from the town, when the party was detained on the road 
by a troop of asses, commonly used for ti*e saddle in that 
country. They were mounted by officers and some of their wives. 
General Bonaparte, who is well known to have had a quick eye, 
was struck by a passing glimpse of a female face ; yet he pursued 
his rout without a hint of the circumstance. 

The next day, Madame Foures received an invitation to dine' 
with General Dupuy, commandant of the city, who had with 
him a Madame Dupuy, and the invitation was sent in her name 
as well as his. “ It is singular,” said Foures, “ that I am not 
invited with my wife ! for I am an officer.” He was a lieutenant 
in the 22d chasseurs a chevaL He however allowed his wife to 
go, strongly recommending her to mate it understood that she 
had a husband, a fact already but tdo well known. Madaoie 
Foures was most politely received. The dinner party was select; ; 
and every thing passed off quietly, and without the smallest j 
indication of what was to follow ; but at the moment coffee ,0$$^ 
about to be served, a great commotion wa^ heard in the house;! 
the folding doors hastily opensd, and the General-: n-chief pp^ 
peared. Dupuy made many apologies for being found at table, 
pressed a cup of coffee upon Napoleon, which he accepted* He * 
was taciturn, and fixed his attention on the young Frenchwoman/' 
who, blushing like crimson, dared not raise her eyes, and grew 
momentarily more and more dismayed at finding herself so avow- : 
edly an object of attention to a man whose great name was 
already the theme of the world. The General-in-chief refreshed ; 
himself with an orange and a cup of coffee, and then took his 
leave, without having addressed a single word to Madame 
Fourths, but also without having once taken his eyes off her. ; 

A few days after Foures was sent for by Berthier. “ My dear 
Foures,” said the chief off^bte staff’, putting* into his hands a 

* This book appeared in 1815, and is entitled V Amour et Ambition, aula 
Vie d'un grand Homme, par Louis Frederic Ileisberg. To give an idea of i% 
contents, it is only necessary to say, that the author makes Madame Bonapatt# " 
(Josephine) daughter of Louis Xv. 
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voluminous packdi|^ c Stare;* fortunate than any of us, you are 
about to revisit France. The General-in-chief has had reports 
of you which inspire him with such perfect confidence, that he 
sends you to Europe as the bearer of despatches to the Direc- 
tory. You are to set out within an hour ; here is an order to the 
commander of the port of Alexandria. Adieu, my dear fellow ; 
1 wish I were in youf place." 

“ But I must go and apprize my wife, that she may make her 
preparations," said Foures, recovering at length from the stupe- 
faction he had been thrown into by a favour which he received 
with instinctive doubts. He was, however, dissuaded, by unan- 
swerable arguments, from carrying his wife with him ; and Ber- 
thier affected sympathy with his distress at the necessary sepa- 
ration. 

Foures, amidst his grief, was tolerably self-satisfied ; for, 
inconceivable as were the singular favours which had sought him 
out in his obscurity, we all have a reserve of vanity to assist us 
in comprehending what is incomprehensible; and before he 
reached his lodging, Foures had discovered within himself many 
reasons to explain the General's choice. His wife, who under- 
stood them rather better, took leave of him, u with a tear in her 
eye," and the good lieutenant, embarking, sailed for France. At 
that period it was more easy to embark for France, than it was to 
land there. The English were on the alert, and no sooner was 
a sail descried on the surface of the ocean, than twenty grap- 
pling-irons fell pounce upon it, and it was carried, God knows 
where. Foures’s small vessel shared the common fate of those 
which left the ports of Egypt ; it was taken, and himself searched 
even to his shirt, for the important papers he was supposed to 
have concealed ; but on examining those which his utmost ad- 
dress could not withhold, the English captain found them to 
contain nothing but well-knowm particulars which he remem- 
bered to have seen ostentatiously published in the Mouileur , 
from a previous despatch that had had the good fortune to 
escape. 

This gentleman, vastly polite and accommodating, inquired of 
the lieu tenant- ambassador where lie would choose to be landed ? 
He was himself bound for Mahon ; from thence he sailed to 
the Molucca islands ; thence on a grand tour in the Pacific, or 
towards the Pole, depending on the instruction^ might find 
at Macao ; finally, he would very probably revisit the waters of 
the Nile ; and if M. le Lieutenant preferred a residence on the 
goast during this little tour, he, a captain in the service of his 
Britannic Majesty, wias quite at his command. Poor Foures 
timidly asked if Jbe could not return whence he came ? “ For," 

observed he, very judiciously, “ now that I am but an empty 
mail, wh^ftend would it answer to absent myself from my wife ? 
Let m^iftxirn to Cairo/ 5 " Th,a English captain, who, amongst 
other £ircuSastantial intelligence from the interior of Egypt, was 
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pretty well acquainted with the affairs%f Sfidame Fourfes and 
.the General-in-ehief, landed the good lieutenant according to 
his desire, with great politeness and apparent cordiality, aiad 
wished him good luck. Fourcs hastened to embrace his Belli- 
lotte, but Bellilotte was no longer beautiful for him ; he found 
his lodging deserted, and his affection being sincere, the poor 
fellow’s consternation and misery were proportionate. His wife 
was easily found ; she inhabited an hotel close to that of the 
General ; and being persecuted with his entreaties to return, she 
obtained a divorce pronounced by Commissary-general Sartelon. 

Napoleon was much attached to Madame Four&s, who pos-i 
sessed every qualification calculated to attach him; qualifica- ! 
tions still more brilliantly attractive in a distant and barbarous j 
country, where the rest of her sex within reach, were of a sta- 
tion and character from whom Bonaparte would not so much as <• 
have thought of seeking a companion. In Pauline he found an j 
acti ve and ardent imagination, an affectionate disposition, abund~; 
ance of native humour, and a mind sufficiently cultivated to ! 
have information without pedantry. ; 

Perfectly unaffected and disinterested, she was all tenderness ■ 
and devotion. Combining with so many attractions a captivating j 
exterior, Bellilotte could not fail of being beloved by a man, to 
whom pretension, affectation, and self-interest were odious in j 
women. * 

She was as full of fun and gaiety as a girl of twelve, and ; 
Napoleon often joked her upon this gaiety, and upon the laugh- j 
ing he had heard in the donkey adventure, on the road to Bou-;? 
lack. Her situation threw her into frequent contact with the; 
inferior agents of the commissariat and military treasury, and| 
Bonaparte would often laughingly joke her upon her intimacies! 
with them ; but had he believed such things, he would never ; 
have mentioned them, even ii* jest, and she gave him in reality 
no cause of complaiftt. 

When Napoleon determined on quitting Egypt* she alone was 
apprized of so important a resolution. With much grief she was 
convinced of the impossibility of following him through the 
chances of a dangerous journey! “ I may be taken/’ said he, 
when in tear^he petitioned to attend him, promising to brave 
every difficult a* promise she would religiously have observed. 

H I may be by the English ; my honour must be dear to 
you ; and what would they say to find a woman at my elbow V* 
After his departure, Egypt wi s to her but a vast desert. Napo- 
leon left orders with Kleber, to ship off’, with as little delay as 
possible, certain persons whom he named. I have already Re- 
ported how these orders were executed with respect to my hus- 
band and brother-in-law. Poor Bellilotte met with no better 
fate, and being a woman, felt it more acutely. Kleber, who in 
t spite of a stature of six feet, and great military talent, was somer 
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times mean and pitiful fh his notions,delighted in the power of 
tyrannizing over a woman who had been the mistress of Bona- 

5 arte, and in preventing his friends from joining him; but 
esgenettes, ever ready to assist the unhappy, conceiving the 
distress of Madame Four&s, deprived of her defender, and 
exposed to the vengeance of An an who doved her, and whose 
jealousy must produce%exatious, perhaps dangerous consequen- 
ces, came to her assistance, and interposed so effectually with 
K 16 ber for the delivery of the passport, that Madame Fourths 
immediately obtained it, and sailed tor France, where she found 
her Egyptian friend in circumstances which gave him new claims 
on her affection. Napoleon was, however, but newly reconciled 
to Josephine, and was too deeply immersed in serious and import- 
ant labours to admit of any distraction. Though indifferent to 
Josephine, his attachment for her had once been sufficient to 
enable her to replace, in his imagination at least, a connexion 
that might have afforded him happiness. Bellilotte was there- 
fore discarded : from Duroc, who was especially charged with 
the disposal of her fate, I know the internal struggles which this 
decision cost Napoleon ; but her name was Josephine’s most 
effective weapon in all their domestic quarrels, and she would 
have allowed him neither peace nor respite had she once learned 
that Madame Foures had a house in Paris. Napoleon, anxious 
above all things to avoid publicity, recommended a house out of 
town. And Pauline, ever resigned to the wishes of him she 
loved, hired or purchased^ a cottage at Belleville near the Pre- 
Saint-Gervais, where she Kved at the time Junot pointed her out 
to me at the Comidie. 

Foures also returned from Egypt, and the divorce pronounced 
abroad being invalid at home unless confirmed within a limited 
time which had now elapsed, he reclaimed his wife who refused 
bis demand ; and long and angry debates arose, which reaching 
the ears of the First Consul, he, with some harshness, ordered 
the unfortunatj|; wife to marry again ; an opportunity offered in 
the person of|||. Ramchouppe, who was enamoured of her, and 
Bonaparte promised a consulAte^Ebk the conclusion of the affair. 
She consulted her old patrqn>'M. tie Sales, who was now prac- 
tising with credit' as an aduncate at Paris, and who still enter- 
tained a warm friendship fir Bellilotte as well as for Foures. 
She finally detenHined, contrary to his judgment, to marry M. 
Jtamchofappe, * and set out with her new husband for his 
consulate. * * * * 

$ ^Fdhiuany years nothing was heard of her; but on learning 
I the captivity of Napoleon; and the torture he was suffering in 
j exile; where his wretched* jailor suffered him to perish, the noble 
f an<f Waked soul of Pauline rose superior to fear and prejudice; 

v " ~ ' riled from port 

Saint Helena, 


one reajpg|| part of ner remaining property, ana si 
to port watchmg an opportunity to go to 
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and to attempt the deljyefarice of him who had ever been dear I 
to her as her best friend, and religiously sacred as personifying ! 
the glory of her country. 

Iler plan was some time organizing, and no sooner was it com- 
pleted, than Napoleon's death ^rushed all her swelling hopes* 
Vengeance and hatred had been more prompt than attachment 
and fidelity could execute. Pauline was in Brazil when the 
news reached her ; where she may be now I know not, but in 
whatever quarter of the globe, should this book meet her eye, I 
could wish that it may convey to her the expression of my admit* 
ration and gratitude for** a feeble woman, whose courage and 
feeling prompted an undertaking which men had not heart 
enough even to attempt. • 


CHAPTER LV. 

Awakening and nocturnal sally of Junot — The Adjutant Laborde — Chevalier’s 
machine — Accomplices and informers — Attempts against the First Consult 
life — Difficult arrest — The madmen — • Conspiracies — Secrets imparted to 
Caflfarelli — Lavoisier — Poverty a bad counsellor — The rule and its exceptions 
— Description of the machine — Maxim of the First Consul — The military 
family. 

ft 

Some days after my marriage I found Junot depressed and 
abstracted, visiting the Prefect of Police several times a day, 
often awakened in the night by an old adjutant called Laborde, 
who came to make reports, which seemed to be of great import- 
ance ; he once got up at three o’clock in the morning, dressed 
himself, and sallied out on foot with this man, although the cold 
was excessive, and he had been suffering all da|§ with a violent 
headache, which had entirely deprived him of apfjpite. But the 
interests at stake were very d^a|>^4pd all else was forgotten. At 
length, on the 7th November, he appeared more calm, and told 
me that the First Consul had just ^leaped a danger which must 
have been followed' by the most disastrous consequences ; for, not 
only >the plan, if executed, must have succeeded, but all the 
neighbouring inhabitants would have been its victims. This was 
the infernal machine of Chevalier, a prelude to the conspiracy of 
the 23d December. Chevalier, whose name is almost the only ope 
connected with this affair, was far from Iteing its sole contriver* 
Men named Bousquet, Gombaud-Lachaise, Desforge, Guerauld, 
and a Madame Bucquet, were arrested at the same jilhe, and, 
with Chevalier, confined in the Temple. This whim 

Chevalier was constructing, was seized in a chaM$lr; ^ich Ke 
shared with a man named Veycer, in a house called the house of 
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the Blancs-Manteaux. He had left his former lodging because 
all the police of Paris were in search of him. 

Veycer, liis fellow labourer, was at first his comrade, and after- 
wards, whether through remorse, or by means of seduction, was 
induced to assist ittTiis arrest. It was apprehended that Chevalier, 
finding himself lost, mf|jht, in a moment of despair, set fire to the 
combustibles around linn, and blow up with himself the house 
and all that it contained. Veycer ’s business was to prevent this; 
but Chevalier, as was natural to the part he was playing, was ex- 
tremely suspicious. On retiring to rest he fastened his door with 
an oaken bar, and had always at hand « pair of excellent and well- 
loaded pistols ; all this his bedfellow was aware of, and not un- 
mindful of his own safety. 

On the eve of Qhevalier’s arrest, the progress of his machine 
was at a stand for want of money ; and Bousquet, who appears to 
have been hitherto the banker of the diabolical enterprise, was 
equally without funds. Veycer was despatched in quest of money, 
which of course was not difficult to procure, as only six or eight 
francs weie wanted. He brought them late at night, so that 
nothing could be undertaken till the morning. Chevalier’s con- 
fidence in his comrade (whose real name was not Veycer, and 
wbotii I shall simply call the comrade) was strengthened by this 
new service, sand lie slept amidst crackers and cartridges as tran- 
quilly as if surrounded by roses. The comrade had little difficulty 
in persuading him not to burn a light, so that the room w as in 
perfect darkness, and to tlks circumstance he owed his safety; for 
on hearing the first shake of the door by the police agents, he 
sprang forward to remove the bar that opposed them, and Cheva- 
lier, perceiving that he was betrayed, fired a pistol, which lodged 
its contents in the wall, but would not have missed the comrade 
had there been a light. This arrest took place at two in the mom- 
ingof the 7th November, a date impressed on my memory by the 
circumstance, Aat had my mother’s intended ball that evening 
taken place, v&a so many of those wretches about the town, who 
of the n 2 ^^i#'and had been agitating for three 
moiith« past, thc probablc coriSl|uences of their learning that the 
First Consul was afaotaM# spend a part of the night, unguarded, 
at a private house, where, on entering or returning, his person was 
so much more accessible than amidst the crowds that surround a 
public spectacle, could not but make both my mother and myself 
shudder. The sect called the Enrages , w r as composed of the very 
dregs of the worst days of the Revolution. The cleverest of them, 
and their ringleader was one Moses Bayie, formally a convention- 
alist, who headed the attempt on the vaults of the Tuileries, op- 
posite the Vigier baths, when the first grating yielded; but me 
second, having a stronger lock, set force at defiance. The same 
party, under the same leader, attempted to assassinate the First 
Gonad beforb the affair of Geracchi and Arena. This conspiracy, 
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which had been framed almost unknown to the police, so com- 
pletely were its authors protected by their insignificance, w$s dis- 
covered by an honest man whom they would willingly have made 
an accomplice ; but, revolting at the enormity of the project, he 
sought out General Caffarelli, aide-de-camp to the First Consul, 
and revealed to him tfyp whole allair. This titan’s name owes its 
preservation chiefly to its similarity togpme of great celebrity, 
Lavoisier. Paris was at this time infested with swarms of par- 
doned Chouans, and other vagabonds of all descriptions, who 
conspired against the First Consul’s life, not for the sake of 
liberty, but because so terrible a catastrophe would throw all Paris 
into confusion, and enable them to restore the horrors of the 10th 
of August and 2d of September. But it was the opinion both of 
Junot and Fouche, who agreed on this point alone, that other 
heads controlled, and other counsels animated the machinations, 
of which these illiterate and ^lf-armed banditti were made to 
appear the sole contrivers. Since the First Consul had been in 
power, more than ten obscure conspiracies had been discovered ; 
and lie, with the same greatness of mind which never afterwards 
deserted him, enjoined the authorities not to divulge them. 

“ They would lead the nation to suppose that the state is not 
tranquil, nor must we allow foreigners .this momentary triumph ; 
they would easily take advantage of it, and it shalbnot be.”* 

The First Consul was in the right ; the English^ for instate, 
would have sufficiently magnified such attempts, with which they 
were, no doubt, too well acquainted, yet dared not precede our own 
journals in the announcement of them* 

It is, however, a positive fact, that nothing could be more 
tranquil than the interior of France. The First Consul was 
idolized, for the word beloved is too feeble, by the entire popula- 
tion of Paris, and his assassins, if known, could not fail of being 
massacred by the people. \Vlio were the prime movers of all 
these conspiracies ! Ruined men, gamesters; not only destitute 
of fortune, but overwhelmed with debts, and jges$ve(Lat any 
price, to acquire a power which they only decafp mi«j|p?ed in 
the hands of General B on apai$|^eeaiise he waf^rigo^o^s inthe 
choice of magistrates, ministet^gand all ;4he officers d?vgovern- 
ment. I know there are persons who A^ht be named in refuta- 
tion of this last assertion; but they arc small in number, and the 
pre-eminent talents of their possessors may supply me with an 
answer. It is not less a fact, that from his elevation to the 
Consulate, during the happy years that preceded the Empire/he 
employed, as far as possible, only men of probity and good cha- 
racter. The Council of State, the senate* the tribunal, as yet in 
its infancy, the ministers, the whole national organization, wag 
the work of the First Consul, and proved the trutli of my obse£ 
ration. 

Under such a government, Demerville, Topino-Lebrun, Cerac- 
ehi, Moses Bayle, Chevalier, and their fellows, *could have little 
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hope of e course they adopted therefore was merely 

staking their rouleau on the chance of power ; and it is 
remarkable thfigMl these conspiracies fell to the ground for want 
of funds to pur<Siase poniards, pistols, powder, &c. 

There are soiqe young heads, and others which, more gray, 
approach nevertheless nearly to infancy, in their ignorance of the 
deplorable events that ^parked the progress of our unhappy revo- 
lution, who will question the poverty of these men, and persuade 
themselves that the poor must, as a corollary, be honest and vir- 
tuous ; but practical experience teaches us, on the contrary, that 
in a corrupt community (and I hope we make no pretensions to 
being otherwise), poverty is so rarely allied to virtue and probity, 
that the exception, when found, serves but to confirm the rule, 
which is, that the absolutely poor and wretched are capable of 
every wickedness ; .and as a proof, was any man, possessed of the 
simple jneans of living, ever known to turn highway robber ? he 
will ofily pursue this road to eternal perdition for the sake of 
bread. But in my designation of the poor and wretched, I by no 
means include those who gain their livelihood by persevering 
labour ; such a man is estimable, however mean may be his 
occupation. 

I heard the whole history of Chevalier’s affair from the old 
Adjutant Laborde, who came the next morning to relate it to 
Junotj and also from Doucet, chief of the staff of Paris. The 
little machine was brought for Junot’s inspection. It was a small 
cask filled with crackers, and balls containing seven or eight 

S ounds of powder. It was bound at each extremity with two 
oops of iron, and near the middle was introduced a gun-barrel, 
having the trigger strongly attached to the cask with pieces of 
iron. This machine was to have been placed on the road of the 
First Consul. Fireworks were to have been thrown in all direc- 
tions to increase the disorder ; while chevaux-de-j'rizc , manufac- 
tured by a locksmith, who was taken into custody, being placed 
in the adjacent streets, Were to prevent the arrival of troops, and 
thus give time to men, capable of so diabolical a conception, to 
copumt their meditated crimes. ^ 

Junot especially recommended me not to mention this affair 
to any of my mother’s associates; and so well did I obey his 
instructions, that my mother kne# nothing of the matter till the 
2d December. I soon indeed accustomed myself to hear almost 
mechanically foatters of the utmost importance discussed ; a habit 
thflat was common to me as well as to all the young wives of my 
time, whose husbands were continually about the Chief of the 
statae, or eng|gal in highly confidential transactions. The first 
time that* T dined at the Tuileries, I was placed, as a bride, next 
to the First Consul ; the puehess de Montebello, then Madame 
Lannes, was seated on the other side ; it was about a week after 
this discovery ; he asked me if I had mentioned it to my mother, 
I answered 6< No^ for I wa& unwilling to give her uneasiness; and 



CONSULAR DEVICE. 


333 


* ' ^ ;'i ' £ ■ 

besides,” added I, “Junot tells me such tilings mj^ bc talked of 
as little as possible.” — “Junot is right,” added^Se ; “I Myself 
have recommended it to him. It is now no 8e«jp| as beyond a 
doubt the arrest of Chevalier is pretty generally known ; but I do 
not wish explanations, sought for more from curiosity than interest, 
by persons so nearly connected with me as'^lwnot.” And he 
added, “As for you, Madame Junot, noft>that you make a part 
of the family of my staff', you must see, hear, and forget (vous 
devez tout voir, tout entendre, et tout ouhlier). Have this device 
engraved on a seal. But I remember that you can keep a secret.” 
He alluded to the affair of Salicetti. . 


CHAPTER LVI. » 

Garat, and the" ridiculous cravats — Haydns o’ratorio — Brilliant assemblage at 
the Opera — Junot's dinner with Berthier, the 23d December — Geilfcral security 
and extraordinary noise — Tiie First Consul at the Opera, and JDuroc at the 
door of my box — The infernal machine — M. Diestricn, aide-de-camp to Van- 
dam me — Return from the Opera- — My presente at the Tuileries the evening 
of the 23d December — Remarkable scenes — Danger of Madame Bonaparte — 
Involuntary tears — Correct details relative to the infernal machine— Exaggera- 
tion of the number of victims — Junot’s coachman, and danger %yoided — 
Agreement of Fouche and Junot — Junot's nightmare — My life in danger. 

off- 

• 

My mother’s health was strikingly improved since my marriage. 
Contrary to my brother s inclinations, as well as mine, she had 
called in a new physician, named Vigaroux, the son of a skilful 
surgeon of Montpellier, and he seemed to work wonders. He 
engaged to cure her in six months, and she was sure enough 
relieved from pain. She wa^ handsomer, and her complexion 
clearer, than it had been for ten years before. f|he9dined with 
me, went to plays, was gadding about on visits the ffhole morning, 
and far from feeling fatigued ; indeed, she was tire better for all 
this exertion. 

Garat, one of my mother’s oldest and most assiduous acquaint- 
ances, came one day to entreat mr attendance at the&j^a on the 
23d December, to hear Haydn’s nne oratorio of the Greapln, which 
he, jointly with Steibelt had arranged, and in which lie was to 
take a part. My mother, who was passionately fond of good 
music, and of Garat’s singing, readily promised a compliance. 
She was to sit in my box ; and as Junot dined with Berthier, die 
new Minister of War, it was settled that I should dine with ner 
ready dressed, and Junot would join us after dinner. 

My toilet completed, for the evening, I entered the carriage 
with my brother-in-law, and we found my mother beautiful, gay, 
and enchanting. She was splendidly dressed in black velvet and 
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diamonds, and no one would have supposed her of the age of 
sixty#wo. 

We dined early ; my mother ordered her horses while we took 
coffee, and we set out immediately afterwards. It was seven when 
we arrived at th% h Opera. The house was crowded, and being 
well lighted, and the ladies in full dress, the spectacle was very 
brilliant. * 

We distinguished Garat with his opera-glass in his hand, ear- 
nestly surveying the boxes, to recognise his acquaintances^ and 
though eight o’clock at night, he sought to catch a gleam of 
Aurora * He was more ridiculously dressed than usual ; no very 
easy matter. His coat collar stood higher than his head, and his 
rather monkeyish face #is difficult to discern between ells of 
muslin by way of cravat below, and a forest of curls above. 

The instrumentsowere tuned, and this immense orchestra, more 
numerous than I had ever seen it before, was preparing to treat 
our oral faculties with Haydn’s chef-d'oeuvre , more perfectly 
executed than he had ever the gratification of hearing it himself.y 

Junot found my mother and me in high spirits, occupied in 
looking round this magnificent house, and returning the friendly 
and smiling salutations of our acquaintance. He was himself in a 
peculiar state of mind. Berthier had been repeating to him a 
conversation lie had held with the First Consul respecting Junot ; 
and his words were so full of kindness and friendship, that Junot 
was sensibly affected, and his eyes watered while happiness played 
in smiles on his lips. 

Scarcely were thirty bars of the oratorio played, before a 
violent explosion was heard like the report of cannon. 

“ What means that ? ” said Junot with emotion. He opened 
the box door, and looked about for one of his officers or aides-de- 
camp. “ It is strange ! ” said he. “ How can the guns be fired 
at this hour ? Besides, I should have known it ! Give me my 
hat,” said he to my brother, I will go and see what it is.” In- 
stantly Chevalier’s machine occurred to me, and I seized the flaps 
of Junot’s coat, but he looked angrily at me, and impatiently 
snatched it from my grasp. At this moment the door of the First 
Consul’s box opened, and himself appeared, with Generals Lannes, 
Berthier, and Duroc. 

w 

• Garat was particularly intimate with Madame Aurora B , and was 

always in company with her and her sister. Both parties frequented Talleyrand’s 
house, and the valet, -de-chambre, accustomed to announce them together, would 

cry with a loud voice, Mesdamfs de B et M. Garat . But all things change 

in this world : so that later these ladies and M. Garat were announced sepa- 
rately ; but the habitude was such that more than tw o years afterwards, Cour- 
tiade, when ushfring in the two sisters, still called out “ Mesdames de B et 

f Haydn was leader of the music at the chapel of Prince Esterhazy at 
Vienna ; he wished much to visit Paris, but tine Prince refused very frequently 
his permission to let him travel. 
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He smilingly saluted the immense crowds, who mingled almost 
screams of love with their acclamations* Madame Bonaparte 
followed in a few seconds, accompanied by Colonel Kapp^lIVla- 
dame Murat, who was near her confinement, and Mademoiselle 
Bcauharnais. J unot was re-entering the box to convince himself of 
the First Consult serenity, which I had just rer^rkedupon, when 
Duroc presented himself with a discomposed countenance, and an 
air of wildness* # 

He spoke in whispers to Junot, and we heard nothing of his 
communication ; but at night Junot repeated it to me. “ I love 
Duroc ; he is almost as much attached to the First Consul as 
Marmont and myself.’’ 

Duroc ’s words sufficiently explain the disturbed condition in 
which he appeared. # f 

“ The First Consul has just escaped death,” said he hastily to 
Junot ; “ go to him, he wishes to speak to you* but be calm. It 
is impossible the event should remain unknown here a quarter of 
an hour; but he wishes to avoid being himself the means of 
spreading such intelligence : so, come with me, and let me lean on 
your arm, for I tremble all over. My first battle agitated me 
less/’ 

During the short conference of the two friends the oratorio had 
commenced ; but the fine voices of Mestfames Branchu and Wal- 
bourne, and that of Garat, could not absorb the attention of the 
audience. All eyes were turned towards the First Consul, and he 
alone at this moment occupied two thousand hearts. As I have 
before observed, I bad said nothing to* my mother of Chevalier’s 
infernal machine ; but my brother-in-law knew the whole affair, 
and I whispered a word in his ear, to despatch him in search of 
news. I felt a presentiment of some misfortune. The moment 
Duroc gpoke to Junot, the latter turned pale as a spectre, and I 
perceived him raise his hand to his forehead with a gesture of sur- 
prise and despair ; but, being ifhwilling to disturb my mother and 
the people in the adjoining boxes, I contented myself with whis- 
pering M. Junot for intelligence. But before his return we had 
heard all. A low murmur began to spread from the stage to the 
orchestra, the pit, and the boxes. “The First Consul has just 
been attacked in the Rue Saint-Nicaisc.” # 

The truth soon circulated thijjughout the theatre, when simul- 
taneously, and, as it were, by an electric shock, one unanimous 
acclamation was heard ; one universal glance seemed to shield 
Napoleon with protecting love. What I here relate I was eye- 
witness to ; more than two-thirds of those who attended the 

Opera on that evening are probably yet living in Paris; it may 

• 

* This street no longer exists ; and the Opera-house was destroyed after the 
assassination of the Due de Berri, to make room for the chapel intended to be 
erected in commemoration of this last murderous act ; the chapel was Nearly 
finished, but has, since the revolution of 1830 , been pulled down, and the ma- 
terials sold. 
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be they dare not be the first to declare the events of that moment ; 
but I appeal to them, let them answer whether I retrace not with 
fidelity tne feelings of the audience. How tumultuous was the 
agitation which preceded the burst of national resentment ! for 
in the first quarter of an hour, the nation was represented by that 
crowd, whose indignation against so foul an attempt no words are 
capable of expressing. Women were seen choking with sobs, 
men trembling with rage ; all united heart and hand to prove that 
in such circumstances no political differences can create a differ- 
ence in the code of honour. Meanwhile I was engaged in observ- 
ing the First Consul's box, which being immediately below me, 
enabled me to sec and hear nearly all that passed in it. He was 
calm, and appeared only warmly affected, when the general mur- 
mur conveyed to his ear any strong expression of the public 
feeling, Madame Bonaparte was not equally mistress of her feel- 
ings. Her whole frame was disordercdbf-even her attitude, always 
so graceful, was no longer her own. She seemed to tremble, and 
to be desirous of sheltering herself under her shawl — the very 
shawl which had saved her life. She wept : notwithstanding all 
her efforts to repress her tears, they were seen trickling down her 
pale cheeks, and when she looked towards the First Consul her 
shivering fit returned. Her daughter too was much disturbed. 
As for Madame Murat, the character of the family shone in her 
demeanour; although her situation might have excused the dis- 
play of an anxiety and distress so natural in the sister of the 
First Consul, she was, throughout this trying evening, perfectly 
composed. 

Junot having received the orders of the First Consul, returned 
to desire we would not wait for him, and immediately left us to 
enter upon his duty. The Prefect of Police, whose box was next 
to mine, had long since quitted it, and hastened to the prefecture. 
When Junot was gone, my another, who was now acquainted with 
the whole affair, told me that a* young man of a military ap- 
pearance, in the box beside me, had just told the ladies who oc- 
cupied it, that the conspirators had at first intended to lay their 
train at the door of the Opera, in which case the entire theatre 
would have been blown up ; and she desired me to look at him, 
and tell her whether he were deserving of credit. It was M. 
* Diestrichj alde-de-cam p to General Vandamrae; and the ladies in 
the box were his mother and sister. I had once seen him at my 
own house on Junot ’s reception-days, and had met him two days 
before at General Mortier’s. I begged him to tell me whether 
there was any pew misfortune to be dreaded. “ It is difficult,” 
said he* “ to answer that question. Death has been.averted from 
the while assemblage within these walls, only by the observance of 
a general regulation tfyafc no carriage of any description shall be 
siffiere^ to remain at the floor of a theatre the first night of a new 
piece. A added M. Piestrich, lowering his voice, st none 
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of the authors of this infamous crime are yet arrested V who can 
answer that a second blow may not be prepared against the First 
Consul, at the moment of his leaving tin? theatre the first having 
failed ? As for myself, I am come to fetch my mother and sister, 
and when I have seen them safely home I shall feturn, for the arm 
of a man is always necessary in a tumult/' — “ I will go too,” 
said my mother, u this gentlemaif is perfectly right ; give me my 
shawl, put on your own and let us go ; ” and she continued urging 
my departure, and even wrapped me in my furs. My partiality 
for General Bonaparte, and especially that passion for his glory 
which made me as sensitive to his triumphs as if he had been my 
brother; that enthusiasm which induced me to consider the in- 
terests of France and Napoleon as identified, had frequently 
incurred my mother's reproaches. This evening she had seen me 
weep, and knew that I was really distressed, but did not fully com- 
prehend the object of mj^present anxiety. My tears, I will not 
deny, were called forth by horror at a crime of such enormity as 
would condemn its perpetrators to the execration of all succeeding 
ages ; but at that moment I was in a state of violent perturbation, 
at the thought that Junot was encountering unknown clangers, so 
much the more alarming, that the wretches who were thus reso- 
lutely bent on the First Consul’s destruction, could only reach 
him by the sacrifice of his most faithful adherents. This idea' " 
tortured me. I knew that my mother would go, but for myself I 
would fain know Junot ’s proceedings and keep him in sight. I 
thought the First Consul’s side his most probable station at such 
a moment. It was not his duty to be funning through the narrow 
alleys of Paris, hunting the conspirators from their lurking-places, 
and I might reasonably suppose he would not be far from the 
Opera-house. While I lingered, ruminating on these reflections, 
Junot opened the box-door, and hastily said : “/io with your 
mother; after setting her do^i, borrow her carriage to convey 
you to Madame Bonaparte’s; 1 shall be there, and will take you 
home and away he ran. In spite of the excessive cold, he was 
covered with perspiration. 

My brother-in-law accompanied us, and having set down my 
mother, we proceeded to the Tuileries. The First Consul was 4 
returned from the Opera, and every thing appeared as calm 
as if nothing had happened; but in the saloon things wore 
a different aspect. Several of the authorities were assembled, 
the Ministers, the Consuls, the Commandant of Paris, General 
Mortier, Commandant of the Division, etc. The First Con- 
sul, who had hitherto appeared indifferent to all the attempts 
against him, showed this time no indulgence, rfhd he had good 
reason. Madame Bonaparte was quite <p$rpowered ; she cried in- 
cessantly. Independently of the danger the First Consul had so 
narrowly escaped, she had herself nearly fallen a victim to the 
explosion. As she was stepping into the carriage, Rapp, who was 
not usually so observant of the perfect agreement of colours in a 
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lady's dress, observed to her that her shawl neither matched her 
gown nor her jewels. Her perfect elegance in the adjustment of 
all the accessories of the toilet, is well known, and she returned to 
repair the oversight. Scarcely did it detain her three minutes, 
yet these sufficed for separating her carriage from that of the 
First Consul, which it was to have followed close. This delay 
saved her. The explosion took place just as Madame Bonaparte’s 
carriage reached the Carrousel : its windows were broken, and 
pieces of the glass fell on the neck and shoulders of Mademoiselle 
Beauharnais, who sat on the front seat of the carriage, and her 
shawl did not defend her from some slight wounds. I cannot 
adequately describe the impression which this outrage created 
throughout France : to Bonaparte it afforded the conviction that 
he might demand any thing of the people by whom he was beloved 
to such excess. I saw, and have still before me the daily reports 
made by the military police to Junot* These reports were not 
designed for public inspection, but they contained proofs of attach- 
ment and national devotion, the abuse of which may imply in 
some degree a criminality in Napoleon. 

It is wfcll known that the barrel containing the powder and 
charge (and which resembled those borne by the water-carriers), 
was placed on a crazy Pule cart, drawn by a mare, and so sta- 
tioned as to impede the road. It was intended, w r hile in the act 
of removal by the guards, to explode by internal machinery, and 
destroy every thing within reach. It was afterwards said, that 
the rapidity of his carriage alone had saved the First Consul, and 
no doubt this circumstance had its share in his deliverance ; but 
liis real cau$$ of it was the result of nitre chance. The piquet of 
Chasseurs ^scorting^ the First Consul, preceded and followed the 
carriage. One of the foremost, perceiving that an old cart ob- 
structed the way, called to the driver to get on one side; but 
seeing no otte ffor Saint-Regent, who lighted the train, was con- 
cealed behind a palisade),* he struck the mare smartly on the 
haunches with the flat of his sabre, which set her in motion, and 
advancing three or four steps, she seems to have deranged the 
packthread, which by opening a valve, was to admit air and cause 
the explosion. The consequent delay was but momentary* yet it 
sufficed to ensure the safety of the First Consul, whose carriage 
had meanwhile turned through the Rue de Malte into the Hue 
Richelieu, instead of passing through the Rue Saint-Nicaise, 
where the machine was. The marc was killed, but without any 

• At the period of this tragic event, the Place du Carrousel and the adjacent 
streets were totally different to what we see them now : improvements were then 
going on, and palirades of lofty boards were at every corner. It was behind one 
of these palisades that the poor little ignorant chimneysweep had hidden him- 
self in <wdt?T to set fire to the train of powder : his name was Saint-Regent. By 
the explosion of the machine, he received some violent contusions, and was 
throw** across the street : the surgeon who picked him up immediately afterwards 
and dressed his wounds, was arrested, and suspected of being a party concerned 
infhe infernal attempt. 
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external mark of injury, so that a description of her was fcveiy 
where placarded, and herself deposited at the Prefecture of Police# 
in order that the public might see and examine her, and perhaps 
be able to say to whom she formerly belonged. 

Such was the violence of the explosion, so terrible the impul- 
sion, that a part of the wheel, and one of the iron bands that 
encircled the cask, darting across the intervening space from the 
Rue de Malte to the Hotel d’Elboeuf, and unarrested even by the 
lofty height of that hotel, was hurled some distance beyond it. 

Curiosity proved fatal to many inhabitants of the Rues Saint- 
Nicaise and de Malte. Madame Leger, mistress of the Cafe 
Apollo, at the corner of the two streets, running to the door, ♦ 
according to her custom, whenever the First Consul was to be 
seen passing, had both her breasts carried off by one of the hoops 
of the barrel, and survived but three days. • 

One of the waiters at the same Cafe was killed, and the other 
wounded. The number of the victims has been much exaggerated. 

I have proofs that on that day the deaths did not exceed nine : 
they may, including the consequences, have afterwards ^amounted 
to twenty-nine or thirty. Great, no doubt ; but far less frightful 
than if we had had to deplore the loss of two thousand people, as 
would have been the case had not the sentinel peremptorily 
resisted the placing of the cart at the door of the Opera- 
house. 

Never, perhaps, was Napoleon a more interesting object of 
observation, than during the hours immediately succeeding this 
catastrophe. • 

It was not till my return home at night that I was Informed of 
Junot’s share in the danger. On his road to the Opera, from 
the Ministry of War, which was then at the Hotel d’Avray, 
Rue de Lille, passing under the arch of the Carrousel, he 
recollected that it was only seweri, and the First Consul would 
not have set out. Desirous, therefore, of* expressing to him the 
gratitude with which his heart was overflowing, he ordered hi# 
coachman to stop at the Tuileries; but the restiveness of his 
young and spirited horses (we drove at that time the finest in 
Paris), frustrated this scheme. They were going with tremendous 
rapidity, and the coachman found it impossible to stop them till it 
became necessary to have made a very awkward turn, and to have 
again passed a narrow' part of the street. Junot, therefore, with 
some signs of impatience, relinquished his design, and again gave 
the word 64 to the Opera.” Had he alighted at the Tuileries, 
Napoleon's carriage being full,* he must have followed in his 
0fn ; and the train of guards, the last of whom* had his horse 
killed, would most certainly have been blown up. No one, how- 

* Lauriston, aide-de-camp an duty, Lauries, commanding the guards, and 
Berthier, Minister of War, were all three with Napoleon. 

2 b 2 
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ever, appeared sensible of the clanger he had escaped but myself 
and the coachman, who for more than a year could not pass the 
Place du Carrousel without a shudder. 

All the authorities, the corporations, the tribunals, every thing 
that could call itself constituted, or wore the appearance of a body, 
congratulated the First Consul, and entreated him as a favour, to 
pay more attention to his personal safety. The Council of State, 
with Boulay de la Meurthc at the head of its deputation, demanded 
especially that he would take measures for the maintenance of 
public order. But the most remarkable address was that of the 
city of Paris. This unfortunate city saw her interests at stake, 

• exposed as she was to become the victim of a few obscure mis- 
creants, who cared not if, in the accomplishment of their own 
criminal views, they brought destruction on some thousands of 
unoffending citizens. 

It was Etienne Majcan, Secretary-General bf the department of 
the Seine, at the head of the Mayors and of the General Council, 
who spoke, instead of Frocliot, then Prefect, who was too seriously 
ill to exercise his functions. Contemporary memoirs have made 
the Prefect present the Mayors to the First Consul, and have 
quoted his speech on the occasion. The question may or may not 
be indifferent ; but knowing the truth, I report it. 

The next day, 2d of December, the agitation of Paris was ex- 
treme. The heinous nature of the plot was known overnight, but 
its details were not generally understood till the morning; and I 
cannot too often repeat, that the indignation they excited was 
universal, and the interest manifested for the First Consul beyond 
expression. 

It may be well imagined that all the authorities, civil and mili- 
tary, were at once in a state of activity, requiring no other stimu- 
lation. 

Opinions differed upon the direction the researches should take. 
Jtrnot and Fouche, who did not usually agree on police measures, 
could not convert the First Consul to their persuasion that the 
actuating spring of all these frequent atrocities had its pivot at 
once in France, and at a distance from it. Napoleon was of a 
different opinion. “ They are the work,” he said, u of those same 
Enrages , who embrace in their* number a multitude of j$eptem~ 
brisers,” and nothing c&ukl shake this idea. Yet it was notorious 
that these men were but the outcasts of a party, and the catspaws 
of their secret instigators. 

A handful of wrenches,” who have calumniated liberty by the 
crimes they have committed in her name, these are the guilty 
parti|®^ said the First Consul. Dubois would not contradict 
was evident he thought with Junot and Fouche. 
FoucBe replied, “ These are fellows incapable of conceiving. They 
execute as the horse did, who drew the machine, but can go no 
further. It would be useless frere I to run after these men of the 
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Abbaye~aux-Bois. # Only leave me time, and I will unravel piany 
things.” 

For two days Junot scarcely allowed himself an instant’s repose. 
He would not intrust to subalterns a commission so important as 
the pursuit of the agents in so atrocious an enterprise. He rose 
almost before daybreak, #nd from the head-quarters of the garrison 
directed himself ^every thing that fell under his jurisdiction. . The 
activity, intelligence, and honourable dcvotedness of his coadjutor, 
M. Doucet, Chief Adjutant-general of the garrison, cannot be 
too highly praised. 

At ten o’clock in the evening of the 5th, Junot came home, 
overcome with fatigue, and though he hatf promised to fetch me 
from my mother’s, could not rally his faculties from the drowsi- 
ness which oppressed them. • 

On my arrival, my femme-de-chambre told me he was gone to 
bed, and had requested I would wish him goocl night. Accord- 
ingly I entered my chamber, and finding him in a deep sleep, 
leaned over him, and said, “ What ! already asleep?” His nights, 
generally restless, were at this anxious period disturbed by frightful 
dreams; and at the moment I spoke he was dreaming that he 
was in the cabinet of the First Consul, which was filled with con- 
spirators, one of whom was in the act of firing a machine. My 
words had partly roused him, and the fire-light favouring the 
illusion of his dream, he awoke much agitated. # 


CHAPTER LVII. 

My visits to the Tuileries after the 2d of December — Conversation with the First 
Consul — Inutility of an additional, victim — Bonaparte’s opinion of my mo- 
ther’s drawing-room — His condemnation of the emigrants — M. Roger de 
Damns, term of comparison in bravery — The horse and the cloak — Madame 
Mural at the Hotel de Brionne — Promenade to Villiers — M. Baudelocque 
and Madame Frangeau — IV e are not rich — The First Consul's opinion of the 
contrivers of the infernal machine — The lyepublieans and the Enrages — 
Remarkable scene at Malmaison — Animated discussion between Bonaparte 
and Fouche — Enumeration of contempprary crimes — Madame Bonaparte, and 
the co&ciiiatrice rejected — Continuation and conclusion of a long discussion 
between Fouche and the First Consul — The Tmfc and the French soldier — > 
Metge and his arrest — The tribune Duveyrier — Special tribunal — Portalis at 
Malmaison — The preamble of the Civil Code — Junot’s papers. 

Immediately after the explosion of the infernal machine, we 
were more than commonly assiduous in our attendance at the 
Tuileries; my mother herself pressed it upon me, andvoften, 
when desirous of my company, would sacrifice it to send ife to 

* The Abbaye-aux-Bois, situated in the Faubourg Sainl-Germains, was the 
principal place for the meetings of the conspirators at that time ; it is now a 
retreat for ladies of small income. 
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palacf. 66 Be very particular,” said she, “ to express to General 
Bonaparte the distress which this horrible affair has occasioned 
me. No set speeches, such as you would address to a tribunal or 
a council of state, but depict in its true colours all that I suffered 
on the evening and night of the 2d of December.” 

It was easy for my mother to talk of what displeased her in the 
First Consul ; but she had watched his growth %>m childhood to 
maturity, and nature overpowered that petty rancour to which the 
superior mind and generous soul of my mother would never have 
given admission, but to disguise the just dignity of offended 
friendship. She was attached to Napoleon ; more than once she 
repented her severity towards one whom she loved as the son of 
one of her dearest friends. Thi^ittcmpt 0 f the assassination made 
her shudder ; she wept violently on her retvHn home, and in the 
night had a violent access of fever, which made her very ill for 
two days. 

When I acquitted myself of her commission to the First Consul, 
his answer was of a nature to have confounded any one less 
acquainted with his character than 1 was. # He looked me stea- 
dily in the face ; fixed on me that piercing and fiery eye, which, 
by its quick and earnest expression, neutralized those it encoun- 
tered, and desired me to repeat my mother's message. 

u I have had the honour, General, of expressing to yon, in my 
mother’s nan*#, the lively interest she felt m the incidents of the 
2d. She hopes you do not doubt her sincerity.” 

“ Yet she ran away, and you too, before the end of the ora- 
torio.” 

I made no reply; but looked at General Bonaparte with an 
expression which he probably interpreted literally ; for lie added, 
withdrawing his gaze from me, and turning towards the window, 
although it was night, and nothing could be seen in the palace 
court, “ To be sure it would hay# availed nothing towards my 
safety, had any peril awaited me, that one more victim should 
have exposed herself to it.” 

66 Let me add, General, that in the eyes of my mother it was 
her daughter who was in danger ; in mine, it was my mother. 
We mutually owed regard to each other’s safety; for myself, 1 
can say nothing approaching to exaggeration, when I affirm that 
I left the Opera with the greatest reluctance ; for I knew that 
Junot must partake the danger that threatened his General, and 
this idea was painful to me ; but I could not suffer my mother to 
abide the hazard without being in some degree criminaL’’ 

(( Yes, yes ; undoubtedly, undoubtedly,” answered the First 
Consul, with inflection of voice it would be impossible to describe ; 
** l'!|pP|:ii||together ridiculous to have used such an inadvertent 
exprefeilbrt) for you must call it so ; I know in your mother’s 

* ^ IS? at on ® qumtfdian dinners after the attempt, I think the 

15th; fori am certain it was not the 5th following. 
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Society every thing is acceptable that may make me appear in an 
unfavourable light.” 

“ General,” replied I, much hurt that he persisted in the belief 
that my mother’s drawing-room was a focus for the dissemination 
of hatred against him, u how can I convince you ? It can be 
accomplished only by ope means, and that is in the power of God 
alone ; it is, that the accent of truth may reach your heart. I 
have much hope in that truth which cannot be feigned. I have 
the honour to tell you, Citizen Consul, that never has a word to 
your prejudice been uttered in my mother's drawing-room but 
either herself or my brother has instantly assumed the prerogative 
of their own house, to impose silence on the holders of language 
which my mother's friendship foft you, and for all your family, 
would interdict, ev# though it* were the language of truth; for 
the friendship of my mother," proceeded I, with warmth, and 
almost angry, “ is not of that commonplace species that may be 
lightly sacrificed to complaisance." 

“ Ah ! " said the First Consul, u you admit, then, that persons 
inimical to.me are received into your mother’s drawing-room ! " 

“ I have spoken with frankness, General, and shall continue to 
do so. Unquestionably, among my mother’s acquaintances are 
some who are unfriendly to the present, government ; I pretend 
neither tojblame nor absolve them. J know that they are suffering 
the consequences of a long exile, that their property is confis- 
cated, that most of them are in indigence, that many still groan 
under the ban which has been fulminated against them ; but all 
these evils are not ascribable to you, ajid to resent them upon you 
would be equally unjust and absurd. But on the other hand, I 
believe also — " I stopped, and half smiling, looked at the First 
Consul, who continued my sentence , — “ that I should be unjust 
in my turn, if I obliged them to cry, Vive la Rtpubliqiie ! Is not 
that your meaning, Madame Jjunot ? But if they do not like that 
word, why do they return to France ? Who recals them ? They 
are not wanted in any branch of the administration. Fouche 
and Chaptal will be quite as good ministers as M. le Comte 
d’Entraigues, and Junot and Lannes will command my soldiers 
as well as M. Roger de Damas, brave as he is.” * 

“ But, General," answered I, “ is not our native soil the pro- 

# Whenever the bravery of the emigrants was Napoleon’s topic, M. Roger de 
Damas was always the example. He related a certain story, which I never 
heard but from him, about the head of a horse enveloped in a cloak, and a leap 
into the sea, horse and rider; Quiberon was the theatre. But as it was neither 
easy to follow Bonaparte in his narrative, nor to extract from him a repetition, I 
never very exactly understood .the particulars of this anecdo^. All that 1 could 
gather from it was, that M. Roger de Damas, seeing himselPon th anoint of bejpg 
taken, had wrapped lus horse’s head in his cloak, that the animaWight not oe 
sensible of his danger, and striking the spurs into his sides, had ra&dvtfm leap 
into the sea. I made inquiries of a person who had served in Condos army, and 
he assured me the circumstance was true, but had not happened at Quibcron. I 
give it as I heard it, and that was from Napoleon. 
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perfcy of all her children ? Cannot a Frenchman return home 
without 1 the inducement of a place ? Is there not an attraction 
infinitely more powerful ? I know there is, by the experience my 
own family presents ; my uncle, M. Comn^nc, *is returned to 
France, to live in peace and in the.htrijjLof a better futurity* 
And he certainly did not want confidli|lfe in your generosity, 
for he re-entered France without a passport, without even an en- 
couraging word ; and as he was far from expecting to find his 
niece the bride of one of your generals, he reckoned only on the 
magnanimity of the government towards a man who surrenders 
himself.” 

u Your uncle does not like me, and I may add, he does not 
like the Republic ; besides, h,| emigrated, and I consider all 
emigrants in the light of parricides. Nevertheless, I have com- 
plied with Junot’s demands in favour of M. de Comnene; for,” 
added lie, “ Madafme Permon carefully avoids presenting a peti- 
tion to me, even in favour of her brother.” 

This was true; my mother had said, “ If he be so disposed* 
he will do it for Junot; and if not, what good can my interfer- 
ence effect?” 

My mother was, however, mistaken ; the General would never 
have refused to Madame Permon what the First Consul of the 
Republic might, perhaps, have thought it inconsistent with his 
duty to grant to General Junot. 

I remember that the same day the First Consul talked to me 
of all my family; inquired whether my grandmother was still 
living ; what was become of my uncle the Abbe de Comnene ; 
he also spoke of my brother, and his friendly intentions towards 
him. Junot’s relations were not mentioned; he spoke only of 
my own. 

As I have before said, I went often to Madame Bonaparte ; 
Madame Murat, who w r as every moment expecting her confine- 
ment, was also a frequent visiter, and I never met her without 
pleasure. She w T as unaffected, a dutiful daughter, a fond wife, 
and every way interesting. 

One day I visited her at the Hotel de Bripxme,* where she 
was then living ; she occupied the ground-floor, and M. Benexeck, 
with all his family, the first. 1 found her getting into her car- 
riage for a ride to Villiers (Neuilly), which the First Consul had 
just given her, and she proposed my accompanying her, to which 
I acceded, and we set out, having the precaution to take Madame 
Frangeau with us, lest an accident should befal her patient by 
the road. 

JMadame Frangeau was the favourite of Baudelocque, and could 
rarount minutiae of the youth, maturity, and declining age of 

4 , 

* Jkjs Valise has since been pulled down. It was situated in the old court 
of th^-jEuileries, ' opposite the entrance leading to the Pont royal. Maret occu- 
pied St after Murat. j 
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her patron, with commentaries and additions which each recital 
magnified by half ; will not the simple mention of her name recal 
to the Queen of Naples, the Queen of Holland, the Duchess de 
Frioul, and to all the yoptg mothers of that day, who, like myself, 
were subjected to her §t^eeks <> thraldom, her gown of the fashion 
of the regency, and “Her whimsically antiquated head-dress, 
oddly contrasted with finery in the style of 1800? ■ 

This little ride to Viiliers dwells on my mind, because so ex- 
cessive was our mirth at Madame Frangeau’s stories, that at one 
moment I had fears for Caroline. She, however, thought not of 
accidents ; she was better engaged in de\jpuring ten or twelve 
large bunches of grapes and two rolls a la Duchesse, which Ma- 
dame Frangeau had ordered to bc$put into the carriage. I never 
saw such an appetit#! • 

46 Will you have some?” said she; recollecting at last that all 
the way from the barriers she had been eating without a com- 
panion. But I was just entering on a situation which, with her, 
was drawing to a close: T could eat nothing, and was subject to 
perpetual sickness. 

After driving round the park of Viiliers, and laying In a fresh 
stock of provisions, for the basket was emptied, wc returned home. 
44 The First Consul, in the gift of this . country-scat, has been 
most generous to us,” said Caroling 4 ‘ we are not rich, and if 
my brother had not added the means of furnishing and support- 
ing the house, it had been useless to us.” In aftertimes, when 
Murat, returning from Italy, undertook the government of Paris, 
on Juriofs departure for Arras, no impossibility of this nature 
prevented him furnishing and inhabiting the Hotel de Thelusson. 

After the explosion of the infernal machine, all France dis- 
played the most lively interest towards the First Consul ; it would 
be difficult to sum up the unanimous concurrence of testimonials 
of affection. From all the provinces, from all parts of the Re- 
public, arrived addresses, prayers, and above all recommendations, 
sometimes harshly worded, that the First Consul should at length 
adopt measures of personal safety. One cry expressed the uni- 
versal meaning : it -is the interest of France. 

Our evenings, even after the play if it were not too late, were 
spent at Madame Bonaparte’s. There we enjoyed the happi- 
ness of ; faceting the First Consul. 

His conversation, always attractive by its depth of thought, 
and that air of originality which reflected from his rich and 
brilliant imagination, acquired increased interest from the con- 
sciousness that at such a moment he could give vent only to 
ideas of the most direct influence. For this reason I seldom 
missed the quintidian dinners. In spite of crowd, noise, and 
bustle, it was easy to hear the conversation of the First Consul 
with all the men of talent and learning of France. TShe imj fet 
profound civilians, the ablest financiers, the most subtk? <|pB- 
matists, thronged around to hear him, and appeared to wtather 



346 NAPOLEON,* HIS COUHT AND FAMILY* 

taking less from him, than imparting their knowledge to a 
foung man, whose pale complexion bore witness to watchings 
^and fatigues far exceeding theirs, though the superiority of years 
was greatly on their side. For a just appreciation of the 
First Consurs character, he should have been listened to at 
Malmaison, or in Madame Bonaparte’s saloon at Paris; but 
never was he so interesting as at the period I have just sketched, 
imperfectly indeed, considering the strong and vigorous colour- 
ing that should be diffused over spch distant reminiscences, 
when designed for eyes which cannot by the aid of personal 
recollection fill up the feeble outlines of the picture. But my 
pencil is guided by conviction, and this is much in painting. 

*■ We know the First Consul Was persuaded the blow had been 
struck by the Jacobins, or rather by a class of wretches usurp- 
ing the name of republicans, and meriting only that of Enrages , 
whieh the police had given them. In fact, neither Thibeau- 
deau, Daunou, Gregoire, Boissy d’Anglas, nor any who avowed 
their republican principles before the consulate, were to be found 
in their ranks. They were obscure rapscallions, instruments of 
crime stained with blood, the refuse of our fatal epochs of 1793 
and 1794. These men, dissatisfied with the return of order, as 
represented in several reports from the prefect of police for 
Fructidor and Vend emiairc §f the year IX, conspired for the over- 
throw of the restorative government, under which they could not 
hope for the revival of anarchy. There was amongst them more 
than one Baboeuf, and the conspiracy of the Camp de Grenelle 
was every day renewed around the First Consul. But he himself 
was unjust when he said in the Council of State, “ All these 
evils are the work of the revolutionists ; of the Septembrisers.” 

For a long time he was inconvertible. I remember one day, 
in a conversation at Malmaison, he maintained his opinion 
against Fouche, Junot, Cambaqeres, and several others. The 
police had found a clue to the villany of the machine, and 
Fouche already .exulted ; his triumph was complete, when 
having traced it hpme, the conspirators were arrested, tried and 
• convicted, and prdfed to be Gfaouan chiefs, sent up to Paris by 
Gf>rgM to strike the blow. The First Consul argued good- 
humoured ly, it is true ; yet his obstinate contrariety disturbed 
l^fen the habitual sallow calmness of Cambaceres ; he alone was 
astranquil: as if the question no way affected his life ; at one 
nt op||,ke grew angry. 

• Ffcuch& inserted, not without reason, that La Vendee, though 
apparently paqlfbd*^!! nourished the elements of fire ; that in- 
surgent bands occupied all the roads, and that Brittany was 
uninhabitable/ 

u Parbleu !” said the First Consul, with warmth, " why do 
you talk of La Vendee and Brittany? You! the Minister of 
Pdlice ! who well know the state both of the north and south of 
Francgg you come and talkpf La Vendee as the central point 



' ' VENB&A&S MV CIfOUA3>fe 1 ' - ■' ■' W$ : 

towards which it seems all the attention, all the solicitude of the 
government, should be directed. What is the news from the 
right bank of the Rhine ? Was he a Vendean, that bandit chiefs 
who committed a robbery of 60,000 francs, by force of arms in 
Germinal last, in the very heart of France, in the department of 
the Ourthe ? Were those men Vendeans, again, who have just 
been taken at Chateaudun ? They are deserters, led by k woman 
in man's attire. In the department of Gard, you know that from 
the month of Germinal td the 10th Nivose,. sixty-eight brigands 
have been arrested. In the Sarre, what do you call that band of 
Shindareen robbers ? In Aveyron, in the# Lower Alps, you hear 
every day of new arrests. What happened only the day before 
yesterday on the Rouen road ? *1 hope you do not call that a&l 
unknown corner ? Well, here the diligence is attacked by eight 
brigands, in spite of an escort of four met* commanded 
sergeant seated on the imperial. Are these, again, Vendeans 'V* 
The First Consul was almost in a passion. Fouche, who was* 
not easily discomfited, looked at him, very respectfully no" 
doubt, but nevertheless with an expression that would have ex- 
asperated me had I been the First Consul. • 

“ I have the honour to observe, General/’ said he, “ that the 
brigands who stopped the diligence from Rouen were no other 
than Chouans, wlio are themselves only Vendeans in disguise* 
When the diligence was stopped, the first proceeding, even 
before firing, was to demand the funds belonging to the Republic, 
and this you well know, is precisely the prescribed plan among 
the western brigands. Hunted and* entrapped, as it were, by 
General Bernadette, they are driven this way ; they are Chouans, 

I maintain it.” 

“ And I repeat to you, Citizen Minister of the General Police, 
that you are mistaken ; or ratner you would have us believe you 
are mistaken.” At this moment Madame Bonaparte, who was 
tenderly attached to Fouche, and deeply interested in his behalf, 
came up behind Bonaparte, and passed he^hand through his 
arm ; but the First Consul, gently disengagjpg his arm from his 
•wife’s pressure, said to her, without loss (fr temper Jmt rather* 
peremptorily, “ Pray, Josephine, do not interrupt me vifeen ^am 
talking of serious matters.” / 

I shall never forget the disconcerted appearance of Mmms 
B onaparte, as she slunk back to her seat without even-Uiinla^g 
of a reply. : ; 4 

“ Yes, Citizen Minister,” resumed the First CMihl, # I re-/ 
peat distinctly, that you are mistaken wl|^^y#^retend tiat the * 
domestic poison with which the ttepubfi^ is unjiappily infected, 
has any other origin than that vast conspiracy of robbery and 
crime, the machinations of a set of miscreants who belong to no 
party, and would, disgrace any which might adopt them ; but 
who, ever Teady to sell their strength, ha^e for the last fifteen 
years been eagerly intent on seizing an opportunity of the smallest 
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disturbance to augment and profit by it. Do you believe that 
the cut-throats of the 2d and 3d of September, or that the 
executioners of the republican marriages at Nantes, or the men 
who filled the ditches of Avignon with corpses, the assassins of 
the prisoners at Versailles, those Wretches who for two years 
waded ankle deep in blood, signing decrees of death against the 
aged, such as the Abbess of Montmartre at 90, # or young victims 
of sixteen, such as the maids of Verdun ? — Do you believe, sir/' 
and he advanced a pace or two nearer to Fouche — “ Do you 
believe that all these men love liberty and the Republic ! Can 
you answer yes ? Ifiyou do, 1 for my part shall say no. I 
tell you that they are men determined on licentiousness — men 
who, on the very eve of the massacres I have enumerated, had 
not wherewith to pay for a loaf, and six months afterwards were 
living in opulence,; because they could, without a symptom of 
remorse, Wear the clothing and sjeep in the bed of their victims. 
You will tell me, perhaps, that some amongst them are still poor : 
it may be so ; but for the most part they have long feasted on 
bread steeped in blood. I know what I know,” added he, 
shaking his head. 

Fouche grew even paler than usual, and had long been visibly 
desirous of answering the First Consul. When Napoleon turned 
to the fire and began poking it, according to his custom, Fouche 
said, in a voice tremulous with passion, although his words were 
deliberate. 

“ But, General, you will permit me to tell you, that all the 
sanguinary horrors of the revolution were not committed by the 
Jacobins , as you call them. You are plainly ignorant of the 
tragedies of Tarrascon, Beaucaire, Marseilles, and so many 
other southern towns, theatres of the illustrious deeds of Jesuits 
and their colleagues ; in short offhe royalist assassinations.” 

The First Consul was still stopping forward, and knocking 
about a poor log ; but at the last words of Fouche he raised 
himself hastily, and returning with the same precipitation was 
instantly beside file minister. 

“Eh ! pardieu ! what is that you have just cited ? You give 
me a new advantage ; this is the very thing 1 told you an hour 
ago. Th$se monsters in human shape, who tuck up the sleeves 
or their ^shirts, if they have any, while they cut off heads 
or throw people into the water, would throw them into an auto- 
da-fe of the opanish Inquisition, if the grand inquisitor’s service 

* Tills was Madjune de Montmorency, who was so bent with age, that the 
inhuman exedutionC^ could not perform his office without first straightening her 
body by force. • 

Tbis unfortunate lady was both blind and deaf ; when interrogated, Fouquier 
Tinville was obliged to scream to her, as she had been deprived of her ear- 
trumpet, and failing, with all his exertions to make himself heard, she was con- 
demned for having e&mpir't sourdement (conspired privately or deafly ). When 
she was in the cart, and breathed the fresh air, she sang with a faint voice the 
“ Salve Regina,” believing herself restored to liberty. 
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wasmore profitable than their pillage. Parbleu ! I know there 
were royalist assassinations, t might say they were but repri- 
sals, and that the scenes of Avignon, the massacre of many of 
whom, youtfg as I then was, I intimately knew, and whose mo- 
rality I can warrant, might excuse the subsequent excesses ; 
but no, I will not say ao, nothing can authorize cruelty, nothing 
can render crime legitimate. It was not to our glorious revolu- 
tion that these atrocities owed their birth. All the horrors of 
1793 cannot tarnish the dazzling whiteness of her robe, when, 
led by liberty, or rather holding her by the hand as a sister, she 
came, in 1789, to deliver us from our grievous bondage. Men of 
bad faith, and enemies of the revolution, can alone confound the 
events oPdifferent periods. All must have their due. But only 
one opinion can be entertained oftnurderers and shedders of blood. 
France has had enough of this regime, and anarchy p| : decidedly 
held in horror. We must put a stop to the brigandages which 
desolate the interior of the Republic. They are the seedlings of 
our fatal epochs. Public liberty is menaced, and even already 
attacked in her most valuable bulwarks. Each member of the 
great family, called society, is at every instant deprived of the 
means of existence. Safety is but a name, and the most inoffen- 
sive being knows not, on retiring to rest, whether he may breaks 
fast in his own house in the morning. The good Clement de 
Ris is an instance.* Such things are passing under a system of 
government which aims at tranquillity and the r return of order. 
All this must come to an end. I know it was the Directory 
which prepared for us so sorrowful atf inheritance, by its detest- 
able organization of the provinces, especially after the first paci- 
fication of La Vendee. But evils are not repaired by shifting 
the blame on others. Here are these scoundrels, not content 
with attacking me, would fain blow up a whole division of Paris. 
If the sentinel at the Opera, ljad not driven off the barrel, some 
thousands would have been mutilated and assassinated because 
these monsters seek my life. I repeat this must % brought to 
an end. It is not a moment when the Itepubli^every where vic- 
torious, dictates laws to her enemies in the very bosom of their 
own country, that she will suffer herself to be crushed beneath 
the blows of flagitious profligates, assuming, as if lm., way of 
derision, a political pretence. Souls like these have nb foom for 
a sentiment so noble as patriotism; but because they rob dili- 
gences and tax-gatherers, knowing them to have always a well- 
furnished chest, therefore the knaves fancy they lire making war 
on the government. This is pitiable !” ^ 

“ Citizen Consul,” replied Fouclie, “ I can £>nly repeat now 
what 1 have had the honour of tiling you several times since the 
2d of December. I expressed my individual; opinion, when I said 
that so execrable a crime could only have been committed by the 

* We shall soon see a strange light thrown on this history of C16ment de Iiia> 
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enemies rather of mankind than of the Republic, or your person* 
They attacke^the Convention byfforce of arms on the 4th of Oc- 
tober; they were in permanent conspiracy against the Direc- 
tory, not because it was a worse government to them than the 
convention or the committees, but because they are the enemies 
of all government. I am well aware of aU that, Citizen Consul ; 
and from the situation I occupy, I am perhaps better informed 
than others of all these iniquities ; but while I allow, with you, 
that some hundreds of bandits are spread over the surface or our 
beautiful France, effecting all the mischiefs we see, I say, that 
the hell which vomited these demons was not 1793.” 

The First Consul slirugged his shoulders; “ And ( The Soldier 
and the Turk ’ (Xe Militaire et le Turc), was that dainty device 
produced by a pen under the dictation of England, or of all that 
is most m^mvagant in demagogical tenets V 9 

“ That||ittn t is a main pillar of my argument, Citizen Consul ; 
Metge, the author of the libel you have named, is one of those 
men whom great epochs always bring upon the stage. He resem- 
bles those clappers-in-chief, known for their instrumentality in 
the success or failure of a new piece ; they are engaged in the 
pay of a certain author for one evening, and of another for the 
next : the two authors are perhaps enemies, but that signifies 
nothing to the clapper. It is the same with men of Metge’s 
genus. You are in a sphere, Citizen Consul, from whence you 
discern none of the sordid shifts of policy. You see none of the 
disgusting parts, — I must use the word ; nothing of the contri- 
vance necessary to obviatg the too rank odour of all these fetid 
matters. You have never wanted the services of Metge, and 
Metge likes you not, because he is sensible that from you he has 
nothing to expect but imprisonment ; therefore his ears opened 
eagerly to imbibe the fair promises, and his hands to receive the 
glittering golden guineas that were to guide his pen in the pro- 
duction of that rare chef-d’oeuvre, "Le Turc et le Militaire Fran - 
$ais 

u Come ! there you are again with your English committee ! 
Truly, I am not Fond of England ; that is to say, of her cabinet; 
but I think you are somewhat too unjust towards her.’' 

“ Citizen Consul, I am no longer young enough to be hurried 
away by the heat of prejudice; I draw my conclusions from facts. 
I have long known Metge, and can retrace my doubts and sus- 
picions to a very distant date. Metge lias no means of subsist- 
ence, and yet lives luxuriously, at a pretty considerable daily 
expense, which he pays^Ln ready money. Where does he get this 
money ? He must j^e in the pay of the enemies of the Republic.” 

“But is it only England, then, that can dispense bribes for 
troubling the tranquillity of the state? Suspicions have been 
strongly awaked against Jelix Lepelletier and Antonnelle. 
Does not Metge associate with these men ? Is it not known 
that he wai no atranger to thd affairs of Ceracchi, Diana, Demer- 
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ville, and Arena? It appears evm that the dagger he bore was 
to serve my turn if I fell in his way. He is a ^stanch blade 
though, this Metge ; I hear that he defended himself like a lion : 
where was he taken? 0 

" In the passage Feydeau : it was very late, and the police- 
men employed in pursuit of him arrested him at first in the 
name of the law, without immediately securing his hands ; so 
that he had time to seize a dagger, which he always carried 
about him, and to strike at the officer of police. He stabbed 
him several times, but fortunately wounded him only in the 
hand and wrist. One remarkable circumstance is, that for more 
than four months past he had not slept two consecutive nights in 
the same place. He carried on his business in a small room at 
Montmartre, and here those vile* pamphlets were composed, for 
which be was so benevolently paid — far beyonc^their^te.” 

Two tribunes entered at this moment, and were reeved by 
the First Consul with extraordinary graciousness. The cotr- 
versation proceeded in the same strain. Duveyrier Was one of 
them; the First Consul conferred with«4iim about a report he 
was to make in a few days relative to the establishment Of special 
criminal tribunals. 

These tribunals were particularly designed for the immediate 
punishment of the robbers and brigands who infested the roads 
of the Republic, and were at length beginning to excite commo- 
tions in the towns. The First Consul returned to this subject, 
and his discourse was admirable. 

It was at such moments that he should have been seen and 
heard ; he then exhibited a fire which diffused life and warmth 
on all around him: I had never befoie seen him in so splendid a 
light, and I was more than astonished at it. Its effect upon me 
was at once seducing like an attractive charm, and strongly 
agitating from the conclusive and perfectly convincing brevity 
of his eloquence. 

M. Portal is after waids arrived ; the First Consul met him, 
and taking his hand, led him to Madame Bonaparte. He had 
a great esteem for him. Portalis was not then afflicted with 
blindness ; Ins sight was painful, but he did not yet require a 
guide. The First Consul spoke to him, as soon as he entered, 
about the preamble of the Code, which had been intrusted to 
him. * 

“You are idle. Citizen Portalis,” said the First Consul, 
laughing. “ You must make more haste ; all the world is cry- 
ing out after our Code, we mu 4 move quick where business is 
concerned.” 

66 Ah ! General,” answered thejworthy man, laughing in his 
turn, u you give others credit for your own gift, of magic. As 
for you, you were endowed at your birth ; but we, poor simple 
mortals, must feel our way soberly. Besides, do not you know, 
General, that our Code has only been a year concocting $ and 
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that a code o£ laws is ail immense national monument, which 
requires time to erect. You have worked at it as well as we, 
and you know it is a shem not easily unravelled/’ 

u Yes, ceitsAmly, certainly, ’’ said the First Consul; “ but we 
must advance,” he repeated, still; “we must advance: is the 
preamble ready 7 ” 

“ The Fust Consul is well a&suied that I shall always fulfil, 
not my duty meiely, but fttv moie than my dutv, to second his 
great and noble piojccts for the happiness ol Fiance,” lephed 
Foitalis ; “ the pieamble is tompletygk” 

“Ah’ youaie a good and excellent Fienclmtan said the 
First Consul ; “ ivv.ll and good 1 1 like such men as you and 

the brave Dmcjncr. I am liappv when I see such around me, 
and so seconded, I cami >t do othcuuue than well.” 

11ns conversion was the fust of its hmd I had heard the Fust 
'Consul hold smet my maiiidge ; but though stiuck with admi- 
ration of the unconcerned ni uiiu m wrnen, at such allies, he 
could discuss mittus oflik ,md death, having ich ltme to him- 
self, vit 1 could not have ccuialcly ictalltd his \uy words, 
and thos c e of Fomhe, had 1 not found the whole dialog ui m 
writing amongst my Jbu^bmd’s papus, winch ionium otheis 
equally cunous, ana growing the same hglit on the chaiaeta^ 
of the mteilocutois. 


CHAPTER L\ III. 

Lions born at Fans on the anmvtmr> >f tlu I ah Biummr — I c m dr] i ikfists 
at the Tuilaies — Madame de V ones - I he lionet m ton ht mil uMt to the 
Mtnat^ene with M idamt Bonqaitf — ili< i n>t Consul joi m us it tlu* 
Botanical Gardens — Marengo the eldest of the lions — Bonar irtc and l<h\ 
the keeper — Thfe liar caught in the fact, and tlu orotodihs of the M ^phorus 
—Reminiscences of 1 ^ypt by the Inst ( onsul ~Ihe Psylii uid tlu serpents 


Tiif impoitant events jud nai rated have expelled fiom my 
me moiy toi jtytunc several am (dotes and facts winch happened, 
not only during the m0$3x of Bruhiaue , but on the annivcr*aiy 
of the ]8tln One thetia was the auouchuncvt of the lioness 
of the Botanical Gardens, who had been dehveied at hei full 
tim#of three wli^lps^ till living** Tins was a subject of con- 
gratulation for th^ ttakurali^#, who were thus enabled to obseivc 
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tj^e subject of beasts naturalizing themselves thus m Re- 
fill aid, that the hrst moukey bom there, saw the light m a 
ud gilded baadon to be seen from the quai, and belonging to 
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many particulars relative to this noble animal# Some years 
since a lioness produced young it the Tower of London* but the 
circumstance threw no new light on the history df gestation. 

I was engaged to breakfast with JJjtadame Bonaparte at the J 
Tuileries. Her custom of inviting youjMj nralSried women, too < 
timid to make themselves agreeable in the society of superior 
men, was delightful to*me. Cbatwfig jwith Madame Bonaparte** 
during the 'perfectly unceremoi^ni^ recast, upon fashions, and j 
all the little interests of society, IfbejSe young ladies acquired cttn4 
fidence, and threw off that reserve Ulrich the presence of thej 
First Consul was calculated to inspue. 

Madame Bonaparte did the honours with grace and vivacity; 
we were generally five or six, and all of the same age, the mia- * 
tress of -the house excepted. *U Malmaison the number was 
sometimes twelve or fifteen, and the breakfast was jerved in a 
small circular saloon looking into the court, find which is nOw 
present to my imagi|Wton, though I have not entered it these 
sixteen years. One^aay, at the Tuileries brealdfest, I met 
Madame Vaines, who was high in favour both will* the Firsf 
Consul and Madame Bonaparte, and another person, whose 
name I forget ; all I remember is, that it must havq been a 
female, for men were never admitted tHjpfesc morning f$tes, the 
first Consul positively prohibiting it. sll&dame Bonaparte told 
us she was going to make a visit to a lying-in lady, and inquired 
it we would accompany her l We acceded, but begged to know* 
in our nirn, who was the object of our visit. She answered, that 
to be suie it was a personage who might eat us, but that at pre- 
sent she w as in a gentle mood ; in short, it was the lioness of the 
Botanical Garden* The First Consul had been already there ; 
but as Madame Bonaparte had informed him of her proposal he 
had promised to join us if Ins engagements would permit. 

The lioness was doing well, but was, as Madame Bonaparte 
had told us, in a languishing %nood. Felix Cassal, her keeper, 
entered the cage, took the cubs from her, and the poor beasfy 
without moving* turned her eyes on him with an expression of 
softness and affection. She was extended in hey cage on a good 
litter, and her little ones lay rolled in thick coarse carpets, as 
warmly as in the African sands. 

Madame Bonan&rte4ook one of the cubs in her hands, which 
drew forth a growl frdtn the mother; but Felix sppjko to her, and 
acknowledging his voice by a momen^^f glance of more fierce- 
ness than the former, she again turo^llffifhe offender, and re- 
newed her growl. Madame' Bonap^fe was alarmed. “Oh! 
never fear,” said Felix, “ she is behind a strong grating, and be- 
sides, she has not yet recovepd,%*jatrength/ \yould not butt 
much.” — “ Oh ! 99 said MadiaiS®®pfcparfe, u I can dispense w$& 
the trial of her strength ; therewmld be quite enough remaining 
to make me repent having caressed her son. Th§ Qa«salty0& 
an extraordinary man, in his way. He was a great traveller: ami 
Madame Junot-^voi*. i # 2 c 
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ofthe coan|»jr$ie had parsed though ■; and thou^ 
to have iharvek altogetherincredible, yetall hesaidwas 
mt false, au|d both amusement and instruction might be eactjract^i 
from him. He had himself purchased the lioness" of acme 
who had taken her in the environs of Constantinople. While 
she was large, a child having wounded her in the eye with & 
Lionel she threw herself into SO violent a passion as‘ to produce 
abortion; and as she brought forth the present litter* a hundred 
days afterwards, that must have been the utmost extent of her 
parturition, which disproves the conjectures of Pliny and M. 
jBuflbn ; the latter, I believe, asserts, that the lioness is six or 
seven months with young. 

She littered on the 18th Bruniaire, and Felix named the first- 
born whelp Marengo. “ Was not I a good godfather tit ^aid 
he, to Madame Bonaparte. 

He made me touch one of the v\ helps&fbut the lioness, who 
had turned away and appeared to ihiiife%0 mere of the matter, 
suddenly started up to her full height, and uttered a roar that 
shook the very walls. 

Felix soothed her, and took the cub himself. He told us that 
the First Consul, on Jiija^visit to the lioness, had caressed her, 
and was very well received. u He inquired the hour of her 
delivery,” said Felix ; “ the nature of her food, and especially 
of her beverage ;, and the general who was with him gave me a 
bright piece of gold, that the lioness might drink to the health 
of the Republic, a direction 1 have obeyed. Oh, he thinks of 
every thing, the citizen 'Consul V* While he spoke, I was 
meditating on the fortunes of this extraordinary man, which 
seemed to be mysteriously linked with all the wonders of his 
age. 

The First Consul met us on horseback before w r e had quitted 
the gardens, and Felix no sooner perceived him, than he hurried 
forward to report the bulletin of the lioness ; assuring him that 
She had drunk to his health, and that she was wonderfully well. 
Napoleon caressed her, and talked frith Felix of all his beasts, 
with as much ease, and as perfect a knowledge of their pro- 
perties and habits, as if this branch of science had been his 
particular study. 

Felix, finding such encouragement, entered upon one of his 
best stories; mt just |(|ke arrived (on his own showing) at the 
mast astonishing Hp^^^apoleon patted hip on the head 
with, ' . . ■' . -# : r ; ■ # . • * 

Vv^lix, yoy; lie, my boy, there are no crocodiles in the place 
you .speak wefe| hdtiit is all one, proceed with 

your -j. , , > y. . 

This mere easily said than done. Felix was so thoroughly 

diaeo ; n<^^ Consul's apostrophe* .that it wa^ imr 

p<Msible0j^^ouer- tbefthreaji of his adventure.' 
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« Wtdl, itwill do for anotbef day/' s said Jlfcpoleon goodly 
mouredly ; only remember that crdeodilee do n&fc devour those 
who bathe in the Bosporus, otherwise it would have been modi 
easier to kill Leander by that means than by drowning, as he 
had no boat, poor fellow,” 

We promenaded for # some time in these beautiful gardens, and 
their fine greenhouses* They are greatly improved since; yet 
the botanical gardens were even then the most complete institii* 
tion of the kind in Europe. Other museums were richer in 
particular articles, but ours alone possessed that superiority in 
all, which has aince rendered it the universal rendezvous for the 
study of natural history. Napoleon observed that day, u It is 
my wish to lender this the most attractive spot to all learned 
foreign<*rs in Paris. I wish to draw them here to see and admire 
a people in their love of science and the arts. The museum of 
natural history shall be what those of sculpture and painting, 
and of ancient moni*i&$nts, will be. Paris should be the first 
city of the world, W God grant me a life long enough, I would 
have her become the capital of the universe, m science as well 
as power. Our painters are already the first, the best in Europe. 
Excepting Canova and Appiam, Italy herself cannot boast talents 
equal to ours in painting and sculpture. Their poets also are 
inlenor to ours. Cesarotli and Alfieri ’cannot dispute the palm 
with our young waiters. In short/’ added he, ** I am proud of 
my country, and I would have her always miqdful of what she 
is and may be.” 

We visited the Cabinet of Natuiak History*’ The First Consul 
rcrnaihing on the length of a serpent fioni the Island of Java, 
was reminded of those of Egypt, and consequently was led to 
speak of the Psylli. He joked much about Denon, who was 
bent on knowing the flavour of these creatures, (not the Psylli, 
but the serpents,) and Junot declared, that the first lie ate, on 
his initiation, seized his chirf, and would not let it go, twisting 
itself five or six times round his chin, which in truth was im- 
moderately long*. Speaking of serpents, the First Consul related 
to U9 a droll incident that had occurred in Ins own house at 
Caiio. Junot was theie and has since repeated it to me much 
more at length. 

One morning at breakfast, the Psylli and serpents came under 
discussion* The General-in-chief said he bellied only in the 
serpents. u I believe there arc mountebanks inEgypt,” added 
he, “ as well a» elsewhere. The Psy Ilf exercise their juggling 
talents there, with even more facility than our men with a hazel 
wand display in France in searching in a kennel ; and wl |en a 
Psylli announces that he is going to eat a serpent, I verily 
believe he meets with more gapers than another would on the 
Pont Neuf. 

“ I assure you, General,” said Junot, that I ha^e seen these 
men peiform inconceivable feats. Bo hot think me more cre- 

2c 2 * * 
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thilcros £han ; but I have seen the chief of those creatures 
do *mcompre!ie6®ile things. 1 ’ 

“ What! the chief of the serpents,” said the General-in-chief. 
“No, General, the chief of the Psylli. You may rally me, 
but on my honour it would astound you to see his perform- 
ances.” 

“ I tel] you they are mountebanks, and nothing else. Hold ! 
you shall have proof. (Jo instantly to the chief of the Psylli,” 
said he to a domestic interpreter, (i send him here, with two of 
his men.” 

The chief of the Psylli lost no time in answering the sum- 
mons. As soon as*he arrived, the General-in-chief told him, 
trough the medium of the interpreter, “ There are two serpents 
in tins house, find them, and tfeou shalt have two scqVnnb (12 
francs) for thyself, and as much for thy followers.” 

Tlie Psylle prostrated himself, and requested two troughs 
filled with water. When they wcie brought he stripped himself 
naked as at his biith, then filled Ins mouth with water, laid 
himself flat on his face, and began ci coping, in imitation of the 
reptile he was m search of, and spouting the water through his 
closed teeth to mimic its hi«smg. When lie had m tins man- 
ner made the tour of the giound-floor, swooping the house with 
his person, ho it turned, and placing himself all naked and dirty 
as he was, before the Genqial-in-chief, said to him with a 
savage laugh, “ Mafic he, Majiihe”* which signifies “there are 
none.” The Gcneral-in-elnef echoed his laugh, and said, 
“ Cowmeut diab/e! can tins idiot really play the magician with 
some truth i” And lie orctoiecl the interpreter to ai\e the Psylle 
to understand that the serpent had been seen. “ Oh ! i know 
that,” said the P^vllc. “ 1 felt it on enteiing the house.” 

“Thoic, now,” ‘-aid the Gcneial-m-chicf, “now the comedy is 
beginning. Well ; seek thy serpent, and if thou fimkst it, 
thou shalt have two additional sequins.” The Psylle ict urned 
to hi* artifices, climbed with the &amc manoeuvres a staircase 
which led to the upper story, where Iiounienne lodged, pur- 
sued by a troop of inquisitors with the General-in-chief at then* 
head, who determined not to lose sight of his magician. The 
corridor was lighted by a loophole overlooking the country, 
-and through which the perfect and unvarying azure of the 
beautiful Egyptian sky was distinguishable. The Psylle closed 
his eyes and shuddered. “There is your actor beginning his 
part,” said the First Consul to Junot. The serpent-detector, 
however, after several repetitions of his antics, said in a low 
voic^ f* There he is !” — “ I shall be delighted to have the pleasure 
of paying him the honours of hospitality,” said the General-in- 
chief; “ but, my friend, 1 think thou art mocking us. Dost 

* Perfcap* I write the word incorrectly ; but I am not bound to understand 
die Artife^rihography. / 
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know that this animal, with his hissing completely 

mystified us for the last hour, making us riuf UNM with parasols 
after his imaginary serpentship V* The Psylle, nowise dis- 
couraged, still crept and hissed about, till presently an actual 
serpent was seen to interpose its opaque line across the loop- 
hole, and was heard answering with fraternal good-will the hiss- 
ing of thg Psylle; it was six feet in length, and Junot has 
assured me that its eyes sparkled through the dusky corridor 
like a bright fire* It approached the Psylle, and was no sooner 
within his reach than he caught it with incredible address, in 
one hand, just below the jaw-bone, iu # such a manner a3 to 
oblige the mouth to open, when, spitting into it, the effect was 
like magic ; the reptile appeared struck with instant death, and* 
during nj§ lethargy, the enchanter, by some peculiar operation, 
extracted the venom from his teeth, or rather, from his gums. 

“ Well, my General, what say you to this adventure !” asked 
Junot of the General-in-chief. 

“ What would you have me answer to an effect of chance ? 
Your Psylle is a lucky impostor, that is all/’ 


CHAPTER LIX. 


• 

.Study of new men — My dinners — Advice oPtho First Consul, and Changes in * 
society — The days of the cousuls — The household of Cainbaccrta — .Messieurs 
d’Aigtefeuille and Motive! — A dinner at the house of Cainbaceros — Gastro- 
nomers m the exercise of their functions — The sohutois at the house of the 
Second Consul— -Mademoiselle de Moutfcincr aud Monsieur Bastarreche — 
Beauty and the beast — Bon mot of Bonaparte — The couit of the Second 
Consul, and promenade at the P^ais Uoyal —Futurity and the truffled turkey 
M. de Souza and Ins wig — Genet a! Mortier and his family — The two brothers 
of Berthier — Services of Mortier — IIi« teliretnent. 


Contempohahv memoirs arc neither more nor le&s than wall 
tilled galleries, adorned ort one side with choice portrait*?, aud 
lighted on the other by windows overlooking the pa&t; he there- 
fore who constructs and famishes these gallerips, should be 
especially attentive to the resemblance of his personages, to the 
accumulation of his portraits, and to opening the fullest pos- 
sible view upon the events he has witnessed. By this means we 
enter completely into his life, which will sometimes, perhaps 
frequently, be destitute of pleasure, and above all, of harness; 
but it can never be divested of interest. , • 


During the three months succeeding tn y marriage no days 
passed that Junot did not introduce to me several of his friends, t 
and a multitude of acquaintances. I was accustomed to see 
much company at my mother’s. Her society was jnumerous,^ 
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I but^t s$nK ln ; t#;^!gtiiificanee compared with 
|p#ual distraction was at first extremely fatiguing ; and my 
-{mother, who came to instal me in my new dignity of mistress 
[of my house, giving me credit for the manner in which I 
i acquitted myself of my arduous functions, added, that for 
jher part, as a spectator only, one of these soirees more than 
J satisfied her, and had its arrangement fallen on her, it would 
I have cost her a week’s illness. 

5 For some time I w m of her opinion, but before a month had 
lelapsed I was sensible of a' growinf^indination for company ; 
land in a short time, aided by a disposition to view all things on 
| the brightest side, and a lively interest in. seeking out, and asso- 
) crating* with a visible form, all circumstances relating to the life 
| and character of men w hose n antes had long struck m$r ears in 
| society, and my eyys in the journals, I began to feel real plea- 
| sure in my new situation. Junot, to whom I imparted my 
| change of sentiment, sincerely congratulated me upon it, and 
I promised to assist me w henever my researches should require 
iliisaid. 

There w^re at that time few open houses at Paris; the privi- 
lege being confined to the ministers and authorities, and even 
they received only large and formal parties. I was anxious to 
effect a reformati^ in this respect, and once expressed my wish 
’ to the First Consul, when 1% was mentioning his own desire to 
see a more free communication between the society of Paris and 
the numbers of the government. 

rr !Accomplish that, and ybu will be a charming little woman,” 
said General Bonaparte. “ If you make the attempt, you will 
succeed, for you know what it is to hold a drawing-room. Let 
citizen Cambacm v s see that, for this purpose, it is not sufficient 
merely to give a dinner.” 

The Consul Cam Lace res received company every Tuesday 
and Saturday, and for the first six months of the year IX no 
other house could stand a comparison with the Hotel Camba- 
cere|i # it was soon, however, not only imitated, but excelled. 
The principal members of his household w'ere, Messieurs de 
Lavoll6e and Monvel, secretaries, and Messieurs de Chateau- 
neuf and d'Aigrefeuilte, who had no appointed functions, but 
voluntarily acted as chamberlains, and the moment a lady was 
announced, one of these gentlemen ran to the door to receive 
abd conduct her to a chair. 

I had a great friendship for Cambaceres, which neither ab- 
sence nor distance ever impaired ; yet I must acknowledge, 
that lipwithstanding the host’s peculiar elegance and superior 
powers of pleasing, and notwithstanding even that friendly wei* : 
edme and perfect politeness, which, under the influence of the mas~ 

TO* splendid' sitilfskt^SPfy thecae de Provence, atihe<&Jrner of the 
Hue f i aitbotit, atici hit a very fioefardeu. : < 
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ter’s example, extended itself to the very lowest domestic of the 
household, no sooner had you passed the gate of the Hotel do 
Cambacer&s than the very air seemed impregnated with ennui, 
sleep took possession of the eyelids, and a sort of lethargy 
suspended every faculty as completely as in the temple of 
Morpheus. « « 

The dinner party never exceeded five-and-twenty, and of 
these the proportion of ladies was small: there were never 
indeed more than two of such consideratio%from the offices of 
their husbands, as that thdH pretensions to precedence might 
have occasioned jealousies. lie had an excellent cook ; and the 
carving fell to the department of the muitre cl’ hotel, Camba- 
ceres himself never doing the honours, except of a dish of rare 
game. was a great innovation in the etiquette of French 

society, but I found it agreeable ; I cannot^ however, say as 
much for his custom of entertaining the guests nearest to him 
with an enumeration of all his maladies of the day; assuring us 
he was too ill to eat, yet always concluding with making an 
excellent meal, lie had always great conversational powers, 
and the incidents of his narratives acquired novelty end grace 
from the turn of his language. Ills evening drawing-ioom was 
crowded with judges, registrars, and other officers of all the 
courts in France, who seemed already to autyppate the future 
Arch-Chancellor; he bore, indeed, even at that period the 
character of the ablest civilian m the country. 

The Third Consul, too, had already entered upon his* future 
department, the financial and administrative; and he also hud 
his two evenings appropnated weekly. How many original 
figures have passed before my eyes m these two houses! llow 
often, when my eager scrutiny has been awakened by the an- 
nouncement of a name which had figured conspicuously in the 
revolution, have I been disappointed by an insignificant or repul- 
sive exterior! how often, seated beside such a one, the whole 
dinner-time which with Cambuceies was never short, I have been 
stupified by the utter nullit y of las ideas ! but on communicating 
my feelings to Gumbaceres lie would answer, "This man'e 
reputation was the ellect of hazard ; opportunity fell in his way, 
and instinctively he seized it by the forelock.” 

The conduct of Cambacercs during the revolution has been 
much talked of, and I do not pretend to excuse it. I hate the 
sanguinary years with which his name is connected, and every 
thing that recals them ; but difficult as the task may be, I would 
fain see him exempted from the censures which attach to the 
men of that period. Napoleon did not approve of the emits of 
1793, but he excused the famous vote .of Cumbacei?*s by the 
reflection that the thing once done, that is to say, the King 
once condemned, the interests of France, and especially uf 
Paris, demanded the immediate consummation of that terrible 
drama. 
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-.^e 4jMpptoy^d. the sent^nch, which he characterized as a 
^splutiori unjustly adopted tow^rds a man who was guilty only 
of the crimes of others ; and I never heard him pronounce the 
name of Louis XVI. without the additional epithet of “ the 
qqfortunate king.” 

I transmit his opinion here, because J conceive that on a 
matter so momentous, and which so nearly concerns his own 
destiny, since it still, at thirty-eight years’ distance, influences 
that of France, it must be of indescribable interest to us. 

But while I highly respect the general opinions of Napoleon 
because the vastness of his genius imposes admiration and 
docility on subjects above the level of my feeble comprehension, 
there are circumstances in which I must hold my own judgment 
free to follow the guidance of my heart ; and I cannot surrender 
it to his when he alleges the necessity of accelerating an event 
so deplorable. 

All political considerations are in this case set apart ; I will 
admit none. Young enthusiasts, such as Valaze, Vergniaud, 
Fonfrede, might be misled by a pure fanaticism, a love of holy 
liberty, into sanctioning with their voice the condemnation of 
Louis XVI.* they dreamt of an Utopia, and thought to obtain it 
hy a sacrifice, a holocaust, over which they groaned even while 
offering it ; but th&t others, awake to the realities of life, should 
abuse their sacred right of exercising the power implanted in 
man, to the irretrievable ruin of a fellow-creature, this is what 
afflicts me ; for I cannot overlook this consideration in my 
estimate of a man whom I^regard, and in whom, without parti- 
ality, I have recognised great and noble qualities. Why did he 
tarnish them by a single hour of his life ? That hour is said to 
have cost him bitter remorse ; yes, I believe it. I can well believe 
that in the silent solitude of the night he must have shuddered 
when three strokes sounded near his bed I they must have re- 
called that ill-omened night, when, rushing to the tribune he 
carried the blow home to the head of the victim by demanding 
the execution of the fatal decree w ithin twenty-four hours. The 
greatest of criminals is allow ed time for preparation, some days, 
at least some hours respite ; but Louis the Sixteenth’s demand 
was superseded ; he could not obtain sixty hours delay. I am 
not sufficiently versed in political arguments to understand the 
absolute necessity of such rigour ; I seek not even to bring it to 
thelevel of my capacity. I am content to feel that ihgrieves me ; 
arid grieves rue the more that it is associated with the remem- 
brance of a man I sincerely loved, and whose prominent part 
in the feene has not escaped the observation of malevolence. 

Carribaceres was originally counsellor in the court of finances 
of Languf doc. When ihe Count de Perigord # presided over 

# The Count de Perigord, Prince of Chalais, uncle of M. de Talleyrand, and 
brother of the Archbishop of Paris of whom I have spoken in the tot part off 
these Memoir*. Be was an iptimat#friend of $»y mother. ■ ^ r 1 
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the states of that province, of which he was commandant in 
1786, Cambac6r&s was in misfortune. M. de Perigord, always 
benevolent and ready to assist the needy, asked and obtained for 
the almost indigent counsellor a pension of two hundred francs, 
and for his father one of two thousand francs, out of the royal 
lotteries. ♦ 

The courtesy of Cambaceres was general, but his countrymen 
from Languedoc he welcomed with a peculiar urbanity, the more 
invaluable that it had none of that varnish of fashionable polite- 
ness, too often a deceitful beacon, beguiling its victims to ship- 
wreck, while they fancy themselves sailing on a friendly sea. 
Many Languedocians went direct to the Hotel de Cambac/*rt& i 
on alighting from the diligences ; he received them with kind- 
ness, examined their petitions, And if he could not assist them, 
unhesitatingly told them the truth, pointing oyt at the same time 
how they might obtain other advantages, and never failed to for- * 
ward their interests. I may be allowed to call Cambaceres an , 
honest man; for, looking around on all his equals in power, ll 
have never found one of such absolute good faith and probity, to, 
which many others can testify. * 

His figure was extraordinarily ugly, as well as unique. -VThe ^ 
slow and regular step, the measured cadence of accentuation, the 
very look, which was three times as long as aether’s to arrive at 
its object, — all was in admirable keeping with the long perstn, 
long nose, long chin, and the yellow skm, which betrayed not 
the smallest symptoms that any matter inclining to sanguine, ; 
circulated Jjeneath its cellular tevtitf-e. The same consistency, . 
though probably unstudied, pervaded his dress ; and when de- 
murely promenading the galleries of the Palais Royal, then the 
Palais Egalite, the singular cut and colour of his embroidered 
coat; his ruffles, at that time so uncommon; his slioit breeches, 
silk stockings, shoes polished with English blacking, and fastened 
with gold buckles ; his oldfashioned wig and cue : and his well- 
appointed and well-placed three-cornei ed hat, produced alto- 
gether a most fantastic effect. 

The members of his household, by their peculiarities of dress* 
served as accessories to tb© picture. 

He went every evening to the theatre, and seldom failed to 
make his appearance afterwards with his suite, all m full costume, 
either in the gardens of the Tuileiies or of the Palais Egalit4; 
where every" tiling around exhibited the most ludicrous disparity 
with this strange group, whose solemn deportment and deliberate 
and circumspect discourse might serve to personify the disciples 
of Plato following their master to Sunium. The First Consul 
was sometimes annoyed, that the ridicule attached to his col- 
league appeared to revert upon him, and I remember once 
deeing him enraged as he listened to the translation of a pas- 
sage from the English journals* The Second Consul was carica- 
tured, and from the Second to the First the transition is m easy 
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tbAt tti6' joumalistroatle sctupfe of it* The First Consul 
stamped his foot, and mid to Jttepirihe, 

M You must interfere in this matter— do you heat ? It is only 
a woman that can tell a man he is ridiculous ; if I meddle I 
shall tell him.he is mad.” 

I know not whether Madame Bonaparte achieved her commis- 
sion to the Consul Cambaceres ; but this I know, that although 
always highly distinguished for his knowledge, his politeness, 
and his dinners, he yet always remained that winch had so highly 
discomposed the First Consul* 

S tmbaceres had a charming niece, the daughter Of Ilia 
e||iM. D uvid al de Mont-Ferrier. I have always wondered 
that he did not place her at the head of his establishment; but 
perhaps he was terrified by the Aspect of her acolyte, whom it 
would have been difficult to exclude, for he was the husband, 
and the most jealous upon earth. Among the events of life 
difficult to comprehend, there are always some much more in- 
tricate than others : 1 allude to the marriage of Mademoiselle 
Rose de Mont-Ferrier with M. Bastarrfiche, a banker of 
Bayonne, afterwards established at Paris in partnership with 
M. Jnbie, the possessor of an immense fortune, but the most 
frightful of monsters. » 

& It would be ^j|jj>05siblc faithfully to portray Mademoiselle 
| Rose de Mont -Furrier at |be age of eighteen, because with eyes 
; and profile of corresponding beauty, her principal charms con- 
sisted of a nymph-like figure, and a complexion of which no 
« comparison can give an idee.. It was gbp£rior even to Madame 
Murat’s; it breathed an animation, a warmth of colouring 
which, without metaphor, reminded one of the flower whose 
name she bore, and with the delicacy of its tints was combined 
the velvet of the peach. v 

Considering the high station of C&tp^ac6res, it was naturally 
expected that Mademoiselle de Morit-Per^er would make a 
brilliant match. But long afterwards, even after the death of 
M. de Bastarreclie, Napoleon could liol forgive Cambac6r£s for 
consenting to it. — “It is Beauty and the Beast realized,” said 
he; * all Paris heard with surprise $j|$$ the young lady showed 
no repugnanc#; and with this news* circulated magnificent de- 
tails of the splendid equipages and wedding-dresses, nothing was 
talked of but diamonds, pearls, and jewels innumerable given 
by Azor. “Ah!” said the First Consul, " the present makes 
m forget the future” 

Before leaving the subject of the Consul Cambac£r£s, I must 
relate a little adventure which happened about this time. A 
Portuguese, named Don Alexander de Souza, had just arrived 
in Paris, on his road to or from an embassy at Rome, I cannot 
very precisely recollect which. ? 

* u La Bttk ei la Bit)?, oa/' -dbor Farit. ■/" 
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This 5f ,4c Souza was a vfery little map* about four fetet teat,, 
or eleven inches high, and the wjtole of his delicate person cast 
in a most diminutive mould: he was not only thin, but absolutely 
shrivelled ; yet be had perfectly the air of a gentleman, and his 
manners were those or a person of quality. The authorities 
received him with something more than the cordiality due to 
the friend qf.our enemies, and' M. de Souza, had nothing to* 
complain of on his passage through Paris. r l]fae Second Consul 
would not let slip such an opportunity to give a sumptuous 
dinner. All the authorities were invilfd, and many of his friends; 
Junot and I were of the number, as were # Duroc, Lann$$*- aqd 
Mortier, now Puke of Treviso, and then Commandant^ tne 
first military division. 

I have-not before mentioned frhis excellent man, or his wife, 
all goodness, simplicity, and gentleness. He was JunoCs 
superior as commandant of the division, while Ju-not was 
only commandant of Paris; but we lived* on the best and 
most friendly terms; for General Mortier was, and still is, the, 
best and most worthy of men : but at this period he would laugh 
like a child, and his mirth sometimes compromised the dig- 
nity of the General-comnmndants epaulettes.* M. de Souza, 
on occasion of this dinner, wore a magnificent coat of Segovian 
cloth, embroidered in gold, with a pcvfectiongp cannot attain 
in France. A frill of fine cambric rose almosWmperceptibly at 
the top of his well-bwttoned* coat, in the English fashion, and 
his head displayed a peruke a la Pitt , more fully to exem- 
plify that Portugal was not only thg very humble servant of 
England, but equally the submissive slave of her minister. 

M. de Souza was seated at table between me and Madame 
Jolivet, wife of a counsellor of state. All the civilities lavished 
on the foreign traveller failed to banish the ennui with which 
this republican land seemCct to inspire him. I was obliged to 
stifle my yawns in anstflring* some trifling questions, and had 
little hope of a gay extermination of the repast, when an inci- 
dent, certainly not maud dll in the instructions of Cambac6res to 
his maitres dhbtely gave a new turn to the aspect of affairs. 
Cambacer&s had for some placed his household on a very 
respectable footing : his domestics had all the superb livery of 
the Consuls, and the mail res d'hotel had exchanged their blael| 
dresses for maroon cloth, with wrought gold buttons* There 
were always two courses at the Second Consul’s and as each 
course consisted of eighteen or twenty removes, it may be sup- 
posed the arm of the mailre d'hotel intruded pretty frequently 
between each of the guests ; but poor little Souza’s stature pre* 

ii ... * . • . •/ 

* General, 1 afterwards Marshal,* Mortier was killed on the 28 th of July, 1835, 
while riding by the side of Louis fMiiltppe on the Boulevard du Tern pl4 oppo- 
site the Jardift lure, by the explosion of the infernal machine invented and fired 
lay f his two son?. ■■ . . 
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s^ted no obstacle; % dixies parsed over his bead; and on 
one of these occasions, one of the purveyor's gold buttons being 
loosgihilched in the little gentleman’s wig,and carried it off. 

Tn§ : catastrophe was sudden, and no one knew how it had 
happened ; even the maitre (V hotel himself had moved some dis- 
tance before h^j^covered his involuntary theft; meanwhile the 
♦bewildered eye! of M. de Souza were seeking his 4 wig in the 
direction of the Ceiling, as if he imagined it had really taken 
wing*, and those W the thirty persons around him fixed on his 
startled figure, caused. hi^%n embarrassment which completed 
the J^urlesque of his appearance. Yet we should all have 
behaved decently, had he taken the accident in good part; but, 
wishing to be dignified under his misfortune, he thought perhaps 
to impose vastly, by saying, with the utmost seriousness, to the 
maitre (V hotel , who came in all haste to apologize, 

“ Sir, will you' restore me my wig V And he set to work to 
replace it; but jt^i^^scomposure/iifjich wag evident through all 
his studied bravdfep^e vented his accurately distinguishing the 
position of the tuft a la Pitt , and the inexpressible 

satisfaction, was put on all askew, .jso that the tuft just sur- 
mounted the right ear, till Madame Jolivet, in a tone of more 
than usbfl acenjity, (for she was offended at the incivility of her 
neighbour* who bad not addressed word to her since he had 
conducted her toiler seat,) said to him, “ Sir, your wig is awry 
and as she spoke, she obligingly raised hotvhapd to the head of 
the little gentleman, who bounded away from h|| friendly assist- 
ance with a vivacity that had nearly dashe$ hiC tf 4he ground. 
I had avoided looking at either my husband or General Mortier, 
certain that my suppressed laughter ulust have burst forth ; it 
"became, hoyyever, at length uncontrollable, and appeared equally 
to ma$te^i|R I' whole company ; for no sooner had mine exploded, 
than a iriadand inextinguishable peal resounded from every part 
of the table; but General M or tier's was loudest, and so violent 
as tb oblige him eventually to rise from The polite host, 

on whose imperfect vision all this buffoonery was lost, no sooner 
understood the matter than he exhausted himself in apologies to 
M. de Souza, who, while puffing with rage, replied, bowing, that 
it was of no consequence ; and the unfortunate w ig, in spite of 
Madame Jolivet’s officious care, Yetnained awry. General Mor- 
tier, 1 am sure, will to this day remember that dinner, and the 
hearty laugh it afforded him. 

Having mentioned General Mortier, I must complete the por- 
trait of a friend. General Edward Mortier, at the time I knew 
him, in 1800, was of about the same age as all the general 
officers 1 4f the army; and this similarity of years is not sur- 
prising ;*all the youth of France, inflamed with the love of their 
epuntiy, arid die desire of defending her, .simultaneously deserted 
their firesides to enter the service. I can safely a$rm # . that at 
that moment thon$and4rms, 
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thousand heads, a little exalted, no doobt> but animated by trhe 
patriotism* would have olfered themselves to oppressed and 
struggling Poland ; but their oflfer would have been made Id the 
gates of Warsaw. There they would have been, perhapb, in 
evasion of authority, but at least in a just and holy cause, and 
above all, in a cause which was become our owji. ' 

These yopng men left their cherished families and brilliant? 
fortunes that offered them all the enjoyments^f luxury, for hard 
couches and munition bread, which they were seen carrying on 
the bayonet, gaily singing the Mar$$bliUi&e. But of all this bright 
and valorous troop, not a single young man was seen running* 
about Paris exciting the people to revolt, crying in the clubs, 
breaking the lamps, committing, in short, the acts of men at 
once divested of reason* and disaffected to public order. I wit- 
nessed the whole course of th€ revolution, aiuj never, I can aver, 
have I seen one of the characters in whom she proudly glories, 
pursue the conduct which Pmow see patl^^ri^cd as a model, 
and practised by individuals who, with names unknown even in 
their own precinct, fancy themselves leaders of a party, because 
they sport moustaches, a buttoned coat, and a df%ger. All 
this is pitiable ! But Poland has fallen under the far differently 
operating sword of Russia, while the ready succour of fifty thou- 
sand brave Frenchmen would have saved her* “ But/’ it will 
be said, “ we could not pass.” What then? we should have 
forced the passage.* When authority becomes unjust, open 
revolt is far raoVe justifiable than those perpetual commotions 
which inflict a slow fewer on an empir^, deprive the labourer of 
his bread by depriving him of his work, and thus aim a double 
blow against the throne of our true tree of liberty. How full of 
misfortune is that state of delirium, of perpetual agitation, inca- 
pable of uniformity, Still more incapable of consistency in its 
wishes, and following no prescribed course for the attainment 
of its object. The political career is soon terminated when 
intrigue is mistaken for glory, and clamour for renown. 

I have wandered far from the subject of my former friend, but. 
at this moment I am reading the detail of the recent disasters of 
Poland, and tears of indignation mingle with those of grief. 
Nevertheless, this grief and this indignation are not directed 
against rational beings ; they accuse only those who, eight 
months ago, might have acted, but who, either from incapacity, 
egotism, or ambitious interests excited nearer home, have con- 
fined themselves to impotent cries, and to speeches as full of 
verbosity as of nonentity. 

When America called Europe to her assistance, our fathers 
did not answer her demaiSd with empty promises. They went, 
sword in hand, to her aid. Instead of wearing crape on their 
hats, raising subscriptions, giving bails, and feasting at public 
dinners, white the unfortunate objects of all this display were 
perishing with famine, our fathers and our brothers carried them 
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their blood ready to shed, arms and ammunition, and the richest 
parried them their fortunes.* ' There is not an instance of the 
hottest head of that period (and there were many such) having 
broken a single lamp, or burnt a single bundle of straw, when 
the depat lure of these brave knights was for a moment ob- 
structed. No ! they silently escaped, gained a French port, and 
embarked, leaving no bleeding rums behind them, and seeing 
before them ever-verdant laurels, nobly acquired, and flourishing 
beyond the limits of time or the chances of fate. 

Without speaking particularly of M. de la Fayette, for he 
was not alone, what gratitude have these American campaigners 
left in the hearts of tne people they saved ! their wishes at least 
have followed our cause: but if, in 1775, all our youth had 
satisfied themselves with utterivg only cries under the windows 
of the king, or before the hotels of the ministers, the Americans, 
deceived by vam ‘hopes, and abandoned to their own resources, 
would at this day have been either exterminated, or inhabiting 
as slaves, the wildest retreats of Ireland, there to weep over their 
unhappy country. Who would they then have accused ? M. de 
Maurepaa } M. de Montbarrey ? Oh, no! They would have 
said, “ In addiessing ourselves to the French nation, and in- 
voking her generous valour to our aid, did we imagine that the 
incapacity of one minister, and the venality of another, could 
have restrained the chivalry of a whole nation? The groaning 
voice of an oppic^ed people is louder than such vain considera- 
tions. It is a woman attacked in a wood, and demanding 
succour fiom every passei by/’ Such would have been the 
reflections of the Americans, and such, I feel assured will be 
those of the unfortunate suivivois amongst the recent victims. 
But as it is not my province to write the history of our 
present miseries, I resume my pen to trace that of happier 
dajs. 

As I have already said, Genera* Edward Mortier was in com- 
mand of the first division; he lodged in a large hotel, in the 
street of the Capuchins, with his wife, hfa sister-in-law, and an 
interesting young family. In the same house were Madame 
Cesar Berthier (whose husband was under the command of 
General Mortier), General Menard, and another. General 
Mortier had married a young and charming wife, who inspired 
me at fust sight with friendship and good will. Without being 
extremely pietty, or in any other way personally remarkable, she 
pleased by an expression of mildness, and a general gracefulness 
which prepossessed at the first glance. A good mother, and 
fond of her home, from winch it was difficult to entice her, her 
thought were chiefly devoted to the domestic happiness of her 

* My father aid brother joined the American war \ my brother was then very 
young ; but ins heart was not the less penetrated with the noble cause m which 
he was associated. j 
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husband and family. Site had m agreeable sister, perhaps even 

K er than Madame Mortier, bat much less pleasing, as she 
nore formality and self-love. * 

In this house we seemed, from the moment of entering, to 
breathe peace and happiness. I felt myself cheerful as soon as 
I set my foot upon the staircase ; but these sensations would all 
have vanished had I but mistaken the door and entered the 
ground-flooflr, where a clamour prevailed that might have typi- 
fied the infernal regions. General Cesar Berthier, brother of 
the Minister of War, might be a very good soldier: I am 
no judge of such matters. All I can say is, that be had 
a very genteel and agreeable wife, whom he made miser- 
able with so little reserve, that I speak of it no more openly than 
he himself did in my presence, § whom he scaicely knew. Ma- 
dame Cesar Berthier was sister of Madame Leopold Berthier; 
but the manners of the two brothers widely differed. Leopold, 
with more amenity of language and more disposition to please 
than Cesar, does not appear to have had much power over the 
heart of his wife ; for she divorced him to marry General Lasalle, 
the most amusing and bravest of profligate hussars^ Leopold 
had wit, a qualification very scarce with Ctsar ; and hi# stammer 
and bluntness of language spoiled the little he had. Both ladies 
were natives of Versailles ; their manic*! name was d’Aigmllon, 
but they were no way related to the dural house of that name. 
Madame Cesar, when young must have been very engaging ; for 
she was well shaped, had a little turn-up nose, fair hair, and arms 
of remarkable beauty. At the time [ knew her, she was begin- 
ning to be marked with an ei uplion ; But she was still young, and 
on the whole a pretty and elegant woman, fond of the toilet, and 
successful iu its disposition. Her daughter, Madame Bruyere, is 
a charming woman. 

The military reputation of General Mortier has no need of my 
pen to illustrate it in all its purity ; but I would fain instance his 
conduct in Hanover, which glorious era, and many other brilliant 
moments of his life are attested by the eloquent lines of M* 
Bignon. 

My esteem for General Mortier w as fir-4 inspired by my hus- 
band, who had much regard for lmn, and held both his civil 
character, and military talents in high respect. 

Probity and honour were amongst his conspicuous virtues. 
Junot, who was restive under authority, and knew how to obey 
only one man, was sometimes at issue with his superior, which 
always grieved him. I have of en seen him, after wi iting a letter, 
repent and immediately disavow it ; and constantly, on such 
occasions, have 1 been witness of General Morticr’s benevolence 
of character. Though young, he had the advantage of Junot ia 
years, and slight as was the difference, it justified him in offer- 
ing some fraternal and jesting remonstrances to his junior, and 
sparing him many an unpleasant collision with the First Consul, 
provoked by his hot-headedness, which would certainly have been 
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magnified by such &<en. $»• ' tod > some others, 

who, by their situation about |he First Consul, had direct access 
to his ear to prejudice those who enjoyed his favour. General 
Mortier’s post gave him ample means of mischief, hut he never 
injured a single individual. * 

Junot, when at Arras, in 1803, had commenced writing some 
notices, which comprised biographies of several of his friends ; 
and the amiable frankness of nis character, his intelligent mind, 
and especially his depth of observation, would have rendered this 
little work truly remarkable. I have adopted, and endeavoured 
to continue it in my journal. 

His judgment of Mortier is wholly impartial, nor can its truth 
be doubted ; for military men, like us women, have their mutual 
little jealousies, their quarrels, their petty passions, which, however, 
are all under the dominion of the greatest of all — glory. 

Mortier was distinguished from the moment of his entrance 
into the service. He first joined the army of the north, then that 
of the Rhine; and afterwards, in our day of misfortune, he 
valiantly seconded Massena in the defeat of the Austro-Russian 
army. Jq the Moretta-Thal, near Schwitz, he had a remarkable 
engagement, in which he repulsed General Rosenberg, just 
arrived from Italy with Russian troops to fall upon us; an action 
which had a direct influence on our fate, and France ought to 
bear sincere gratitude towards all who belonged to this army of 
the Danube. 

His conquest of the Electorate of Hanover, with an army 
inferior in number by more than two-thirds to that of the 
enemy; in short, the convention of Siihlingen, constitutes an 
honourable monument, which Marshal Mortier raised at once 
to the glory of his country and to his own. Again, he was in 
u most perilous situation at Dierstein,* on the banks of the 
Danube, with only five thousand men of the Gazan division. 
Encountered by the Russian vanguard under the command 
of Prince Bagration, twenty-five thousand strong, he not only 
resisted, but forced his passage, and rejoined the main army 
on the opposite side of the river. At the head of the eighth 
corps in the next campaign, 1806, he attacked the Elector of 
Hesse Cassel, and in one day the whole of Westphalia fell into 
our hands, with treasure, provisions, and military stores of 
the enemy. might have been enriched by more than 

glory in this action ; but no, he left to his country the charge 
of providing him a recompencc. Some weeks afterwards he took 
possession in the name of France, of the Electorate of Hanover, 
which his sword had conquered two years previously. Here, 
though as Marshal commanding in chief, and as it were thrice- 
puissant Pro-Consul, he might have exercised his power as he 
would — ask^te inhabitants! They will tell you, even to this 
day, that ^ptfUer’s conduct was that of an honest soldier. N&ct 

■■ • . ■ • 

* In 1805. 
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cate the day of Fiiedland, .&^bflh he valiantly contributed. 
Then he weiitto takeaconSmand m the Peninsula. The victory 
of Ocana/in destroying the strongest of the insurgent armies com- 
posed of fifty thousand men, while the French were but twenty- 
five thousand, was of immense importance to the interest of 
France, for it decided the invasion of Andalusia. Having pe- 
netrated the Sierra Morena, he did not eiltangle himself m its 
defiles; but* leaving that task to Marshal Victor he traversed 
Spanish Estremadura, laid siege to Badajos, carried it at the 
end of fifty-four days, and made seven thousand prisoners. Re- 
turning from thence to Russia at the head of the young guard, 
he gave new proofs of devotion to his country and its chief. 
Then came the campaign of 1813. Still in command of the 
young guard, Mortier’s conduct *was like the past, faithful and 
brave. Xutzen, Koenigswartha, Bautzen, Hochkirch, Wurtschen, 
and Reichenbacb, saw his efforts sometimes ‘unsuccessful, but 
never useless. 

In the battle of Dresden, again he deserved praise. He de- 
fended step by step, the soil of his country. Overcome by the 
Prince of Sweden and General Bulow, he fought net the less 
bravely at Craonne, La Fere, Proving, Nangis, Meaux, Lagny,. 
Saint-Mande, and at length at Paris. 

In retiring to his estate at Plessis Latande, Marshal Mortier 
has had leisure to meditate on the progressive misfortunes of his 
country, that country which he had served so gloriously. I have 
experienced a moment’s happiness in retracing so illustrious a life. 
It has not many parallels. . 


CHAPfER LX. 


The Quintidi and the parade at the Tuileries — The young man and the petition’ 
—The Tirst Consul and the blood of the young man — The Governor of the 
Bastile and the pension — M. Delatude, and forty years in a dungeon — M« de 
Sartines and recriminations — Vincennes, the Bastille, and Bicetre — Santerre — 
The dynamometer — The maid and the burnt village-^RoirSignol and Ronsirt 
— The revolutionary army and the infernal legions — GeSlm Charbonnier and 
the aide-de-camp— Art thou a good patriot 1— Pumping Oils — General 
Vandamme and his sabre exercise— The village Ultcrieur — The, Scheldt a 
fine road. ' ■ : 

One Qumtidi, at the moment that the First Consul wad 
descending to hold the review in the court of the Tuileries, an ' 
event happened sufficiently singular to attract attention and 
interest. In the dense browd that surrounded th^line, wa$a 
young' man -of about fiftebh, dressed in a worn but neat black" 
coat, which indicated that its master was above the hireling 
Madame Junot— vot. u * 2 d 
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class. His figure was interesting ; be was pale, and his neigh- 
bours observed that he trembled violently, often put bis hand 
to his bosom, and appeased very impatient to see the First 
Consul. 

\Mben the drums beat the young man’s emotion became SO 
powerful, that his breast was seen to swell with the palpitation 
ofjhis heart. The First Consul descended the stairs, and as he 
reached the middle of the vestibule, the young man threw him- 
self before him, and presented a paper. The last few months 
had so teemed with plots and attempts against the life of the 
First Consul, that twenty arms, all strangers to his suite, were 
instantly stretched forth to seize the boy, who, raising his hand 
and fixing an imploring look on the First Consul, still held 
forward his petition. • 

“ Leave the young man — I am going to speak to him,” said 
the First Consul ;' and advancing towards him : “ What do you 
want, my boy?” demanded he. 

The young man could not reply, but falling on his knees;, 
presented his petition. The First Consul read it with an ex- 
pression of countenance which struck all who surrounded him. 
His eyes then rested with a look of deep commiseration on the 
still kneeling young man, to whom he said, 

“ Rise, my child ; we kneel to God alone. Is your mother 
•till in Paris ?” 

An almost stifled “ Yes,” escaped the lips of the young pe- 
titioner. 

“ Acquaint her that apension of twelve hundred francs is 
awarded her; and will commence six months prior to the pre- 
sent date.” 

At the sound of these words, the poor youth fell again on his 
knees, raising towards the First Consul his tearful eyes and 
trembling hands, which endeavoured to seize his ; but his 
emotion was too violent. Ilis Extreme paleness increased on 
hearing the favour granted to his mother ; but it speedily gave 
place to purple. The veins of his forehead swelled till they 
were ready to burst, his eyes closed, he fell insensible at the feet 
of the First Consul, and nature, bringing her own relief, a 
profuse hemorrhage ensued, and the First Consul was covered 
with the poor boy’s blood. 

« A surgeon!” cried he, instantly, “ a surgeon!” But joy, it 
is said, is never fatal ; the young man recovered his senses, and 
bursting into tears, seized almost forcibly the hand of the, First 
Consul, and kissed it with transport. 

« You are a deity to my family !” exclaimed the youth ; u I 
will pray for yw every day of my life.” 

The First Consul smiled as he pressed the young band, awl 
* pursued bjfejr ay Hoi the review; but before he mounted bis 
horse, hi recummentfed' the boy to Juuot, and to-'th© Minister 
of War; and gw>« hisi® friendly saiut% lw^B^j ; ■■■ 
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u lf you with to enter the service apply to the General com- 
mantling the city of Paris; he will mention it to the Minister of 
War, and we will seek to do something for you.” 

The young man answered only with a low bow, and followed 
the First Consul to the steps of the portico. He fi^r the 
beautiful Desire brought; the General leaping lightly to^hii 
saddle, galloped off, and was soon amidst the thronged \ 

of his soldiers, followed by a numerous and brilliant suite, wm 
surrounded him as the satellites of a planet constantly revolve 
around their centre ; he saw those grenadiers, still black with 
the powder of Marengo, with their high leather caps oversha- 
dowing their faces; that fine regiment of chasseurs, then com- 
manded by Eugene Beauliarnais, those gilded uniforms, those 
horses, that military music, and* Inst of all, the magician, who 
fascinated with his look of fire all who approached the sphere 
of his influence The young man cried, # 

“ Yes, 1 will serve ! I will be a soldier, that a ray of that 
glory may fall on me.” 

This young man, so unfortunate and so grateful, was the son 
of Monsieur Delaunay, Governor of the Bastille, massacred the 
14th of July, 1789. 

Junot said to me one day, “I must bring you into conversa- 
tion with a man of whom you have certainly heard, and whose 
Memoirs you have, of course, read ; M. Delatude, — do yon 
know him V* 

“ Ah !” I exclaimed, “M. Delatude, and you tfsk whether! 
know him? I do not know him personally, but I am well ac- 
quainted with his misfortunes which have so deeply interested 
me, that I should be delighted to see himself.” Two days 
afterwards, Junot told me, “This morning, M. Delatude will 
^breakfast with us ; he will bring Madame Lemoine, for he no 
more moves without her than without his ladder.” 

It is well known that M. Jielatude, when young, wanting to 
obtain a favour of Madame de Pompadour, thought to excite 
her gratitude by writing her a letter with his own signature, 
announcing that accident had just discovered to him a plot for 
poisoning the marchioness, by means of a box of confectionery, 
to be conveyed to her that very day. After which, mixing's 
harmless emetic with the sweetmeats, he despatched them 
anonymously. M. de Sartine, the Lieutenant-general of Police, 
was summoned in haste and fell into great disgrace, for having 
suffered so heinous a plot to be detected by a stranger. Re- 
turning enraged to his office, he accused his first commissary; 
he the second; and so on, till all their recriminations ended in 
a full disclosure of M. Delatude’s clever invention. M; de 
Sar tine’s vengeance was proportioned, not to the offence, but la 
the apprehensions he had endured from the favourite’s dis% 
Insure; aud the unfortunate intriguer was : thrown info a dun- 
geon at Vincennes, without any judiciary form. At the end of 

2 i> 2 
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three years he escaped by means of a ladder manufactured from 
his own linen, was retaken and confined ten years in the Bastille> 
when he escaped a second time ; was again overtaken by the 
terrible vengeance of the director of the police, and finding a 
a new dfhngeon at Bic£tre, was there recommended to the ex- 
treme rigour of the governor : in short, his captivity for tin in- 
nocent though unworthy pleasantry, lasted thirty-seven years* 
On his first release, Bruneti^re had been acquainted with him, 
and had told me this story, but had afterwavds lost sight of him 
to v my great regret, for I desired nothing more ardently than to 
see M. Delatude. 

I " received him with* a respect and tenderness truly sincere ; 
but my enchantment was not proof against an old dotard re- 
peating his, oft-told talc with a soporific prolixity, which occa- 
sioned ^despair to address Madame Lemoine. She was a 
retired mere#, who one day picking up a packet in the street 
St. Denis, found it to be a tablet made of the crumb of bread, on 
which, with a large fish-bone for his pen, the poor sufferer had 
written in his own blood the history of his imprisonment. 
Madame de Pompadour and M. de Sartines being both dead, 
Madame Lemoine, who lost no time in applying to the Superin- 
tendent of Police, had little difficulty in procuring his liberation, 
in consideration of his lon^ detention ; she devoted herself 
wholly to her grateful protege, who designated her always as 
his delivering angel ; and uniting their scanty means (for Dela- 
tude enjoyed from funds at Junot’s disposal a pension of two 
hundred francs), they lived together nearly on the terms of 
father and daughter. 

His ladder was a real masterpiece of human patience ; it 
contained a hundred pieces of wood, all cut with a penknife, 
from the faggots which served him for fuel ; and the cord, com- 
posed of single threads drawn from his linen, and twisted by 
himself, was of the thickness of my thumb. On his first flight 
from Vincennes, his ladder was not long enough by fifteen 
feet: he was therefore obliged to leap, and dislocated his 
wrist. 

hjadame Lemoine told us that the First Consul had desired 
to see M. Delatude, and I pictured to myself how completely he, 
who could not tolerate much talking from his most intimate 
friends, would be wearied by the puerile and tedious loquacity of 
this affecting victim of datpotism, who had passed forty-one years 
of his life in various prisons. The visit of 3VJ,* Delatude left a 
distressing impression on my mind, for it dplroyed a pleasing 
illusion. * 

in the course of the same week I experienced a surprise of a 
different kind, ako caused by a person I had never seen, and 
mhme name sounded immy ears like a cry of carnage. 

One morning, while we were at breakfast, a tall stout man 
presented himself, of an unobjectionable appearance and coui^ 
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tenance. Junot saluted him; but I perceived that his salute 
was constrained. Our breakfast was over, and we were passing 
into the drawing-room. The stranger walked forward with a 
firm and resolute step ; “ this is an odd person/' thought I to my- 
self. Junot offered him coffee, which he refused witl “ No, 
thanktyou, General, I # never take my cup in the morning; as 
for a small glass, if Mademoiselle will permit — ” 

u It is my wife/' said Junot in a very serious tone. 

“ Ah ! c’est la citoyenne Junot !” and the personage began to 
stare at me with an attention which excited rather merriment 
than anger; for it was evident that this man, though rude py 
nature, had no intention of being so. u Ah ! it is the citoyikm 
Junot ! Diable, colleague, you have not made your soundings 
ill.” 

I whispered to Junot, to tell me the name of this General; 
for it seemed that he had at least pretensfons to that title. 
“ No,” replied Junot, “ you must guess it; it is a name pro- 
digiously well known.” 

Meanwhile the tall man was conversing with Junot’s first 
aide-de-camp M. Laborde; but I could gather nothing from the 
absurdities, solecisms, and ill-arranged sentences, which were 
passing between them. 

An instrument lay on the tabic, invented and constructed by 
Reigner, the mechanical armourer, for measuring the human 
strength ; by pressing with the two hands two bands of leather 
which confine a semicircular plate of brass, engraved with a 
scale, and furnished with a needle, which is made to move 
in proportion to the force of the pressure, and indicates, by the 
number to which it points, the strength of the individual. Junot 
took it up, and, pressing it, made the needle run so rapidly and 
forcibly, that it nearly struck the opposite extremity of the 
dynamometer, indicating a very unusual strength of wrist. The 
strange General then took ujt the instrument, but instead of 
using, examined it, and then said, laughing, 

“ Stay ! that resembles those utensils I took with me when I 
went down yonder to the west with Ronsin and Rossignol. I had 
a learned aide-de-camp, a mathematician. Is not that what you 
call this sort of instruments ? 

“ Well, when the Convention appointed me to command the 
republican army, I refused, because I know myself, and know 
that I am not strong in the article of manoeuvres ; I refused, but 
what of that? V^hat the Contention chose, it chose. I was 
obliged to take thf^gommand of one of the invincible columns. 
Ronsin commanded another ; and poor Rossignol he had a third. 
Well, I told you just now I had a learned aide-de-camp. He 
declared to the Convention, that for this campaign, all the in- 
struments of which he gave me a list would be required; and* 
they gave mfc them afl; Two* little waggons were filled with 
them. * .v 
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** Away I carried them ; my aide-de-camp Platite # made wae 
of them, and then I sold them;** and he ended with a loud 
liaugh; but my laughter stopped short. This speech had made 
him known. It was Santerre ! Santerre, the brewer, of the Fau- 
bourg St. Antoine, who was, on the 11th of August, 1792, ap- 
pointed Commandant of the Parisienne National Guard, who 
had the immediate custody of the Royal Family in the Temple, 
and who commanded the troops on the 21st of January, 1793: 
he was first sent into La Vendee to command a corps with those 
two wretches whom he had named in my hearing. I had heard 
fiom inhabitants of Saumur, Montagne, and other neighbouring 
towns, frightful details of all that Santerre had done in La Ven- 
dee. Though his name is known as associated with the great 
political tragedy, yet it figuresrin few lines of history, "‘ and on 
one or two pages so stained with blood as to destroy the possi- 
bility of distinguishing those actions in which he figures. I knew 
much of him, but w as, I confess, far from imagining that this 
man w ould himself assume the narrator, to afford me new light 
on the horrors committed in La Vendee by what were called the 
Infernal Regions, commanded by himself, Ronsin, and ltossig- 
nol. He required no hint to assure us, himself, that he had 
written to the Ministry of W ar, and at the same time to the 
authorities, advising them to send waggons loaded with combus- 
tibles into La Vendee, to consume all the woods and coppices, 
and even all furze, heath, and broom, by fire, so as to cut off 
the retreat of the Vendeans. 

“ It is a terrible conception to be tolerated by reason,’* said 
J unot, “when this man was gone; and yet perhaps humanity 
itself w T ould have followed that course, in order to put an end in 
six months to evils whiifth lasted forty. It would at least have 
been more humane than letting loose upon them, like blood- 
hounds, the capitulated garrisons of Mayence and Valenciennes, 
and afterwards those Infernal Legions, led by the dregs of the 
naost abject Jqcobins.” 

I asked him why he would not tell me Santerre ’s name? 

H Faith, because I did not care to introduce to you so credit- 
able an acquaintance. I am not best pleased with his visits, and 
accordingly they are not very frequent. He is an amphibious 
creature; he is neither ‘military, civil, citizen, nor artisan ; he 
abandoned his own profession, and all the professions at whose 
doors he has knocked have refused him admission. Republican 
General as I am, it is not possible for me to give my hand in 
the middle of the Tuileries gardens to Santerre, Me Revolutionary 
General ,+ which means General commanding the Revolutionary 
army, where tWir guilk&ine marched always in readiness, like a 
piece of artitfery, with the match alight. I do not like such 
■ .. '■ $ ■ . ' ■ . < ■ . . 

* , * Nephew of Poland the minister, whose name was Roland dela Pktieiwu 

t Lamfes, Bessi^rcs, and^severaLother Generals of Napoleon were kuQWijtn 
entertain similar views. ; / 
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” said Junot, “ I am a republican by taste and princi* 
*<~7 - have a horror of the blood, iffje massacres, the coi^ 
fiscations, which constituted that frightful system of horror untie! 
which France groaned for several years. Santerre is a wretch, 
and he is under a sort of surveillance from the Staff of Paris, 
which^pbliges Kim to present himself, I believe, once a fortnight# 
Well ! this man, I am* sure, says now that I am haughty, and 
have not fraternized with him : no, certainly I have not, because 
I cannot esteem him.” 

I inquired whether he was brave; several officers, who had 
arrived since his departure, answered no ; that is, that his reputa- 
tion was extremely doubtful* # 

Santerre once wrote to the Commune of Paris. a Learn that 
I have burned all the mills, with one single exception, and this 
narrowly escaped ; I fortunately learned before setting it on fire 
that it belonged to a patriot.” * 

In a hamlet near Savenay he met with a young girl, who 
pleased him, and he told her so. Her instant answer was, that 
she was a Vendean, and he not only a Blue, but a chief of the 
Blues, and that consequently there existed between them ob- 
stacles which could never be removed. The girl ha3 a grand- 
father, sixty-five years of age. The Chief of the Blues had the 
village again ransacked, and finally burnt ; lie then carried off 
the young girl and her unhappy grandfather, who died in a state 
of idiotcy from grief ! Poor old man, and poor France ! 

At this period of my life no day passed that I did not see 
Napoleon, at least, unless my mother was very ill, and she was 
then better. It was easy for me to scftk a conversation with him 
upon what I had seen, nor was he backward in questioning me 
of all that interested me, so that he wagmot long in ignorance of 
Santerre ’s visit. “ How is that?” saicrNapoleon ; “ I thought 
he had been dead these four years. W ell, what say you of him ? 
Is he not handsome and engaging ? These are The honest men 
who would fain see the happy days of 1793 restored. M. 
Santerre would find it delightful to obtain the epahlettesof Lieu>- 
tenant-general as lie did those of Brigadier-general, by leading 
to the scaffold men less worthless than himself. Did you know 
Rossignol V* I had never seen him ; but in the course of a quar- 
ter of an hour I was perfectly acquainted with him, for his owm 
uestion brought to the First Consul’s recollection accumulated 
etails respecting this man, Ronsin, and Charpentier, which 
were really curious ; and Junot afterwards filled up their outlines 
forme. 

u He is one of the most remarkable evidences that we can 
oppose to all that the manifestoes have saw! again§t us,” observed 
the First Consul, when the name of Charpentier was mentioned* 
**That man commanded an army — that of the Rhine, at a time 
when we had every thing to fear ; all our frontiers were exposed; 
like a dismantled town after an assault, yet perhaps no victories 
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have been more splendid than those then gained by young soldiers, 
in absolute want of bread, shoes, money, and of clothing, and ' 
under generals such as Charbonnier, Santerre, Ronsin, and 
Rossignol. Rossignol, speaking of Lea EcheUes in Savoy, said 
one day in a committee of public safety, with perfect serious- 
ness — 

" ‘ I can easily understand that my infantry could pass, be- 
cause my men, however loaded, can mount a ladder) but for my 
cavalry and artillery, though a thousand devils should interfere, 
they could not $||feh a horse to climb a ladder J ” 

On?4iie subject of General Charbonnier, no one was more 
amiisifig^^n M. Dietrich, the lively young officer I met at the 
Q|jpa th'e'lpening of the infernal machine. He liad served on 
id Holland, when Yandamme, happily for the army, 
-■wiS^lso there. It was one morning ascertained that the English 
had landed. M. tDietrich was instantly selt to the head-quar- 
ters of the General-in-chief ; this was General Charbonnier, who, 
though it was but little after nine, was found at table and already 
half intoxicated. 

" General,” said he to the unprepared commander, "the Eng- 
lish have fanded — your orders are urgently wanted ; be pleased 
to honour me with them, and I will instantly set out again.” 

The booby of a pretended warrior looked at him with eyes 
somewhat unsettled, and inquired — 

"Art thou a good patriot?” 

"Yes, my General.” 

" Well ! scat yourself there ; breakfast, and send the English 
to the devil.” ' 

M. Dietrich was then but eighteen, full of gaiety and mirth ; 
and certainly his mirth could not want a better occasion ; but he 
feared General Yandamme, who, he very well knew, was ca- 
pable of shortening him by the head, had he failed in any part of 
his duty. Aware of the critical mature of his situation, he en- 
deavoured, while the General-in-chief employed himself in swal- 
lowing some dozens of Ostend oysters, to persuade him into 
giving orders for the regiments to march ; but finding all his 
efforts unavailing, he was at length resolving to return to the 
Chief of the Staff, when Charbonnier, who, like all drunkards, 
4iad one fixed notion, recalled him. 

" Stay there,” said he ; "I am going to speak to you — take a 
glass.” 

" Thank you, General, but it is too early ; I am neither hun- 
gry nor thirsty.” 

" What ! too early ! I am wrong, then, in drinking and getting 
iny breakfast ?;; Well, thou art but a silly prattler. Take a 
glass, I tell you* 7 

Mi Dietrich accordingly drank his health, in hopes of coaxing 
him, arid being permitted to retire, but the latter was more easily 
proposed than executed. / r 
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So/’ said the General , « you are a good patriot ^ i 

“ Yes, General, a very good patriot; oat, unhappily, so insig- 
nificant a point is not the present question. A serious object 
has brought me here. General Vandamme is expecting me, and 
is meanwhile exposed to the enemy's fire." There had been 
some fighting, and an hour’s suspension of arms had been agreed 
on, to await M. Dietrich's return. Vandamme was one of the 
bravest men in the world, but fiery and passionate, and* quite 
capable of surprising and killing General Cffiarbonnier. The 
young officer's head was filled with these ^flections ; he had 
no hope but in the General's speedily rising' and 
that a cup of coffee might sober him# SuddepM hfe heard 
the cannon, and a brisk fire of musketry ; and stapling ujgg^he 
exclaimed — - ■ 

“ Do you hear ? do you hear*? In the name of Heaven, ' v 49wxe- 
ral, call one of yout officers, and send orders#!” '7 ko ‘ 

“ What is the matter now ? Leave me alone, you and your 

republic. Leave me alone to finish my breakfast, as 

becomes a General-in-chief.'' 

“ But General ” 

“Ah ! this is too much ; I repeat to you, once for all, leave 
me in peace.” 

“ But General, you are exposing the army to the greatest 
danger.” 

“ Bhrrrr !” — and he began to sing. 

“ General Vandamme’s division cannot possibly hold out 
without support. It will be compelled to yield the ground ! 
Where would you have it take refuse, if obliged to fly ?” 

“Ah ! they in flight ! — they ! No, no ! — and if they should, 
leave them alone ; the fools know the roads well enough.” 

At that moment the quick gallop of a horse was heard ; and 
in less than a minute General Vandamme was jn the room, and 
his sabre whizzing round the#ears of CharbonnilK 

A nobler figure than that of General Vandamme at this 
period cannot well be imagined ; his finely-formed head, his 
regular features, his beautiful curly hair, his glistening eyes, 
which, when angry, seemed to flash fire, his exquisitely-turned 
hand, altogether opposed a perfect contrast to the ignoble ap~ 

E earance of Charbcnnier. Vandamme, justly incensed, stood 
efore his brutalized chief, making his sword fly round his head, 
and recommending him to prepare for instant death. V 
“This is thy last hour wretch ! How ! is $y soul base enough 
to deliver up thy comrades to be massacred by the enemy, and 
that enemy the English ? Let every thing be instantly in order; 
let the troops march, or rather stay here and sleep thyself sober; 
the army has no need of thee to conquer.” And pushing Char- 
bonnier from him with a violence that flung him to the farther 
end of the room, he went away with Dietrich, and both jumping 
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on their horses, rushed into the midst of the fire just as the 
artillery opened. 

Vandamme’s valour in circumstances doubly critical from the 
stupidity or treason of Charbonnier was eminently conspicuous* 
The incapacity of one might have destroyed the army, but the 
Courage and conduct of the other saved it. This was the first 
attempted descent of the English, before the arrival of Brune in 
Holland. Charbonnier, after the departure of Vandamme, began 
to grow gradually sober. The cannonading was so incessant 
that he could not doubt the whole army was engaged. In the 
midst of his intemperance, and of that thick cloud which blocked 
up every avenue to hist brain, he yet retained some portion of that 
bravery which made him originally remarkable, and had pro- 
cured for him the appointment of a military pro-con^d. He 
plunged his head into water, anil mounting his horse, hastened 
to the battle; but all was already retrieved by General Van- 
damme. 

Afterwards, when peace and order had revisited us, the First 
Consul awarded to each his due. Charbonnier returned to the 
rank of a chief of battalion, and had the command of a garrison. 
It was this*same Charbonnier, who, receiving one day despatches 
from the Convention, which directed him to wait ulterior orders 
(des ordres uherietus), spent a whole week in seeking on the 
map the village Ultericur . 

Another time, when lie was giving very particular orders for 
the passage of cavalry from Antwerp, the Commissary, who had 
attentively followed Charbormier’s finger on the map, ventured 
to ask him where the road ‘‘was ? 

u What !” said the General, u do not you see this road V 9 

u I see nothing, General.” 

u How !” and he stamped, for he was passionate. “ How! 
not see that road, it is large enough however, it is superb. I am 
sure it is more Ilian a hundred feet, wide.” 

I can well believe that, for it was the Scheldt 



MADAME LE CLEKC. ' 


33 


CHAPTER LXL 
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M. Charles and reflected reputations— Indispensable antecedents — MadaaH^ 
Bonaparte at the Serbeiloni Palace — Observancy of Madame Le Clerc— 
Bonaparte’s eyes, and the Palace of the llall of the Throne — Arrest of Mens, 
Charles at Milan — Conversation with Pauline Bonaparte — Reciprocal afflic- 
tion and consolation — Madame Bonaparte’s first residence at Malmaison— 
Madame La Generate — Sister Rosalie and the almoner of the army of Egypt 
— The master in the master’s absence — Madame Bonaparte’s divorce advised 
by Gohier — Return from the army of Egypt, and banishment of M. Charles 
— Bonaparte and Duroc on the Boulevards, and unexpected rencounter— 
Junot’s friendship for M. Charles — The true friends of Junot. m 


Amongst the friends introduced to me by Junot, were some 
whose names especially attracted mjf attention ; for instance* 
Monsieur Charles, bom at Romans, of an obscure family, who 
entered the army at the commencement of the revolution, in a 
troop of cavalry formed at Besangon, and was a lieutenant, when 
being ordered into Italy, he was attached as assistant to the 
Adjutant-general Le Clerc at Milan*; and when the latter, on 
his marriage with Pauline Bonaparte, was made a brigadier- 
general, Charles was also promoted to the rank of captain, and 
appointed aide-de-camp to the General. 

Just at this time Madame Bonaparte (Josenj|ine) arrived at 
Milan, and lodged at the SeHbelloni Palace, where she had an 
establishment as a sovereign. 

M. Charles was introduced to her in common with, all the 
officers of the army, and as she belonged to the establishment 
of General Bonaparte's brother in-law, he obtained more than 
common attention. 


Napoleon, almost always absent from home, was either occu- 
pied in the town of Milan or on journeys in the neighbourhood ; 
ne therefore did not see any thing that transpired there, but 
what fell immediately beneath his own eye his sister Madame 
Le Clerc, was not like him ; she was unoccupied, but desired some 
$orfc of employ, and therefore commenced a strict observance of 
tile conduct of a sister-in-law whom she hated, such an occtl- 

S ation being as good as any other : but I believe she deceived 
erself, for although she was not long in ascertaining that BC 
Charles and Madame Bonaparte were in close communication, 
and that this intimacy occupied much of their thoughts, she 
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found that this attachment might be, but was nof in fact, any 
thing more than a tender friendship. 

M. Charles was about twenty-seven or twenty-eight years of 
#age; small, well-made, with good features, a dark clear com- 
plexion, and hair black as jet; he was altogether attractive, 
although a little deficient in tne fine polish jdi elegant society. 
He wore a superb hussar’s uniform covered with gold lace, and 
breakfasted at the Serbelloni palac£ whenever Napoleon left it, 
and no one in the army or in the town of Milan was a 
Stranger to the lively interest Madame Bonaparte testified for 
him. 

g It reached at length the General-in-chief. Through whom? 
Probably his own eyes! So it might certainly be presumed; 
for those penetrating eyes constituted the sole polic£ of the 
throne-room at the Tuileries: and such was their clearness and 
precision, that t.hfc darkest corner of the hall would (scarcely 
avail to c&pape their piercing inquisition. Be this as it rbay, at 
the head-quarters of the army of Italy it was suddenly rumoured 
that M. Charles had been arrested by order of the General-in- 
chief, and , would certainly be shot. This is not an imaginary 
episode, like that, for example, of making a person speak at 
Messouh-Diah, who never was there. What I report is fact. I 
do not answer tor the cause of General Bonaparte’s displeasure 
against M. fcharles; I am narrating only, and though, like 
Werther, I should narrate the same thing for the tenth time, I 
could say no more than I do, that M. Charles was arrested 
against tne will, and perhags on account of Madame la Gtnerale- 
en-chef ; a proceeding very "grievous to them both, at least so it 
may be presumed. Madame Le Clerc, who was known to be 
goodness itself \ said to me, “ In short, conceive, Laurette, that 
my sister-in-law had nearly died of vexation ; and we certainly 
do not die of yexation from merely parting with our friends. 
There must bp more than friendship concerned in this matter. 
For my part, I have comforted my brother, who was very un- 
happy. He was aware of it all when he came to Paris, before 
he set but for Egypt. Poor>brd$ier !” 

And the kind sister pitied him most liberally, for the unhap- 
piness which she herself had probably caused him. Madame 
Le Clerc was a droll character to study. She has been well 
sketched and well painted; but so strange was her diameter, 
that no one has ever succeeded in making a finished picture of 
her. ^ ^ 

M. Charles was Obliged to quit the army of Italy, and return- 
ing to Paris, the mierest of Madame Bonaparte procured him a 
partnership ip tfi# mercantile house of |*ouis Bociin ; there he 
made a great fortune, which was afterwards impaired. He feppt 
a^pod^Muse, a^;. < itssq.qated with the bankem, the only, class 
whiejh ipl regular receptions at the time of Madame Bonaparte^ 
return 1 ta j ^ ati<J tier husband’s departure for Egypt. It 
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was then she purchased Malmalson, anS established herself 
there, as the lady of 4 a castle "might nave done in days of yore* 
while her lord and master set forward to deliver the tomb of 
Christ. Then, as now, tjaere was always a page, an equerry, a , 
nephew, a bachelor in short, and sometimes even (whisper it 
only in the ear) a good abbe. Ask little John deSaintrb, who took 
charge of the afflicted Widow, while the husband grieved after 
his own fashion under some* palm-tree, within view of the holy 
sanctuary, as poor Four&s can bear witness. The result of all 
these afflictions and consolations was, that no one wept whi|& 
they lasted; it was only on awaking that cries* and tears were* 
brought into exercise. It would seem the/ in sucfe: occurrences^* 
both men and women are like children, who, after giving them® 
selves a tap against a table or door, would continue their play; 
insensible of any pain, djkl not their mothers, ever on the watch 
to cry wolf, rush forward, snatch up the cliild^and make him so 
thoroughly ashamed of not having cried, that |ie . instantly 
enters upon his functions with a vehemence that deafen 

the very saints. * *■ 

Madame Bonaparte was established at Malmaison, and there 
passed the greater part of her time. # 

A friend of my mother, who was inhabiting Ruelle, used to 
tell us that she saw Madame la Gencmle, the name she was 
known by in the village, walking very late in th„e gaffien. “ By 
moonlight,” said Rosalie, “and when, leaning on the arm of her 
son, her white dress and flowing veil are contrasted with li&dingy 
attire of black or blue, the effect is quite fantastic. jChey might 
be taken for phantoms. Poor woman ! she is theft thinking, 
perhaps, of her first husband, who fell a victim to the revolution- 
ary executioners ! Thinking also Of him, by whom, through the 
mercy of Providence, her loss is repaired, and of whom a cannon- 
ball may in a moment deprive her. How does he manage, down 
yonder, to hear mass amidst aft those Turks/ Mademoiselle 
Laure?” asked the pious girl. “Why, I supplies he has an 
almoner,” answered I ; and at that time I really believed it. 

Madame Bonaparte sometimes cajfte to Paris to visit Barras, 
Madame Tallien, and Madame* wilier, to whom she was very 
partial : sometimes she would also see her mother and brothers- 
m4aw, but not often, for she did not like them; the war, how- 
ever, though certainly mutual, was not opened on their side* 
She was then in direct hostility with Joseph, the mildest and 
best of men, and at enmity with Madame Boftftparte the mother, 
and Madame l^ucien,ym angel of goodness and perfection, F 
know not wimt eauseia the animosity that had arisen between, 
them, but I Was sufficiently acquainted with Madame 
aftd itadame tJhristinelo answer for them. / /j 

l^mftison r the time I am speaking of, was a pretty. 
cb^y4fcuse^^^ environs, as a resiaencej^Jarf very/ 

inconvenient and Host driwholesome. Bruneti&re, iivho vyaa 
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somehow mixed #p in the affair, told me that Madame Bona* 
parte had made this acquisition, as a child buys a new ddtt 
that striKe&Jher fancy, without considering whether it will long 
amuse her5 ^The park was asaall, sloping on all sides, and re- 
sembled a pretty* English garden. It was enclosed, excepting 
the lengtWof the lawp in front of the chateau, with a wau 
^stretchingalong the road to St G^muin ; the lawn was bor- 
dered with a ha-ha, on the brinkwf which stood a small flight 
of iron- steps, affording a resting-place and a view over the 
xoad, which could also be seen from the park. The fine plant* 
ations that now surround the chateau, and all its out-offices, 
were not thep^ki existence. 

M. Charles inhabited Malmaison in the quality of master; 
friends, we know, have privileges. Gohier, who wa* always 
thrown into a biown study by the recollection of the 18th 
Bnimaire, but was otherwise an honest and sensible man, 
strongly persuaded Josephine to a decided step. 

u Divorce,” said he, when all in tears she refused the advice 
he gave llcr to bieak off a connexion which compromised her 
in the eyes of the world — “ Divorce; you tell me it is only 
friendship that exists between M. Charles and yourself ; but if 
that friendship is so influential that it impels you to violate the 
observances of ‘the world, 1 shall say to you, as if it were love, 
divorce ; because friendship so exclusive of all other sentiments 
will Stand in lieu of all others. Believe me, all this will cause 
you regret.” ‘ Gohier was right; he saw the matter in its true 
light, but Josephine would notfisten. 

* When, $ft<k his return* from Egypt, Bonapaitc was on the 
point of himself effecting what Gohier had some months pre- 
viously advised should be d^tte prudently and quietly, Josephine 
screamed, wept, and was in despair. She would not hear of a 
divorce when he w ? as at a distance, much less could she endure 
it when the resplendency eff jhfis jmfhdlng glory enlightened all 
Europe witlMte rays ; but in consenting to surrender Ins pro- 
posal, he exacted as an absolute condition, the banishment of 
M. Charles, and her promise to never see him more. 

Napoleon detested M. Charles ; he never mentioned him, or 
suffered him to be named in his presence. But I know some 
incidents on this subject which have excessively surprised me, 
for I did not believe him susceptible of so much emotion. 

1 One morning, when he was walking out with Duroc,to survey 
ffr# toorks of the bridge at Austerlitz, which was then building, 
Suddenly a cabriqkt dashed at a rapid pace along the boulevard. 
* Duroq fek tlie Bbiperor press his arm for support, and rest 
- heavily lylmf it| wed perceived him at the same time grow unusu- 
ally pafe. . would have cried out for assistance, but the 

Emperor, werresjid him^with, “It is nothing; be quiet The 
cabriJhe^pnt^aed M. Charles, whom Napoleon had not seen so 
close be left lta|y. ^hat could be the sentiment which 
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agitated him ? Was it still love for Josephine? No ; he loreil 
her no longer: he was then attached to an enchanting woman, 
the only one he ever really loved. It jteuld pot be yt movement 
of that self-love which makes the Sfesewn oF^ve^h indifferent 
woman a source of suffering, since no <#he had seen him in pre- 
sence of his enemy. Yes, nis enemy, tV^olcon cankered this 
man as such, and hated lifen. n 

Not so Junot; he had bech intimately associated with M* 
Charles in Italy, and they entertained for each other a^nutual 
and sincere friendship. Junot did not always bestow his regard 
so well ; he was far more easily deceived by appearances than I 
was on his behalf; frequently granting Ills fnei^tehip where it 
was betrayed, while he denied it to hi** true fiiends. How long 
did he distress me lespectmg Deroc ! but at length he recovered 
his reason. Duroc was ^he best of ft lends. M. Chatles pur- 
chased, in the year 1803 or 1804, a property called Casam His 
affairs being subsequently much embarrassed, it .was spld^ndhe 
retired to Romans, his native town, where lie lived retired and 
respectably. 


CIIAPTl^ LXII, 

Napoleons detractors — Sister Rosalie Antichrist — SupeimWen, app\^ci^- 

lors of Bonaparte — Beumonvillt* and Kl^hei’i / on-mot upon fTenera^onaparia 
— KlCber’^ letters — Bonapaite's turned towards the E A 

great man — Desueof pre*crvin£ T^ypt-MRxpl uiatton of BorrnpamV reigHfe* 
fiom Egypt — The auny o( Lliusus — The sacceNSois of Ivleber— -Oeiieial 
Menou — Junot, Lmusse, and the consequences of a duel — #Dnaparte’# 
enmity towards Tallien. 

I have already observed, at the commencement of thesB Me- 
moirs, that I am neither an accuser nor apologist, but relate as 
I have seen them, all the events, th/fracts and the incidents of 
which, for thirty years of my life, l have been a witness : some 
of them, I am well aware, will clash with the opinions or rather 
the dictum of ceitain individuals ; I am sorry for it, but ttepath 
I have marked out for myself, neither changes its dilution n$r 
its impulse. /I am only provoked by absurdities, tevetf more 4 
ridiculous thafe offensive. But how is it possible to%e modfer&te^ 
while I listen to the yelping, croaking, hissir^, and groaning qf, 6 
pigmies, against the memory of a man, so far^altedmiove their ( 
level that they must strain their netfks almost todis|Jca^w evert * 
to survey the height on which he stands ? It is tolfedjice him to 
t&eir own standard that they seek to lessen and degfttdft hurt* 

I can conceive many reasons for Napoleon*/ not bfcirijj^ beloved. 
Let him then be called the Attila of his age, the devastator oil 
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iri<fyetf,-accor<|ing to my floor sister Rosalie, Hhe Anti* 


«ll these ephitets many occurrences of' his life may 
' 'au * tE^Mthat beings perfectly unknown, whose 
h v at^erg^frcfti the night of oblivion, thrusting 

Itljeir heads though <thejndSw« Of their obscurity, should from 
[thence £xd®Sp, f “ 3on^8U’t#! ^whafc tiieft lias he effected ? the 
fttiisfortuu^f FVa^ce, that is all VjJm is there beyond this so 
extifordinaiy in lim?” “ 

PooiS^crl^tures ! * It is not your unmeaning v ords that can 
form the estimate by which such a man may be measured. You 
do not comp re h e nd him ; leavd* him tgjiis glory, and content 
lyoursdtves \wR your ‘nonentity. Docs his gloiy fatigue you ? 
I Do not trouble joui selves to seek it : It surrounds you, encom- 
\ passes, you on all sides; it i& reflected m a thousand ways fiom 
those 'Very masses of mins Which you atfe daily raking up to serve 
, yeA^iyijpaterials fertile erection of a new edifice. Every where 
ounter Unit gWy> for Napoleon is associated with 

* V 

at* the bt'odeiies and tlie silks of Lyons; the cotton 
tores of Rouen ; the ( annon foundeiy at Douai ; the lace 
iussel$; the muskets of Sdint^Etienne; the cambucs of 
4j||ci^nes; Uie muslins of Samt-Qucntin; the silk* and 
gloVfes* and at Fails that* immense commerce that extends itself 
to eveify object of luxury. * 

One partuyalar, not surprising to me, but to which I would 
tfutt ention, ip, that all thtf first-] ate talents of the day have 
eitlmJ-hinking or, spewing ill of Napoleon. They are 
of the ndicule of (nose tends which aie not sufficiently 
blptcions to embrace his chmacter^ Chateaubriand, Lamartine, 
vfet&r Hugo* Casimir DcraJrigne, the Abbe do la Mcnnais, all 
these mcpjhave passed judgment, on the colossus ; they have seen 
and blamed his faults, but haw recognised Ins great qualities : 
t^ese reamed men ha\e notspaiccV their criticism, mingled with 
approbation. lilebeji though his enemy, yet piofoundly knew 
aptf admired hii&, bfc&usqhis fine genius was capable of appie- 
cijitin^ greatness. 

Wheh Bonaparte was general-in-chief in Italy, other generals 
erf tiVaf young head so skilfully useful to his country, 
ot s^telable but they must discuss, with reflections not 
Chs^hte, the militaiy operations of the young General, 
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Some said, after having announced his intention of eon- 
*taly>‘ like another Hannibal, was now gone, like him, to 
“Sep at Cag^ft. Tins was in allusion to his retiring on 
^ia%®g' threatened Lombardy. Kleber, who nstd 
0 uiMerstand this manoeuvre, and who, being yet 
. Hapolfen, Was not then at variance with him, which, 
observed, he uniformly was with the general command- 


iftgmm, gendered Full justice to Bonaparte’s abilities, both’mili- 
tary and civil , and , on - thesey occasions always defended him 
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against the mediocrity which attacked him, wfth fl^at 
generosity inspired by a conscuitencc of talent andof ' 

Above four-and-twenty original letjfcs or 4 % my 

These letters are rlzmSbie forfir clearness 


and jMrectsion, and particularly for «te adm^tbl e skill dis- 
iter ^,tthe ve%r time *yhe& the ISfelish" con- 


played by ti^r writer 

sidered ninj ruined an<f%ithgiit resoui 
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that animosity which he entmained towards all who disliked 
Napoleon ; yet he appreciated him to the full extent c# hk merit, 
for having served under his orders in the Syrian expedition, hd 
had had opportunities of observing his masculia&and superior 
mind. ^ 

We have seen the time when to censure Napoleon was the 
fashion, # not only as regards hts faults, but even the glonoua 
years of his life. His flight from^Egypt Was characterized asjf» 
unworthy evploit • but these persons attacked his rej|$ktioa, 
meiely ^ecause it was great. ** ** 

From the time that I attained the age of" reason andthe 
capacity of understanding Bonaparte, *from the day dm tny 
youthful ears became familiar with his plans and promts, { have 
always seen and understood that his most ardent desire was that 
of o pei atm g a revolution, and effecting ft great movement in the 
Tlast. When the Egyptian expedition was eventually resolved 
on, lie was its chief promoter. Is the Directory supposed to 
ha\c ongmated the glorious conception of planting th^ f 
colouied flag on the summit of the Pyramids*? No— 
Bonaparte. The Dnectory, anxious /to be quit him, a 
Hoc lie when they sent him to Ireland, acceded to all Napole0&% 
demands with the secret conviction that he could never totiitfi 
from those pestilential shores. Bonapaite was haitnfld.by 
visions of the Fast. He would sometimes dilate On this subject 
for three houis without intermission, and often uttered the greatest 
follies with inconceivable senousness. He frequently con'Sersed 
on the subject of the East with our fneltd the Rear-ad nuffri 
Magon, questioning him upon India; he could hot be better 
pleased than m satisfying his inquiries. Napoleon would listen 
with avidity, watching the Rear-admiral’s countenance^mi^ 
seeming to snatch the words from his lips. Sometimes h$^|pld 
exclaim— w * * ‘'r 



“ It is there — it is in India we must attack the Engtis|y?owfh 
It is there we must strike her ! The Russians wifNfot IpfoW us 
a passage to Persia : well, then, ive must get there bjnknother 
roach 1 know that road, and I will take it !” u ^ * 4 

Originally, Turkey was the scene of his projectsj%gt « 
were afterwards very differently pointed, and embl^ifed * 
ticable plan. When the Egyptian expedition was at last;de- 
cided on, Napoleon said to Junot and to some others of his i$f t 
mate officers— 

Madame Junot — vol. i. 2 k 
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‘ “ 4 am goings repair, if possible, the misfortune of our 
.■tavaggd orl^st colonies. Egyptwill be a magnificent compen- 
sation; anfi ibe acquisfikio ©f that beautiful country; for France 
shall b* th^eet of WnBpeditibn.f 

Such were ais predo^nant views during the passage, on his 
arrival, ail! wide W'jferiusd Jhere. How mucn did he suffer 
f when he saw MsJIeet eonsumecLand all' the .means of internal 
safety endangered by that loss ! * 

As I am now at the period of the return of the army from 
Egypt, I shall continue my narrative, and produce my proofs. 

If many imp, such as my husbandry brother-in-law, Duroc, 
Berthier, IJpnes, Bessieres, and some others, who, like them, 
knew the thoughts of Napoleon, had to answer those who pre- 
tend to talk of his flight, their victory would be easy. That 
nian must himself have veryun worthy and incompetent concep- 
tions;— must be iusceptMe of very pitiful passions and very con- 
tracted sentiments, who oan impute to another the motives which 
have been attributed to him for leaving Egypt : for suppositions 
have at last been resorted to for deciding so important a point ; 
and where a case evidently is incapable of proof, it must be 
argued from probabilities. 

Now what is the language of probability? First, that 
General Bonaparte returned to Europe to fetch succours which 
the Directory had long refused him. Secondly, that General 
Bonaparte, informed of the cruel situation of France, listening 
to the ambition which four years of unintermitting triumphs had 
awakened, set out for Europe in order to seize the reins of power 
for himself, while snatching them from hands which were weigh- 
ing, down his country under a sceptre of iron. 

Hire are two versions : the one ostensible, the other disguised. 
I think the judgment should determine on the last, for I am 
willing to be reasonable. ... 

■ As soon as General Bonaparte learnt through Sir Sydney 
Smith the real state of affairs in Europe; that the Russians 
were heaping with French corpses the beautiful fields of Italy, 
the theatres pf so many victories, and which he had left verdant 
with the laurels planted by his soldiers ; that anarchy was about 
to open the gates of France to foreigners ; that our provinces, 
ravaged by robbers, were on the point of perishing by the yet 
more terrible disaster of a forced loan : when he looked around 
him,1Shd saw that the safety of his army equally depended on 
the reinforcements which he had in vain expected from Europe, 
Jbis xeiolution was, taken; he determined to encounter a thousand 
dapgfli to' tftlae alfd demand of the Directory an explanation of 
the miseriis of die country, and of the absolute neglect to which 
the army of the Estst was condemned. Such were the thoughts 
of Napoleon ; and if at the instant of setting his foot in .the vessel 
which reconducted him to prance, they were found in alliance 
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with that of being one day her ruler, his glory had already 
placed him on a pmnacle Whence his^glaiidfe Mu^t >: suifey ; i^e 
heights of power without himself taxed jKh presump- 
tion. t v - : ^ : \ ; A 

Incalculable were the dangers mjf beset h^ return to 
France. The English, dheTurks, ftie Jams, even the Russians;* 
but above all, those Corsairs |^bo infest the Mediterranean, pre- 
sented altogether as many impediments as there were waves to 
impede the vessel. He dared them ail : and what fate was 
reserved for him ? Captivity on all sides ; perhaps slavery ahd 
death not far distant. With what terrible duginy then did 
Egypt threaten him, thathe should be a fugitive : He had just 
obtained a signal victory : and the conqueror of Aboukir assum- 
ing a more formidable aspect wfth respect to the inhabitants of 
Egypt, had the means of enforcing contributipns hitherto with- 
held, but which the first summons dfemld now produce. Tt is 
also said, that on the 20th of March, 1799, Bonaparte had 
received official news from Europe, announcing the continental 
war. This is stated in a book generally of superior accuracy, 
but I am obliged to contradict it in the present instaifSe ;* Gene- 
ral Bonaparte received no news at the time stated. The last 
which reached him Was from Genoa,, despatched ten months 
before by the French Consul in tlm Ligurian Republic. This 
determination was therefore fixed by the news he received from 
the English. The only circumstance for which he deserves cen- 
sure, is, having carried with him three men of more weight than 
millions of soldiers, Lannes, Murat, add Marmont ; andBerthier 
may be added to the number. His own name was powerfully 
influential on the temperament of the soldiers. Yet Kl&ber, 
Desaix, Regnier, Rampon, Friant, Davoust, Lanusse, Damas, 
Dugua, Menou, and a multitude of other distinguished generals, 
were still left, and possessed a t perfect knowledge of the country, 
so that they were competent to conduct with ability the army 
that remained. 

Bonaparte's ardent passion for the retention of Egypt, is so 
well known to all who Were with him, that if appears to me im- 
possible for the most perverted mind to see his return to Europe 
in any other light than as a struggle for the preservation of that 
colony, which in his very dreams formed a nucleus for the inces- 
sant discharge of shafts against England Was his project of 
forming a junction with an army of thirty thousand Druses near 
Mount Lebanon nothing ? and that of conquering those parts of 
Egypt that were inhabited by tribes easily guided,, uniting those 
tribes with his Druses, and attempting to penetrate into Persia, 
was this nothing T 

* The memoirs of M. Moutgaillard. 

+ In the war department were deposited some masks, made, it is said, in 
1801. According to one version, they were designed to protect the soldier 
from excessive cold ; according to another, they were intended to preserve die 

2 £ 2 . ^ 
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One day, speaking of Egypt, he made use of an expression 
which I then thought very extraordinary, ai#i I jokingly re- 
minded him of it three days before his coronation^ 

“ It is vexatious,” said he, “ to haVe been prevented meeting 
my Druses ; I missed pay fortune .” 

General Menou had been long in. the service before the 
breaking out of the revolution ; had served in India, and had 
acquired in his travels a love of the marvellous sufficiently 
amusing, but which prevented all reliance on his tales. It is a 
singular coincidence, tjhat this same general, the Majquis de 
Menou, who turned flilk in 1801, presided over the Constituent 
Assembly on the 19th of June, 1790, when those throngs were 
introduced, calling themselves Arabians, Chaldeans, t Syrians, 
Americans, Poles, Prussians, Sit. See., and he very gravely re- 
plied to the oration of the Arabs : a Gentlemen, it was Arabia 
which gave the first Iblson of philosophy to Europe ; France 
now discharges the debt by giving you lessons of liberty.” 
When commanding the republican troops, he was defeated at 
Saumur by La Rochejaquelin and Lescure. On the 14th of 
October He commanded in Paris, but resigned. 

Of an adventurous disposition, though no longer young, he 
joined the Egyptian expedition at his own desire. By the 
assassination of Kleber, after the battle pf Heliopolis, he, as 
senior, succeeded to the command. His administration was 
able, but, like the Generals of Madame de Pompadour and 
Madame du Barry, they were the charm of a supper, and the 
shame of an army. Abercrombie, with eighteen thousand 
Englishmen, landed at this same strand of Aboukir, and Menou 
lost the battle of Canope, and with it the possession of Egypt. 
Shut up in Alexandria, and cut off from all communication with 
the rest of his army, he had not even the consolation of effecting 
the capitulation of Cairo, a chargg which devolved upon Belliard : 
the definitive capitulation at length received his signature, and, 
returning to Europe, he was well received by llapoleon, who 
appointed him Administrator-general o^iedmont. 

One day, sood^after^the arrival of Gteeral Vial, the envoy of 
General Abdalta ^Menbu^ithe First Consul being in his closet 
with Berthier, J unot, Bpfarrieune, who were busily unsealing 
the numerous fumigated packets brought by General Vial, the 
First Consul hinted Ms intention of changing the General-in- 
chief of the eastern army ; he spoke of Menou, lauded his pleas- 
ing manners in a drawing-room, his agreeable manner of telling 
a story ; “ But,” added he, “ all that is useless at the head of 
an array ; and Kt&ber, with his cynical sayings/ and his rough 

men, their eyes especially, from the very fine sand with which the deserts be- 
tween Russia and Persia are covered, afc the Emperor proposed prosecuting his 
enterprise in that direction, after njaking peace with Alexander on the Neva, as 
he had already done on the Niemen. 
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exterior^ was far better suited to the army of Egypt in its present 
situation.” Th^Senerals then in Egypt came upder considera- 
tion, and when Berthier named some of them, he shook his 
head ; at length, he resumed the conversation after a long silence, 
and as if talking to himself: 

“Regnier? — Damask — Friant? — No, none of these, — Bil- 
liard? — He*is a child, though a brave one. — Old Le Clerc? — 
No. — Well ! after all, Abdalla Joseph Menou serves our turn 
best yonder, Berthier ; but we must give him an able chief of 
the staff, or rather second in command, and here, we have a 
choice.” ^ 

This suggested an idea to Junot. “ General,” said he, “you 
know what you are about, but I know whom I should choOse.” 
The First Consul turned on ffiim an interrogative look. — 
“ General Lanusse.” # * 

“ Oh ! oh ! you do not bear malice||j 

“ Why should I, my General ? I fought Lanusse for a foolish 
gaming quarrel, which, besides, was but a pretext. I thought 
he was not attached to you, that he partook the sentiments of 
General Damas.” .m 0 

“ Oh ! as to him, lie does not like me, indeed ! — Well> I have 
a great mind to appoiut him.” . 

“ General Damas, my General?” 

“ Yes. Lanusse lias talent and courage, but Damas is not 
behind him in either, and as a general officer he is of quite a 
different caliber : besides, Lanusse has confounded democratical 
notions, and is in correspondence, as A r ell as his brother* with a 
man so immoral as to compromise even his acquaintances : think 
of the effect M.Tallien’s friendly support must produce. I do 
not like M. Tallien. I hate that man ; he is wicked himself, 
and a corrupter of others. The two Lanusses are both game- 
sters, and they have learned i^of him. But Damas, he is an 
Aristides.” , 

This was trite* Damas was one of those virtuous and extra- 
ordinary men whom l^|n'e but rarely moulds. 

He died only two wfthree years ago, in the Rue du Saint 
P&re, Faubourg St. Germain, in the bosotti of his numerous 
family ; his obsequies denoted indigenc^\nnd borrowed all their 
solemnity from the presence of a group of Generals, his former 
brethren in arms. General Edward Colbert, his aide-de-camp 
in Egypt, pronounced his funeral ovation, in which he loudly 
professed his attachment to his former General. 
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CHAPTER LXIII. 

Ltrcien’s embassy to Madrid — Bonaparte’s orders relative to Egypt- 4 -Lucien’s 
letter to General Menou — The most interesting of our colonie* — The most 
faithful friend** of ttye Republic — Reduction of Egypt, and tardy mission — 
Sicily — Naples and M. Alqui^r — The sister of the Queen of the French — 
MesdamSlle France at tfye Palace of Caserte — M.Goubaud, the Roman 
painter^l^ JE^ceffi^%Lnd the tricoloured cravat — The painter of the Em- 
perorVfcnd Romeos cabinet — Remarkable picture. 

- 

About \ his time, Lucieu, having accomplished the principal 
object of his embassy in Spain, turned his attention to his bro- 
thers orders respecting ‘Egypt, and sent my brother-in-law, M. 
Geouffre, on a mission to General Menou : he had at first selec- 
ted for that service M. Clement, first adjutant of the consular 
guard, and embarked him at Barcelona ; but the secret had not 
been well kept ; the English were apprized of the hour of sail- 
ing, and M. Clement, withliis written instructions, fell into their 
hands. * 

Lucien was satisfied of my brother-in-law’s entire devotion to 
him, and felt, moreover, assured, that wi th his address, experience, 
and knowledge of the world, he would not suffer his mission to 
miscarry, even though he should be taken by the English, who 
lay in wait at the entrance of every port, to take every vessel 
that ventured from shore. The following is M. Geouffre ’s letter 
of Credence: 

u Spanish Embassy . Liberty. Equality. 

u Madrid, 4th Thermidor, IX th year of the French Republic, 
one and indivisible. 

u The Ambassador of the French Republic in Spain, to the 
General Menou , Commander-in-chief of the Army of the East . 

“ The FirstfCorisul wishing, my dear General, to convey some 
important despatches to you, 1 committed thep|, to " Citizen 
Clement, a %up6|rior the coftstilhr guard, Whom I des- 
patched from Bajpiona tlie 14th V entose last. I took advantage 
of his departurl tb address to you the letter, of which a copy is 
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hereto annexed. Bat the vessel which transported him having’ 
been seized by the English within sight of Alexandria* I could 
not by that medium acquaint you with the lively interest I feel 
in your success, and the m al here manifested in seconding it; 
In order to repair the unfortunate result of Citizen Clement's 
voyage, I send to you Citizen Geouffre, one of the private seczu* 
taries of my embassy, who will inform you with wnat solicitude 
the government attends to every thing that can ameliorate the 
condition of our brave army. 

“ Within four months I have transmitted to you, from (he 
ports of Spain alone , fifte en vessels, laden with provisions and 
munitions of war. The ports of France and Italy have 
been engaged, in multiplying your resources. A squadron 
sisting of five vessels, and commanded by Rear-admiral Gant- 
heaurne, should by this time have furnished you f with new means 
of defence. Considerable armaments are already in preparation 
to fly to your assistance. Your wants first 

thought, and not a moment is sacrificed when 
offers of requiting your generous efforts for the of 

the most interesting of our colonies. 

“The pacific attitude of Europe must assure you, my dear 
General, that the success of these measures will ultimately an- 
swer our expectations, whatever obstacles England may oppose? 
to us. We have already bereft her of all her continental allies. 
The peace of Luneville, the articles of which I transmit, while 
it has spared Austria the disgrace of seeing our standards float 
on the walls of Vienna, has gained us powerful friends in 
Germany, arid leaves none but her maritime foes to destroy; 
The Holy See and the kingdom of Naples have likewise united 
their interests with ours. Nearly all the ports of Italy are closed 
against British ships, and the Consul, desirous of securing the' 
just supremacy of Franco in that country, has just conferred the 
crown of Etruria on the infant Don Louis, son-in-law of the 
King of Spain, the most faithful friend of the republic.* 
A French army, encamped under the walls of Ciudad RodrigCf: 
at this moment menaces the southern provinces of Lusitania ; 
but the first successes of the Spanish arms against that power 
speedily led to pacific overtures. Every thing justifies the pre* 
sumption that Portugal is about to ally herself with France. 

“ Such is the aspect of the politicalfaffairs of Europe} such is 
the brilliant situation of our country, ihy dear General. France, 
Spain, and Batavia have created new fleets, and will in concert 
call England to account for all the evils which for twelve years 
she has* inflicted on mankind. In defiance of hejr ingenuity iit v 
intercepting your correspondence with us, all Europe has re* 
sounded wuh^y**** +«umphs ; the death of Abercrombie opeitod 
our eyes upon his defeat 0 f your wisdom, 

■ 1 V ^ 

Tftislast phrase is patficularly marked iu the original. ^ * ■ 
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and of the valour of the brave troops you command* We know 
that you are fortified by their confidence; and in spite of the 
niftet pressing necessities, in spite of the dangers which encom- 

¥ issed them, we despaired not of tlieir constancy. They are 
renchmen, and the enemy they contend with is England* 
Against such an enemy the companions of Menou can only 
con^ forth victorious. 

^ Gitixen Geouffre will afford you all the private details you 
can desire respecting the changes and proceedings of our interior 
administration, our political relations with the northern powers, 
and the results which may be expected from the coalition of 
Ufose powers against England. The desire of distinguishing 
by some brilliant action, is the principal motiye which 
attracts the Citizen Geouffre \o your neighbourhood ; he will 
soon obtain your^ood opinion, and I can guarantee his zeal. 
He served in France as adjutant-general, you can employ him 
in the same capacity. Grant him the means, the possible op- 
portunity of distinguishing himself. All posts occupied by 
Frenchmen are, I know, posts of honour ; but a preference in 
those of danger is i pledge of favour which I ask on his behalf. 

“ I have, besides, commissioned him to give increased and 
better combined activity to the commercial relations between 
Egypt and France ; he will submit to you the instructions I have 
given him on this subject, that they may obtain your approbation, 
without which he will undertake nothing. Should you have 
any satisfactory intelligence to convey to the First Consul, I 
shall be gratified by your making him the bearer. You may 
rely on his zeal, his discretion, and his desire to please you. 

“ Accept, my dear General, the full expression of my senti- 
ments, and of the very affectionate consideration with which I 
am penetrated for you. 

" Lucien Bonaparte/* 

This letter M. Geouffre concealed in the lining of his waist- 
coat, the other despatches were secured from discovery in the 
best way possible, and his most important communications for 
the General-in-chief were verbal. The French ambassador ob- 
tained an order from the King of Spain for the arming of an 
American vessel ; my brother-in-law embarked in the disguise 
of a sailor, and as far as -Malta the voyage wafe favourable. 
There he was informed of Menou’s capitulation ; but not being 
able absolutely to rely on his authority, determined, as the safest 
course, to seek some Italian port, and attaching two of his 
brother sailor& to his fortunes, they took flight in a small boat, 
and landed oh] the Sicilian coast, which they found entirely do- 
nested, the* inhabitants being frightened awayby frequent 
invasions of ■SJh* sanitary Mfrs of Sicily 

sqvere/ under the apprehension, riot 
only tngjplaghe, but also ofVthe yellow fever, which was rag- 
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iitg violently in Spain. As the operations of these laws would 
have subjected him to extreme inconvenience and delay, M.de 
GeouftVe took every possible precaution to avoid observation, 
and found an asylum ton the night in an old chapel, wfaqfte ruins 
gave melancholy evidence of the devastation committed ^by the 
pirates. The next morning a priest who was passing the ruined 
chapel on .his road to Palermo, undertook, at my ,br^t|^r4n- 
law’s request, the deliver jr of two letters from him ; the 

Spanish Consul, who also fulfilled the functions of the French 
Consulate ; and the other to the Governor of Palermo, in both 
of which, with a very slight and excusable departure from truth, 
he represented himself as attached to the Spanish embaspyv$0*e 
next d$y the priest returned with favourable answer||fp^f|d‘. 
Geouffre, with his two sailors, vfhora he amply recompensed, and 
the priest who served him by the road both f as interpreter and 
paymaster, arrived at Palermo, where he was most graciously re- 
ceived by the Spanish Consul, and procured through his means 
every facility for his progress to Naples* From that place he 
embarked in a small felucca, and landed at the foot of the mole, 
certain of finding at the house of the .French Ambassador 
Alquier, whom Lucien Bonaparte had succeeded at Madrid, 
every accommodation he could desire. . With Alquier no secrecy 
was necessary on the subject of his Egyptian mission, and they 
lamented together its ill success, and the important loss the 
nation had sustained. The French Ambassador presented my 
brother-in-law at the Neapolitan court, then in all its brilliancy, 
and preparing for the double nuptial of the Prince of Asturias, 
with a Neapolitan princess, sister of the present Queen of the 
French, and of the infanta Donna Marianna with the Prince 
Royal of Naples. The Princess of Asturias I had the honour of 
being particularly acquainted with, and was much distinguished 
by her ; her memory is very.dear to me. 

After a short stay in the beautiful and harmonious Parthenope, 
which still mourned the divine Cimarosa, my brother-in4aw re- 
turned to Spain, having derived no other advantage from an 
expedition that endangered both his liberty and life, than that 
of having seen Naples and its enchanting bay. 

How intimate is the association of ideas ! Parthenope has re- 
called to my mind a story that occurred in that same Italy, and 
very near Naples ; it relates to Madame Adelaide and Madame 
Victoire, and happened at this period. 

Mesdames de France inhabited the Castle of Caserte, a. royal 
country-house belonging to the court of Naples. 

Their court was still tolerably numerous, and to divert the 
tedium its younger members must otherwise have contracted, 
from their recluse mode of life, the Princesses frequently had iittle 
balls, composed only of their own suite.- formed 

the orchestra, under the direction of M. Cmazot ^ 
the young Count de Chastellux. It seems he was not wy 
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clever, and that Collinet would net have been likely to engage 
him as his second ; for he inhumanly mangled the most common 
airs, such as the monaco, les deux: cogs* and other new dances; 
The dissonance was once so insupportame to the well-practised 
ear of Madame Adelaide, that starting from her seat, she took 
the violin from M. Chazote’s hands, and her Royal Highness 
played through the whole country-dance with a taste and pie* 
cision which equally called forth the gratitude and amazement 
of the dancers : for nearly all of them were ignorant that she 
could handle the instrument. Madame Adelaide appeared m 
well amused with fingering her bow as the dancers in following 
it ; for no sooner had she concluded the country-dance she had 
carried off from poor M. Chazote, whom she told to “ go and 
dance,” than she turned her instrument, and issued the word of 
command, “ To yojir places.” But the Duchess de Narbonne, 
who perhaps thought the princess was forgetting her dignity, ma- 
jestically crossed the room, and remonstrated with such firmness, 
that the excellent Princess surrendered her own amusement, and 
that which she was conferring. A spectator has assured me, 
that nothing* could be more picturesque and graceful, than 
Madame Adelaide, in her stiff gothic dress, playing so unusual a 
feminine instrument ; at a little distance, Madame Victoire, who 
could never laugh, even in the saloons of Versailles, was now 
cold, serious, and severely melancholy, appearing to look with a 
reproving eye on her sister; while the young Louise de Narbonne, 
the ornament of the court, as she would have been of Versailles, 
•and the two Countesses de VUhastellux, all three young, pretty, 
and dressed with the simplicity becoming their age, formed a 
striking contrast with the starched exiles of the old court 

M. Goubaud, the young Roman painter of the household of 
the Princesses, made an exquisite sketch of this little scene. 

Youth loves smartness, and is coquettish in males as well as 
females. This young M. Goubaud, w ho was in high favour both 
with Mesdames de France and Madame de Narbonne herself, 
who was never prodigal of her favour, was then a pretty boy of 
eighteen or twenty. One day he went out to attend one of those 
fairs or village fStes, whose aspect is always precious to a creative 
imagination, ready to seize all subjects presented by nature. How 
much more precious in Italy, where all is grace, all perfection, in 
contour and feature, and when setolFby the costume of the Nea* 
politan peasant! Every thing here is a subject for a painter; and 
what a subject ! — the sea and Vesuvius for the back-ground. 

Goubaud, while eyeing the pretty girls, paid no attention to' 
the most courteous, And running after the most timid, suddenly 
spied an immense* silk handkerchief, with a broad border of lively 
and glaring colours. The ffite, the peasant-girls> all disappear 
before the flattering idea, that that very night, or wi the morro# 
at farthest, h^ sbalf outshine thi whole household of Mesdames 
in this large and many-coloured cravat. He purchased it, and 



MKSDAMES BE FRANCE* 396 

returned to Caserte as enraptured with his bargain as if he had 
bought the Pope’s tiara, which, be it said eu passant , was not 
then at Rome. 

The next day was Sunday, and it was the custom of the house 
for the Princesses to pass to mass through the ranks of their 
assembled household, inclining their heads, speaking to the wo* 
men, smiling at the men, and, in spite of their perfect goodness,, 
the wearisome code of etiquette had followed them across the 
Alps, and carried its mortal poison to Caserte. Goubaud, decked 
like a bridegroom, and proud as a peacock, had placed himself 
opposite to an open window, where he might appear in all the 
plenitude of his beauty. The usher of the chambers opening the 
folding-c^oors, announced Madame Victoire and Madame Ade- 
laide. Madame Victoire, whosfe habitually cajm countenance 
seldom endured the fatigue of any pointed expression, on per* 
ceiving the young Roman appeared perfectly astonished. She 
paused a moment, seemed about to speak ; then, apparently un- 
willing to compromise her dignity, she recovered her composure, 
and passed on without noticing the confident and smiling salute 
of the good youth. He now waited Madame Adelaide, who was 
far more beloved than her sister; but she not only passed like 
Madame Victoire, without speaking to. the young painter, but 
darted on him an indignant glance which distressed him. The 
Duchess de Narbonne, who followed, fixed on Goubaud a piercing; 
look, which seemed to say ; “ What ! have you such audacity V 9 
The young artist mentally reviewed every act of his that could 
possibly have given offence, and finally comforted himself with 
the reflection that the displeasure of his patronesses was unde- 
served. • 

The return from mass was equally solemn, and the whole esta- 
blishment modelling their conduct after that of the Princesses* 
seemed to shun Goubaud as if he had just ftnported the yellow 
fever from Cadiz. 

The young artist, who had a grateful and susceptible heart, 
retired to his study, and gave himself up to melancholy reflec- 
tions ; scarcely had he entered, when a messenger from Madame 
de Narbonne brought him a very brief and precise order to quit 
Caserte that very day. 

His patience now deserted him, and anger for a moment super- 
seded grief; but his eyes falling on ^he magnificent view which 
unfolded before him all the magic images of beauty, surrounding 
a dwelling in which, welcomed as a friend, as a beloved child, he 
had passed the happiest days of his life, “ I should be mad,” 
thought be, “ to retire without inquiring the cause of my dia* 
grace,” and he immediately requested a parting dudienee of Ma* 
dame de Narbonne, who granted it on the instant ; but as hem? 
tered, panting for b;eath, u What ! ” cried she in a fury and 
without giving him time to speak, “ what! you have the bold- 
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ness, the impudence, to present yourself before me in your odious 
cravat?" * 

Goubaud was confounded. 

“ My cravat, Madame la Duchesse h . . 

“ Yes,^|^ your cravat. Is not exile a sufficient misfortune ? 
Must Adelaide and Victoire of France, the daughters of Louis 
XV. be persecuted in that exile, insulted even with the sight of 
a tricoloured flag ?” 

“ Ah! mon Dieu!” cried Goubaud, and the immense corners 
of his cravat striking his eyes, he snatched it from his neck and 
stood dismayed, as if ^really criminal ; the cravat was as perfect 
a tricolour as the flag which now waves over the Chateau of the 
Tuileries. The poor youth held in his hands the accusing wit- 
ness, and believed it had been placed there by some mischievous 
demon who had fascinated his eyes. 

Born and bred m Italy, and in retirement, he had never seen 
the tricoloured flag, nor even thought of it, but as associated 
with the misfortunes of those kind and beneficent Princesses for 
whom he would have laid down his life. 

He had iittle difficulty in explaining the innocence of his in- 
tentions to the good-natured Duchess, who undertook to plead 
his pardon with his benefactress. She soon returned from her 
compassionate mission to relieve the anxious expectant by an 
assurance of free pardon ; presenting him at the same time, from 
the royal ladies, a packet containing a dozen superb white cra- 
vats, and ordering for the altar of the chapel a painting of the 
» Assumption of the Virgin, , which the grateful artist commenced 
without the loss of an hour, and in a few days his study was 
again visited by the Princesses, “ to cement the pardon,” as 
Mademoiselle Adelaide expressed herself. 

This same Goubaud was afterwards cabinet painter to the 
Emperor Napoleon, and in 1813 \yas appointed painter to the 
King of Rome, and the children of France ; and he has recently 
finished a splendid picture of the captive Napoleon. If you would 
see a work, the result of a pencil under the guidance of thfe heart, 
go and see this portrait. Go and behold the hero in solitude, 
fearless of observation, weeping over his distant country, over 
his son whom he will never more see, over all his friends es- 
tranged; over so many miseries accumulated on one head, that 
hatred herself, seeking revenge, would have proved impotent, 
unequal to such superlative success. Go view him on that rock, 
beaten by the winds, his arms crossed over that breast, which 
encloses a heart still beating for France. Above him the atmo- 
sphere is desert ; the eagle is chased from it. On the ground, 
vipers are dividing the bleeding limbs of the eaglets. This pic- 
ture was in the last exhibition. 
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CHAPTER LXIV: 

, 

Malmaison — Its park — Bonaparte's project — Mademoiselle Julien — The moun- 
tain and the river — Interior of the chfiteau — Simplicity — Apartment of 
Mademoiselle Hortense — Mariner of life at Malmaison — Female breakfasts 
— The tent, love of air, and the fire in summer — Facility of Madame Bona- 
parte in granting her protection — Madame Savary and Madame Lannes — 
Madame dTIoudelot and M. de Cer6 — Unexpected favour, mission, delay, 
and disgrace — The memorial and the bill. 

m 

As Malmaison is now like a lady stripped of all her orna- 
ments, and even of her vestments, I shall endeavour to recal 
her to the memory of those who, like me, were or her acquaint- 
ance while she was still herself. . ; > > > 

The park was enchanting, notwithstanding its close proximity 
to the barren mountain on the left. The river, though running 
far below, imparted strength and luxuriance to its vegetation ; 
and nothing could be greener, more fresh, or umbrageous, than 
the field from which it was separated only by a ha-ha, and that 
part of the park itself which is bounded by the road. The 
extent of the park did not exceed a hundred acres ? and Bona- 
parte, on his return from Egypt, endeavoured to persuade 
Mademoiselle Julien, a rich *old maid of the village of Ruelle, 
as an act of good neighbourhood, to sell him, at her own price, 
an adjoining garden, or small park, by which addition Malmai- 
son would have been placed on so respectable a footing, that lie 
need no longer have blushed to compare it with the magnificent 
estate of his brother Joseph. The First Consul had a small 
private garden, separated only by a bridge from his private 
cabinet. It was here that he took the air, when labour rendered 
moderate exercise necessary to him ; for at that time, and for 
two years succeeding, he allowed himself no repose but what 
nature imperatively required. The bridge was covered in and 
arranged like a little tent; here his table was carried, and be 
would employ himself with state papers, saying* that he felt hife 
ideas become more elevated and expansive in the air, thap when 
seated beside a stove and shut out from communication with the 
sky. 

Yet he could not endure the smallest degree of cold ; had 



®98 NAPOLEON, ms COURT AND FAMILY. 

■fires lighted in July, and wondered that others did not suffer like 
himself from the first breath* of a north wind. 

Our life at Malmaison, at the time bf my marriage, resembled 
that usually led when much company (is assembled together at a 
ch^teap^fethe country. Our apartments consisted of a chamber, 
a boudw^and a room for the chambermaid, all very simply 
furnished". That occupied by Mademoiselle Hortqnse differed 
from the others only by a folding-door; and this apartment was 
not assigned her till after her marriage. All opened on a long 
and very narrow paved corridor, looking to the court. 

We chose our own hour of rising ; and till breakfast our time 
was at our own disposal. At eleven, the ladies all met for 
breakfast in a small low saloon of the right wing, opening to the 
court; but, as in Paris, gentlemen were never admitted to the 
party, unless, occasionally, Joseph, Louis, or one of the family, 
breakfast was followed by conversation, or the reading of the 
journals; and some one always arrived from Paris to have aw 
audience ; for already Madame Bonaparte gave audiences, con- 
trary to the express orders of the First Consul ; and patronised 
petitions, though his anger at her interference had already caused 
her abundance of tears : but when a beautiful pearl necklace, or 
bracelet of rubicS was qffered, through the hands of Bourrienne, 
or of any other friend, the elegance of a present so wholly un- 
connected with the matters in hand, suppressed all curious 
speculations into the nature of the mine which produced it. 

The First Consul was never visible till dinner-time. At five 
or six in the morning he descended to his cabinet, and was there 
occupied with Bourrienne, or with the ministers, generals, and 
counsellors of state* till the dinner-hour of six, when the party 
was generally joined by some invited guests. All the suite of 
the First Consul were at this time enlarging his household by 
marriage ; Colonel Savary had just married a relation of Madame 
Bonaparte, an unhoped-for happiness to a man whose life knew 
no other impulse than the desire of advancement ; his wife was 
pretty, but had bad teeth. 

Madame Lannes was really handsome, and in high favour at 
Malmaison, of which she was every way worthy ; gentle, uncon- 
scious of envy, and never sacrificing to a jest the peace or repu- 
tation of another. In person, she might have formed a model 
for the most beautiful Madonnas of Raphael or Correggio ; such 
was the symmetry of her features, the calmness of her coun- 
tenance, the serenity of her smile. I first saw her at a ball, 
where she scarcely danced, although her figure was light and 
elegant. In the dignified station to which fate exalted her, after 
iHeaeath of hdr husband, the Duches^ de Montebello’s conduct 
was* perfectly irreproachable; and sle Was ever ready to oblige 
or serve others as far as was consistent with the severity of the 
Emperor, who would inevitably have discouraged and opposed 
any affair ^recommended by a woman, and with the apathy of 
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the Empress, who,on Quitting her early home, had no^its 
assuredly the Archduke Charles would have advised her, 
.created for herself a bow one. But to return to Josephine 
and her morning audiences. This was the only time that the 
surveillance of the First? Consul left her at liberty,^p be then 
committed the duty to Bourrienne, who tells us u h^ould have 
deemed it disgraceful*to act as a spy on the wife of lis friend,” 
and therefore contented himself with concealing from the First 
Consul such acquisitions of jewellery, etc*, as made no claim on 
the public finances. I must, however, do Madame Bonaparte 
the justice to say, that she saw nothing of all these intrigues, 
but confined herself to writing a few lines to Berthier, who had 
much more consideration for her than any of the other ministers ; 
so little interest indeed had sjie with them, that importunity 
alone could not give any weight to her requests : the influence 
of Mademoiselle Hortense, had she exerted >t, would have been 
far more effective. 

But if Madame Bonaparte's credit with the authorities was at 
aJow ebb, her reputation for it was also impugned by her own 
proceedings : for example ; amongst her most attached friends, 
was Madame Houdetot, and her interposition was for once suc- 
cessful in recommending that lady's brother, Afonsieur de Cere, 
to the First Consul's favour, in which Sense, good manners, and 
a pleasing address, rapidly advanced him. He was becoming 
a familiar on the establishment, when he was sent on a mission, 
and a certain day fixed for his return, after which he was to 
receive the appointment of aide-de-camp. But alas ! youth is 
heedless, and M. de Cere exceeded fiis appointment by a whole 
fortnight. Napoleon, doubly incensed by the neglect of his 
orders, and by his own error of judgment, a circumstance not 
very common, would listen to no solicitations for pardon, and 
peremptorily prohibited the young man's reappearance before 
him ; while Madame Bonapjfrte observed that “a volcanic head, 
leading into follies for want of reflection, should not be associated 
with the indolence of a creole." 

After many months had elapsed, determined on a new effort 
to recover his lost ground, he solicited through the medium of ' 
his sister, and of Savary, who was also his friend, an audience 
of Madame Bonaparte, and to his great joy was desired to 
repair on the morrow to Malmaison, furnished with a very clear 
and # explicit memorial, which Josephine promised to forward. 
Arriving at the chateau, he found Madame, as usual, gracious 
and enchanting : she told him that the First Consul, already 
predisposed by her, would easily overlook an irregularity whicn 
M. de C6r6 promised to obliterate by future good conduc%hnd 
concluded by receiving hit memorial, and recommending him, to 
come himself in a few days for the answer. 

The poor young man, intoxicated with the success of his 
overtures* failed not to demand by anticipation the congia^ija* 
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tions of his friends j but not yet taught reflection, he discovered, 
before retiring to rest, that the memorial was still in his pocket, 
and he had left as its substitute in the hands of his patroness 
a long bill from his tailor. In despair at an incident which 
threatenejl^annihilation to all his new-raised hopes, he passed a 
sleepless bight, and early in the morning was again on the road 
to Malmaison, determined, as his last chance, to explain the 
whole affair to Madame Bonaparte. * His consternation may be 
imagined, when, advancing with outstretched hand to meet him, 
she anticipated his explanation with, 

"How happy lam! I have delivered your memorial to the 
first Consul, and we' read it together; it was admirably drawn 
up, ” added she, with an approving smile, "and made a great 
impression upon him. He told me Berthier should report it, 
and within a fortnight all will be settled. I assure you, my dear, 
this success, for Pconsider the affair as concluded, made me the 
whole of yesterday the happiest woman in the world.” 

If the actual memorial had not been at that moment in his 
pocket, h^k would have persuaded himself it was really in the 
hands of tne First Consul, and that his unhappy carelessness 
was all a dream. 

From this instance it may be inferred that Madame Bona- 
parte, though perfectly'good-natured, and with the utmost dis- 
position to oblige, could not be entirely depended upon in the 
management of any affair. She was desirous to confer a favour, 
but this desire yielded to the smallest apprehension of the First 
Consul’s disple^if^ V ' V 

Bonaparte w as v$ry partial to Malmaison, and insisted on all 
the visiters bemgjeMirely at their ease : it was always he who 
opposed the z^stratints of etiquette, which already Madame 
Bonaparte liked, and would fain have introduced, although as 
burdensome to herself as others. 


CHAPTER LXV. 

The Wednesdays at Malmaison — The stage company at Malmaison — Bonaparte 
treated like a boy — Dinners in the park — Party at Barriers, and the First 
Consul without h$ coat— Fright of Madame Bonaparte — Rapp, Eugene, and 
the veteran soldier recognised by the First Consul — Voluntary engagement — 
Curious and touching scene— Panic terror at Malmaison — The inhabitants in 
dishabille. 

Eveby Wednesday ihere was a grand dinner at Malmaison, 
the Second Consul was'&lways of the party, with the Ministers, 
theCounsellors of State, some particularly" esteemed generals, 
an4 a fewladies of unspotted reputation; for Napoleon was then 
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Tigorous in the choice of Madiihe Bonaparte's society. 
acted plays in the evening, and the part of the Abigails fell fa 
my lot. Madame Savaryjwas also of our company ; Junot was 
our best actor, and Boumenne, Eugene Beaunarnais, and Lau- 
riston, had talent It Was no trifle to play before A only an 
audience of three hundred persons, but the First Consul in par- 
ticular ; for my part I should have preferred doubling the 
number, could he have been by that means excluded. It was 
singular enough, that I, certainly the most free with him of the 
whole establishment, and the most ready to answer his plea- 
santries; I, in short, who already gave indjcations of the woman 
who, according to his own confession at St. Helena, treated him 
as a boj (en petit gar f on), the day that he addressed to my 
ears words to which it did not become me to listen; I could not 
endure his criticisms, just or unjust, on my performance, how- 
ever convinced that he was mistaken, and that I best understood 
my own business with the assistance of Dugazon, my prompter. 

The dinner-hour, as I have before said, was six; and when 
the weather was fine the First Consul ordered thelfrble to be 
laid in the park on the left of the lawn ; the dinner was soon 
despatched, and he found it wearisomely protracted, if we sat 
more than half an hour. . 

When he was in good humour, the weather fine, and he had a 
few minutes’ leisure from the labour which at that time was 
killing him, he would play at barriers with us. He cheated us 
at reversis ,* would throw us down, or come upon us without 
crying barre ! but these tricks werej»onl y;“j^^ b;lated to raise a 
laugh. His coat was on such fede, and he ran 

like a hare, or rather like the gazel^^ilS^iM^d feed with 
a boxful of tobacco, and tell her to VuA and the tor- 
menting animal tore our clothes, and legs. 

One fine day after dinner^ he exelapl^; “ Let us play at 
barriers!” Off went his coat, and the ligfet moment the con- 
queror of the world was racing like a schoolboy. The park at 
Malmaison was not then complete as it now is, although 
the most shameful Vandalism has spared no efforts to extin- 
guish the remembrances attached even to a few herbs. Fools ! 
to imagine their power could destroy such a dwelling of its all- 
powerful magic. It was separated only by a ha-ha from air 
open field, afterwards purchased for a plantation, and the 
curious could observe from this field all that passed in the park. 
Madame Bonaparte had been leaning with Madame Lavalette, 
on the iron railing which overlooked tne^ ha-ha, when advance 
a few steps, they were alarmed by the sight of two men, of xom 
manners, shabby dress, and very suspicious appearances w! 
were eyeing the First Consul, and whispering one another. 

*' « 

* A game of card# still in ?ogi*e with die Dowager# of 
Germain. 

Madams Josot—vol. i. 2 w 
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bad ceased playihg,and at this moment approached Madams 
Bonaparte, who took my arm, and sent Maaame Lavaletie to 
seek her husband or Eugene, but charged her to be careful that 
the First Consul did not discover her <eiyand, for he detested aB 
precautions. She met Rapp, who required no stimulating wham 
but the shadow of danger threatened , his general; in a 8m 
seconds he was beside the men, and, attacking them somewhat 
roughly, demanded their reason for standing there frightening 
ladies, and threatened them with arrest : they stoutly defended 
their right to look at their general, who, they were certain 
would not drive them away ; and appealed to Eugene, who 
coming up at that moment to see what was the matter, recognised 
one of the intruders for an old chasseur of his regiment. The 
veteran explained in his humorCusand military phrase, that the 
loss of his arm Jmving disabled him for further service, his 
brother wished to be accepted as his substitute ; and to arrange 
this affair they were come in search of their commander, when 
the sight of the First Consul at full play had arrested their 
Steps; aid having finished this explanation, they turned 
away. * 

Bonaparte, with his eyes which saw without looking, and his 
ears which heard without listening, had from the first word been 
in possession of a key to the whole scene : he remembered the 
old quartermaster of his chasseurs, who, at Montebello, or 
Marengo, had lost an arm while defending the life of a wounded 
officer. The First Consul had himself caused him to be carried 
off the field, and as the veteran had since been presented to him 
on a parade, he recalled his features. “ Oh ! oh P said be, 
u there are the Invalids in retreat. Good day, my boy ! 
Well! you are come to see me then? Come! face about; 
march once more at the command of your General ; conduct 
him, Eugene.” * , 

And passing his ann round Josephine's waist he led her to 
the entrance of the chateau, where we met the two brother^ 
Eugene, and Rapp. The old chasseur presented bis brother to 
the First Consul, reminding him at the same time, that no legal 
obligations demanded h& services . — a It is a voluntary engage* 
meat, my General,” said mb, u and you are his recruiting-captain.^ 

“ Since I am the recruiting-captain,” said the First Consul^ 
t( the recruit must drink my health and that of the Republic; 
Eugene, take charge of your soldier, my boy; you will pledge 
him in my name.” 

The old chasseur watched the departing steps of his GenerttJ* 
and when they disappeared from his sight, burst into tears. 

u W a little more selficommandj^ 

said Eugene; (f why, the deuce, you are like a woman!- 

Ah! talking ;of wom£n, a pretty mess I have made!” said 
the maimed veteran ; **whyy I have spoken to fee (SSMmle 
Comule, as if I were speaking to Nanny and Peggy. And yet 
she seems all goodness, yonder brave Citoyenne. 






Whenever the First Consul played at harriers, we all walked, 
and both cards and chess were superseded. This evening, there- 
fore, he retired to his cabinet, and we saw no more of him. 
Madame Bonaparte had jbeen so frightened by the sight of the 
men, that nothing could rally her spirits. Eugene, JBessiferes, 
and Junot, were all returned to Paris, and no one remaining to 
hearten her* we spent the evening in enumerating and recounting 
all the attempts made within the last year against the life of the 
First Consul. 

His wife loved him; the influence of gratitude, on a good 
heart, had bound her to him ; she cried, and embracing me, 
said, “ The figure of this man has made sbch a terrible impres- 
sion on me, that I am certain I shall not sleep to-night. And 
Bonaparte, if he hears me complain, he is angry. He never has 
any thing to fear, according to his own account.” 

We all retired to our chambers with tha# susceptibility of 
nerve that pervades a party of children who have been listening 
to ghost-stories ; and midnight had not struck before the whole 
chateau, buried in sleep, might have resembled that <of Beauty 
in the Sleeping wood, if the moonbeams had not be^ occasion- 
ally seen to glimmer on the arms of those faithful guards, those 
chasseurs cL coeval, who silently paraded the park, watching over 
the safety of him who was the safety of all. Suddenly, a report 
of fire-arms was heard from the ditch of the ch&teau, and in- 
stantly, before we could recover our respiration, suspended by 
fear, every one was on foot. The First Consul was already in 
the corridor, in his dressing-gown, holding* a taper, and crying 
with his powerful and sonorous voice, “ Do not be frightened ; 
there is nothing the matter.” . v 

He was as calm as if his sleep had not been disturbed : this I 
can answer for, because, by a singularity inexplicable to myself, 
my whole attention was occupied in examining his countenance ; 
he was tranquil without indifference, but he was evidently a 
thousand cubits abo ve the apprehension of any common danger. 
His destiny was not fulfilled, and he knew it. 

The alarm arose from the carbine of one of the chasseurs 
having gone off in consequence of his horse stumbling on a 
mole-hill. . 3 

When the First Consul heard the report of his aide-de-camp 
he laughed, and called through a little door at the foot of the 
grand staircase, 

“Josephine, dry your eyes ; a mole has done all the mischief: 
no great wonder, for it is an ugly animal* As for the chasseur, 
two days? arrest, to teach him and his horse not to pass again 
over my lawn. As I suppose he has had a fine fright himself, 
his punishment shall not last longer. Good night, ladies ; go 1 to 
bed again, and sleep well” In passing by my door, he acl|#d, 
Felice aotfce, Signora Loulou, $q\& ripoam” — ^ Felicissnagm 
, . jpeso^Bigiror , '# 
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CHAPTER LXVI. 

* 

Influence of the weather on the First Consul— The lord of the chateau — Im- 
perious requisitions of the First Conr ul — The ravine and the calash — Useless 
tears of Madame Bonaparte — Concession of the First Consul in my favour— 
Bonaparte’s ill-humour and irascibility — Madame Bonaparte’s journey to 
Plomt )ibres — Madame Louis Bonaparte replacing her mother at Malmaison — 
Madame Bessibres — Reversis and the hearts — The fish — The little Bibvre — 
The court and the cage — The First Consul reading his despatches in iny 
chamber — Five o’clock in the morning — Admirable maxims on the duties of 
a chief magistrate — Seeing every thing with one’s own eyes, and the petition 
of a widow — Pretty writing and declaration — Amorous assignations turned 
over to the Minister of Police — Six in the morning — Visit of the next day — 
A gazette — Mademoiselle Abel and the Prince of Wirtemburg — The Arch- 
duke Charles— A compliment from Bonaparte — Breakfast at Butard — Night 
of distress — Carrying off the key and the door double-locked — New visit of 
the First Consul — The master-key — Embarrassing situation and cruel per- 
plexity — Arrival of Junot at Malmaison — Monge, and the First Consul’s 
gaiety — The game of chess with Bonaparte — Junot’s mistaken suspicion — 
Indescribable situation — Junot asleep, and the First Consul at my door — 
Incredible scene — Bonaparte and myself in a calash — The lie given in form, 
and without any consequences — Explanation — My mother’s letter shown to 
the First Consul — End of a painful scene, and my departure for Paris — 
Return of Madame Bonaparte, and visit to Malmaison — The anniversary and 
singular memory of the First Consul. 

Air and exercise were necessary to Napoleon’s existence, and 
the privation of them, from rain or any other cause, chafed his 
temper, and made him not only disagreeable but really ill, so 
that his humour at dinner was a pretty good index to the state of 
the weather, Alas ! I can but too easily perceive that he^sank 
under the double misery of a scorching sun and a compulsory 
seclusion. The quintessence of barbarity was exhausted in the 
conduct of that monster in human shape delegated by Eng- 
land to St. Helena. 

The First Consul was soon tired of retracing his own steps 
through the park at Malmaison, which was not sufficiently ex- 
tensive to admit of bis riding as he might have done at Morfon- 
taine ; and he often regretted not having an equally fine estate. 
Mademoiselle Julien decidedly refusing to sell, he sought else- 
where the means of eniaiging his park ; and entertained at one 
time the singul^rnotiowof purchasing the Island Channdrrier, 
which is vety - fponisiderable, weU planted, containing fine lawns, 
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and situate in the middle of the Seine. When Josephine 
pointed out the impracticability of his scheme, he replied, 

“ At Morfontaine , the fckes are on the other side of the road : 
a subterranean passage n^ay easily be made, and by buying all 
the tract between the road and the river, and planting it as an 
English garden, it seeing to me that it might be done.” 

M. de CJiannorrier, however, refused to sell his island, and 
Napoleon purchased the woods of Butard, which made a delight- 
ful addition to his park ; and so enchanted w r as h$ with his new 
acquisition, that on the second or third day afterwards he in- 
sisted on taking us all there, that Madame Bonaparte might 
inspect the pavilion, which he was disposed to make a rendezvous 
for the chase. Josephine was suffering under one of those 
dreadfuf headaches which so often tortured her, poor woman ! 
and for which there was no other remedy than sleep. 

“ Come, come ! go with us,” said the First Consul, “ the air 
will do you good. It is the sovereign remedy for all pains.” 

Madame Bonaparte dared no longer refuse ; she sent for a 
hat and shawl ; and she, Madame Lavalette, and I, mounted an 
open carriage. Napoleon preceded us, with Bouwrienne ; the 
aide-de-camp on duty had not been summoned for this excursion, 
with which the First Consul was as much delighted as a boy 
enjoying a holiday. He was on horseback, and sometimes gal- 
loped before us, then came back and took his wife's hand ; as a 
child running before its mother returns to embrace her add then 
renews its race. 

No words can describe the terrors pf Madame Bonaparte in a 
carriage, and it is as difficult to express my own impatience, 
when I see a want of compassion for such weaknesses ; they 
are troublesome, it is true, but are fruits of education, and no 
fault on the part of their victims, on whom they inflict a sort of 
martyrdom. Napoleon wa3 not of my mind # ; he had no pity for 
his wife, and made her no concession. 

As this was the first time of our going to Butard, the postilion 
did not know his way, and the road we followed brought us to a 
rivulet with banks so steep as to render the passage difficult for 
a carriage. The moment Madame Bonaparte descried this pre- 
cipice as she called it, she forbade him to proceed a step for- 
warder. The pricker, knowing her fears, answered, when inter- 
rogated, that the passage might really be dangerous. 

“ See there !” cried she, “ I will not go to Butard this way. 
Go and tell the First Consul that I am returning to the chateau, 
unless he knows some other road and ordering the postilion to 
turn his horses, we retraced our way, but had not driven many 
yards before the First Consul rejoined us. 

“ What is the matter ? said he, with that expression of coun- 
tenance peculiar to himself when any thing displeased him ; “ what 
is this new caprice about? Return from wnence you came/* added 
he, slightly touching the shoulders of the postilion with his 
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hunting- wJiip ; and, setting spurs to his horse, he galloped off 
again ; we found him beside the fatal rivulet, examining its pretty 
hjghbanks, but as he had just crossed/it on horseback, every one 
dixie must pass it too. 

>- This little scene was the model of* many I have since wife* 
nessed. 

“ Game/* said Napoleon to the little lad who drgve the car- 
riage, “ a good plunge, then draw m the reins, and you axe 
wer.” . 

Madame Bonaparte uttered a piercing shriek, to which the 
forest re-echoed. “ You shall never keep me in the carriage* 
Let me out ! — Bonaphrte ! — I entreat you in mercy ! — Let me 
out!” Weeping, and clasping her hands, she was truly -an ob- 
ject of pity. Napoleon looked s.t her, but far from relenting, ho 
shrugged his shoulders, and roughly commanded her to be silent. 
u It is absolute childishness; you shall pass, and in the carriage* 
Come, did you hear me V 9 said he, swearing to the*postilion. 

I saw it was time to interfere for myself, not without hope 
that the diversion might convince him of his error, I was preg- 
nant, and unwilling to trust the life of my infant to the chances 
<>£ this passage, 

u General l” t said I to the Consul, beckoning the pricker to 
come and open the door for me, “ I am responsible for another 
life ; I cannot stay here. The shock will be violent, and may 
not onlkinjure but kill me,” said I, smiling ; u and you do not 
wish that, do you, General V 9 

, u l” cried he, “ do you^lie smallest harm ! You ! Alight, you 
are in the right, a jolt might do you much harm." And ap- 
proaching the carriage, he himself assisted me to descend, 
for he had dismounted from his horse at the commencement of 
thescene. Encouraged by the kind and more than benevolent 
expression of his countenance, I ventured, perhaps ridiculously 
enough, to say, as he supported me to alight, 

u And a jolt may be very injurious to Madame Bonaparte, 
General, for if she were as I am — ” 

The First Consul looked at me with au air so amusingly 
stupified, that, instead of jumping down, I stood on the footstep, 
laughing, like a young fool as 1 was ; and all at once he re- 
sponded my laugh in a tone so shrill and clear, that it made us 
start. At length I jumped down, and Napoleon, who had in- 
stantly resumed his former gravity, reproved me for the impru- 
dence of such an exertion. Then, as if fearful be had not been 
bitter enough in testifying his discontent towards his; wife, 
u Put up the footstep and let the carriage proceed/' said be* 
with a tone which admitted of no reply. Madame Bonaparte 
was so pale, and suffered^ so acutely, that 1 could not avoid say- 
ing4o Napoleon, . 

“General, you appear cruel, and yet you ate not so. Madame 
Jkmaparte is ill, she is in a feVer : I oonjpre yon, suffer her to 
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d%hU” He Jooked bnme with >m expreoiion whick maie m^r 
WiKMi curdle— • 1 ' * r * 

u MadameJunot, I ne^er loved remonstrances/even when a 
child; ask la 'Signora Liqtitia and Madame Permon, a^ 
aider whether I am likely to be tamed since.” Then perceiving 
that his words, and still more his look and tone, almost fright* 
ened me, he added, “ Well, come, let me help you over ikm 
formidable stream, this frightful precipice” 

When we had crossed, Napoleon saw that the carriage did 
not stir, for Josephine, crying^s if her execution was preparing* 
entreated the postilion to stay another minute* as a condemned 
Criminal would beg a reprieve. 

“ Very well, sir,” said the First Consul, u do you choose id 
obey my* orders V 9 

And this time it was not lightly that he applied a stroke Of 
his whip to the postilion’s back, who instantly whipping both 
his horses made them take the plunge, and the carriage crossed 
the rivulet, but with such difficulty that one of the springs was 
broken, and a pin loosened. Madame Bonaparte was still worm 
used ; her whole frame was disordered with pain, feaF, and rage, 
and conscious that such passions give an interesting expression 
only to young faces, she wrapped herself in a large muslin veil, 
and we were sensible only of her sobs till our arrival at Butard; 
when her husband, incensed at finding her still in tears, palled 
her almost brutally out of the carriage, and dragging to 
short distance in the wood, we could hear him scolding the more 
angrily as he had set out prepared fqf a joyous excursion/ It 
would appear that Josephine had other reproaches to make him 
than concerned the passage of the rivulet; for I heard Napoleon 
answer her, 

u You are a simpleton, and if you repeat such a word, I shall 
say a wicked simpleton, because you do not think what you are 
saying. And you know that*I have a mortal antipathy to dll 
these j ealousies that have not common sense in them. You will 
end by putting it into my head. Come ! embrace me and bold 
your tongue ; you are ugly when you cry : I have told you so 


Our return was melancholy, in spite of the reconciliation 
Madame Bonaparte let fall a few honied words upon my special 
favour, in being permitted to quit the carriage. 

This leads me naturally to a circumstance which occurred the 
followings year, and the remembrance of Which has served me as 
an explanatory index to many mysteries which must otherwise 
have been as incomprehensible as the Egyptian hieroglyphics* r 
Madame Bonaparte was gone to Plombiferes without hear 
daughter, who remained behind to do the honours, 
ourstav atMalmaison. The plays were acted every Wedate«f| 
to had hunting-part'ea, and the evenings weve spent m feegora 

S chatting. Madame touts Bonaparte,’ who wa* ju«tmart*% 
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was themost engaging of bri4ee &B ifte bad beep of^gyris, and 
Madame ifefc^i&res fofriiied a very agreeable addition to out 
selecyt ^j^iety ; she was gentla and witty, $ensible sintt goodL 
Wever aid 1 see the First Consul so agreeable as during that 
fortnight; he was amiable, constantly good-humoured and 
joyous, amused himself with making rpe recite Italian verses, 
gad then weplayed at reyersis, at which we laughed incessantly. 
' The First Consul was sure to have dll the hearts in his tricks, 
and |^hen anyone tried to force Quinola, not a single heart could 
be found in tne other three hands* so that he carried off all the 
stakes, crying 

“ I have all thb ffsh ! — all the fish ! Who will buy all the 
fish in the house Y 9 

At other times he played cherts, and as he was not expert at the 
game, he had recourse to stratagem as at reversis. The game 
could never be finished because there were always found two 
bishops commanding either the white or the black squares. He 
was the first to laugh at these contrivances, but was annoyed if 
they were too seriously noticed ; and as he never played for 
money, they were a subject of joke rather than for resentment* 
Thus we led a merry life, and the summer slipped pleasantly 
away ; yet some of us fished to return home. I was particularly 
desirous at once to try the effect of a lady of the chateau, aged 
seventeen, and to see my husband^ recent ^gift to me, the pro- 
duce of his wedding portion from the First Consul ; this was the 
estate of the little Bievre. I wished also to visit my mother and 
friends, whom I had noj seen for some months ; but we were 
obliged to surrender our projects ; we had not even the pos* 
sibikfcy of going to Ruelle, for our carriages and horses were at 
Paris ; we saw our husbands, to be sure, every day, and might 
have returned with them, for it must not be supposed that we were 
prisoners ; yet the Consular court was already a cage, the bars 
of which were indeed veiled with ^flowers, nevertheless it was a 
cage. Eventually, the flowers became more scarce, but the bars 
were gilt. 

One morning I was in a profound sleep, when suddenly I was 
awoke by a slight noise near me, and perceived the First 
Consul beside my bed ; thinking myself in a dream, I rubbed 
my eyes, which produced a laugh from him. 

“ It is really I,” said he ; “ why so astonished ?” 

One minute had sufficed to wake me entirely, and by way of 
answer, I extended my hand smiling towards the open window, 
which the extreme heat had obliged me to leave open. The 
sky was still of th$t deep-blue which succeeds the first hour of 
dawn. The sbmbre green of the trees showed that the sun was 
scarcely risen* *1 looked at my watch, and found it was not yet 
five o*ek>6k. 

■^RedUy;!” said he| when I showed it to him, u no later than 
that? so |aasii!lhe belter* we are going to chat,” and taking an 



», viU^ m, 

f * 

a Jwi>|koe(J &**t of .mjr;^wJ # seated , himself, 

c|oe?«cihip v W^ and established himself there akh© used to #©* 
five yfsfrs earlier in nay^jthe^s €&sfecjftur deia 

Tranquillity. He held m ftis hfmd a miek packet orfp^s, 4 jm 
which was written in large characters, “ For the First Consul, 
for himself ; for him alone, personally it 9 in short, every form pf 
secrecy and security w&s adopted, and successfully, for the l%»t 
Consul reserved for himself alone the lette^h subscribed 
with those words ; and when I J;old him that such an em- 
ployment must be troublesome to him, and he should refer 
it to some confidential person, he answered me, u By and by, 
perhaps; at present it is impossible. I*muft answer all. At 
the commencement of the return of order 1 muft not be ignorant 
of any want, any complaint.” Jhese art his own words. 

* But/’ said X, pointing to a large letter, which by its bad 
writing, and the awkward position of the seal, showed that its 
author was not much accustomed to epistolary labours, " this 
letter probably contains only a request which might have beEn 
made through the intervention of a secretary ?" Napoleon 
opened the letter, and read from one end to the other, three long 
pages, filled with very indifferent writing. When he had finished 
he said to me : “ Well, this letter itself proves that I do right in 
seeing with my own eyes. Here, read M,” 

It was from a woman whose son had been killed in Egypt* 
She was the widow of a soldier who died in the service, and 
having no means of subsistence, she had written, she said, more 
than ten letters to the Minister of Wqr, the First Consul and his 
Secretary, and had received no answer. 

“ You see it is necessary I should myself see all that is espe- 
dally recommended to my attention?” And he rose to fetch 
a pen from a table, made a sort of mark, piobably agreed upon 
between Bourrienne and himself, and agaiq sat down as ifm 
his cabinet . — “ Ah ! here is a»trap,” said he, taking off one, two, 
three , four envelopes, each highly scented with essence of roses, 
and inscribed in a pretty handwriting, with the talismanic words, 
for the JFirst Consul only . He came at length to the last En- 
velope, and a laugh soon burst from him, of which I, who knew 
the rareness of such hilarity, expected no common explanation* 

“ It is a declaration,” said he, " not of war, but of love. It 
is a beautiful lady, who has loved me, she says, from the day 
she beheld me present the treaty of Campo Formio to the Direc- 
tory. Apd if I wish to see her, I have only to give orders to the 
sentinel at the iron gate, on the side of Bougival, to let a woman 
pass dressed in white, and giving the word Napoleon ! and tktat 
(looking at the date), faith! this very evening. 5 * 

Mon Dieu!* 9 cried I, you will not be so imprudent V 9 tte 
looked attentively at me ; then said, “ What is it to you if I do 7 
What harm can it do me V 9 

u What is it to me 1 What harm can it do you ! Realjy, 
Majdamb Junot— you x. 2 o 
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General, those am strange questions; May qb £ this woman be 
bribed by yoor enemies? The snare yon will say is too palpable* 
For all that it may be perilous ; andy^ni ask me What d§e$ your 
impudente signify to met” ’/ ■ 

Napoleon looked at ldeagain, and then began to laugh : ** | 
$aid it in joke ; do you think jgge so simple, so stupid, as to 
nibble at such a bait? I am receiving Such letters every day, 
with mgetinfs appointed sometimes at*the Tuileries, sometimes 
at the Luxembourg, but the only answer I make to such worthy 
missives is that which they deserve and stepping again to- 
wards the tablets wrote a few words, referring it to the 
Minister of FolicS * 

w “ The deuce, there is six o’clock !” he exclaimed, hearing a 
timepiece strike, and approaching the bed, he collected his 
papers, pinched my foot through the bedclothes, and smiling 
with the graciom*ness w hich sometimes brightened his counte- 
nance, he -Went away singing, with that squalling voice, so 
strongly contrasted with the fine sonorous accent of his 
speech — 

u Noq, iion, z'il cst impossible 
’ D’avoir uri plus aimable enfant. 

Un plus aimable \ Ah ! si vraiment,” etc.* - 

Jt was his faYourite air. Madame Dugazon, in the character 
of Camilla, must have made a great impression on him, for this 
was the only song he repeated ; but, from the first day of 
singing it, he said z il est impossible (the z being superfluous), 
^jwnot, who heard him say it at Toulon, could never cure him of 

* the habit ; lie never sang this song, however/ unless in excellent 
humour. I thought no more of this visit ; and neither I nor my 
waiting-maid took any notice of the quantity of envelopes he 
bad left on the ground. 

About nine in the evening the First Consul drew near me, 
and whispered, a I am going to the Bougival Gate/’ — “ I do 
not believe a word of it/’ said I, in the same tone . — u You 
know too well the irreparable loss to France should any evil 
befal you. If you say another such word I will tell Madame 
Hortense, or J unot.” 

“ YoiCare a little simpleton/' said he, pinching my ear; then 
threatening me with Ins finger: “ If you think of telling one 
Word of what I have said to you, I shall not only be displeased 
but pained/’ The last consideration would suffice, General/’ 
« — He gazed at me : “ The mother’s head, the mother’s head, 
.absolutely I” — I made no answer; and, perceiving that I kept 
silence, after waiting some minutes, he passed to the billiard- 
room. 

* ** Ne/tto, it is impossible 
. ;/To have a mcne amiable child, 

* A wore amwfbie 2 Ab ! if truly/’ Sec. 



rn& T ri&ce bt ' wmTSMiateRG, 411 

The following;, morning I wis awakened in surprise 
Hht same knock at my maid's chamber-door, and the First Con# 
an! entered, as before, with a packet of letters and papers in hig 
hand. He again begged «my pardon for waking me tinrle-hpars 
too early, but added, 

“ Why do you sleep # with ydlr window open ? It is fatal 
women who, like you, have teeth of pearl. You must not rislc'- 
the loss of your teeth ; {hey resemble your mother’s, ind am 
real little pearls/’ And he began to read the journals, making 
marks unaer Several lines with his nails. He sometimes shrug- 
ged his shoulders, and muttered a few word|| which I did not 
hear. He was reading, I think, a foreign gazette, written in 
French ^ from a question he put to me, I think his subject was 
the Prince of Wirtemberg, eldest son of the Duke and now King 
of Wirtemberg. This young Fringe had be^n found in Paris, 
almost in disguise, with a young lady of good birth, whom he 
had not run away with, but seduced. The Duke, it appears, 
was not easily gained, and Mademoiselle Abel could not obtain 
the only reparation which can be offered to a credulous girl* 
Junot had been concerned in finding the young people. Having 
no interest in the story, I had but a confused knowledge of it, 
but what I heard was not to the credit of the^ young Prince. 
His countrymen, it appears, did not judgo more favourably, for 
the article was vehement. 

“ Have you seen this young lady ?” asked the First Consul. 

I replied in the negative. — “ Ah ! I remember, when I wished 
Junot to take her home, that you might take charge of her, he. 
leaped several feet high. And the young Duke V* said he. I 
had not seen him either, or did not remember to have met 
him, and was quite unacquainted with his person. w He is 
one of those young fools, who think themselves privileged in 
all things because they are Princes ,” said* the First Consul; 
“he has behaved ill in tins affair, and the father of the 
girl, being known as a diplomatist, should have insisted more 
strongly on the reparation.” Then striking the journal with the * 
back of his hand : “ Here is a man who wilfneve’r incur a syllable 
of reproach! the Archduke Charles. That man has a soul of 
the heroic ages, a heart of the golden times. He is & virtuous 
inan ; and that word includes everything, when spoken of a Prince. 

Napoleon had certainly at this period ideas of sovereign ambi- 
tion, at least I thought so ; but I also believe that the fire which 
still at intervals sparkled from his soul in a republican idea was 
teal : it was a dwindling fl tftie, but would certainly have* still 
burned on, if the members of the state had themselves defend# 
the liberty of the Republic. • ; 

After running through some journals and letters, the First 
Consul again pinched my foot through the bedclothes, and de- 
scended to his cabinet, muttering a few false notes. I called my 
waiting-woman, who had not been long in my service, and with- 
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out explanation prohibited her ever opening the door to any one 
who tnight knock so early in tbe ibornin^^-^l But, Madam, if 
it be the First Consul V* — u I will notfbe awakened so early by 
the First Consul, or any one else. Da as I bid you 

The day resembled others, except that in the evening we took 
an airing towards Butard. As we passed near the spot which 
had^so' alarmed Madame Bonatparte, the First Consul praised 
my courage. 

u 'Nay/' said I , u I think I was rather cowardly to alight."— 
€i That was a precaution for your situation, and dofes you credit ; 
I saw, nevertheless, that you had no fear." 

^Perhaps it never happened to Napoleon to pay so long a com- 
pliment twice in his life, and it so surprised me that I cpuld not 
answer ; but it reached other ears than mine, and the smprise 
was not for me alone . — € ‘ I should like to give you a breakfast 
here the day after 'to-morrow," said the First Consul, when we 
were in the Pavilion ; “ we will have a little hunting before 
and after; it will do me good, and amuse us all. The day 
after to-morrow, Tuesday, I give you all the rendezvous, here, 
at ten," 

Entering my apartment, I gave my orders to the waiting- 
maid, and w T ent to bed much w earied, without knowing why. 
I was low ; I wished to see my friends ; that home so happy, 
so animated, the charm of my life, I had it not at Malmaison. 
I was treated with kindness, but I lived amongst strangers. 
Besides, I scarcely saw' my husband, and that conjugal home 
jwhich the lapse of time perpetually robs of some portion of its 
warmth, till reason and friendship replace for ever the bright 
days of love, this home was, with Junot and I, in all its spring 
of happiness. I knew I was necessary to my husband, and was 
yet too young to guess that this necessity would not be eternal. 
1 spent the night in tears ; I would have given years of my life — 
that life, yet in its morning, and whose day promised such 
beauty and brilliancy, to the familiar spirit, who would have 
transported me to the side of my mother and husband. At 
length I fell asleep, like children when their eyes are fatigued 
with weeping. But my sleep was agitated, and the first Tight 
of morning scarcely penetrated my Venetian blinds, before I 
awoke, fancying I had heard a noise hear my door; but, oil 
listening, I heard nothing. Suddenly it occurred to me, that 
I ought to take the key, for my maid would certainly not dare 
to refuse the First Consul, and I was determined these morning 
visits should not be repeated. I •saw no harm in them, but 
knew enough of the World to avoid the construction that might 
fee put upon thorn, i rose, therefore, very gently, and crossing 
my mai<rs room, wasinot a little surprised to find the door as uri- 
secuited as when we |vent to bed; 'the key was outside; and the 
:fedlt unfastened; F|r a moment I was enraged, but, refraining 
myself, gently the door, withdrew the key, doable- 
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turned the lock, and carrying the key with me, returned to my 
bed, without the power of keeping ; my watch was at hana, 
and J followed the motion of the hand, till, as it pointed to six, 

I heard the First Consul’s foot iu the corridor. He stopped at 
the door and knocked, but much less loudly than the preceding 
days. After waiting a moment he knocked again, and this time 
awoke my paid, who fold him 1 had taken the key. He made 
no answer, and went away. * 

When the sound of his steps djed away on the stairs leading 
to his cabinet, I respired as if a heavy burden was removed 
from my chest, and fell again into tears. I looked on the 
First Consul as a brother, or perhaps rather as a father, siijce 
my sentiments towards him were always founded on a deep 
admiration. He was the protector and support of my husband; 
and Junot himself had the tenderest affection for him : in what 
light would he view this gross distrust which deprived him of a 
moment’s distraction in conversing with a child lie had known 
from her birth! But having taken my resolution, I became 
more tranquil ; and desiring my maid to shut the door from 
her room, X was again in a sound sleep, when the^door opened 
violently, and I saw the First Consul. 

“Are you afraid of being assassinated, then?” said he, with a 
sharpness that relieved me of all fear ;* for wheif any attempt is 
made to curb me I grow restive, and he might read in my 
countenance that I was more offended than ^repentant. I tola 
him, that having risen very early, I had taken the key out of 
my maid’s room, choosing my chamber to be entered only by 
my own door. Napoleon fixed on n!e his eyes of the falcon ana 
eagle together, and made no reply : a foolish timidity prevented 
my telling him my resolution ; and I bitterly repented it. 

“ To-morrow is the hunting-party at Butard,” said he; “you 
have not forgotten it since last night, haye you ? We set out 
early ; and that you may be»ready, I shall come myself to wake 
you ; and as you are not amongst a horde of Tartars, do not 
barricade yourself again as you have done. You see that vour«-. 
precaution against an old friend has not prevented his reaching 
you. Adieu !” and away he went ; but this time without 
singing. I looked at my watch, and found it nine o’clock, which 
.distracted me; for at that hour all the chambermaids were about 
in the house, and it was impossible but' somp of them must have 
seen him go in or out. “ But how did he get in ?” I asked 
myself. 

I called Mademoiselle Caroline, and asked her why she had 
departed from my orders. She told me that the First Consul 
had opened the door with a master key ; and thpt she dared not 
hinder his entering my room. 

Hereupon I reflected on the course I should pursue. My first 
suggestion was to demand a carriage of Madame Louis Bona- 
parte ; but what reason could I assign? Ten years later I 
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should have gone to the stables, and ordered a carriage ; but at 
seventeen, a timidity, not of character, but of manners, deterred 
me. I dressed myself therefore, and jvent to breakfast, with a 
positive determination of will, but great irresolution as to the 
manner <pf executing it. Duroc, who would have been my 
adviser, my friend, and; abofe all, my means of acting, was 
absent In JLorrain ; and never was I in *so much need of his 
friendship. There was not an individual in the chateau whom I 
deemed capable of comprehending my situation. Madame 
l^puis^onapart^ tvas kind, sensible, and sufficiently acquainted 
with the world to grant what was due to its observances; but 
an all-powerful consideration arrested*%ie as I was rising to 
COttfeult her. I fell back almost stunned, and uncertain what 
course to adopt. I was determined to return to Palis, and 
knew that by writing at once to Junot that I was ill and wished 
to return home, mj carriage would arrive in the course of the 
next day ; but it was the same day, Monday, that I resolved to 
go, not Tuesday, and still less Wednesday* Then again, I was 
unwilling to appear uncivil to Madaine LOuis Bonaparte, or to 
Wound the First Consul’s feelings. 

" Mon Dieu !” I exclaimed, dropping my head on my two 
hands, "what can I do?” At the same moment I felt myself 
pressed in a gentle embrace, and a well-known voice inquired, — 
" What is the matter, then, my Laura ?”•— It was my husband ; 
I threw myself into his arms, folded my own around him, em- 
braced him, kissed his hair and his hands, and so eagerly caressed 
him, that my cheek was scratched by one of his epaulettes, and 
the blood Sowed. — " WhaCis the matter then?” repeated Junot, 
Stanching the blood and f drying my teat#* " What is the matter, 
my poor little one? Look at me then : do not you know four 
days have 'elapsed since I saw you ? My love, I want to go 
awa y — to return to Paris.” — "Ob, you may be assured that as 
soon as Madame Bonaparte returns* I will take you with me”— 
“ And why hot now?” — "Now! before her return? nay, you 
v do not think of it, my darlifog?” 

I insisted no further, for my plan was now arranged. Junot, 
though, with all the other acting authorities, he was prohibited 
sleeping out of Paris, frequently visited Maimaison, sometimes 
After dinner, sometimes m the morning ; but, in either case, 
dor mrted not till wjratffrared for the night. **' 

Thil May Jundt tarred and stayed to dinner by the First 
Consul's desire, .Muatnicated through the aide-de-camp on 
duty. When w. ip the dining-room the First Consul 

was in high spiritiefokaii hll ’d ihher-tinne with Monsieur Monge, 
and made him explain more than ten times over the nature of 
trade-winds, with which >he was himself perfectly well ac- 
quainted; but the worthy %an had so singular a mode of 
arranging his hands whan speaking, and of running post in his 
narrative, that he was very amusing, and would We been 
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ridiculous, had he not united the most excellent heart with hi* 
great knowledge. After dinner, billiards were introduced 
usual ; I played a game of chess with the First Consul; and at 
the usual hour we ajl separated, some to their rest, and others to 
return to Paris. I prevented Junot’s accompanying ||essi&res, 
by telling him I had a commissiofeto give miaiSTOr my mother; 
and, as I must write/ 1 it would be necessary to return' to 0ml 
chamber. \ ' : ’ ti : v 

"When there, my earnest and ^ri|v^n|g“sT^licat^ap^hat 
Junot would carry me home vpth nim,dipplre(0im at^a^witjb 
the idea that some fne v had w o%n^d me,, ana his unbounded 
rage and resentment against v the supposed defaulter 1 absolutely 
terrified me; bdt, ‘ reassured. on this head, no arguments, 
entreaties could jrovaitant|h<ijp9> ‘f-’to dsurf^e as he saidj 
" in the night, ■ like.a, IjUrmaatof’ r|paappes".f" f am ndw sensible 
that he could not sane|ion,BO ridiculous an act, but -{was then 
very young. Our disc^ssiqmhid been ver^' loBg, and at half after 
twelve, finding J unot resolutej thS#e retained no other expedient 
than that of persuading %ftay. Here I was much more 
strongly armed, and ; afte^|o^ Insistence he said with-a smile 
“ Happily, there are oocIo&ctImj^s^Io ' but you will pro- 
cure me a scolding;” and. he remaraki. 7 4 4 \;j ^ 

I double-locked my maid’s door, carefully dre w the bolts, and 
took away the key ; my own door I left sitnpiy.sbut, with the 
key outside, and all this disposed, I went to bed, very foolishly 
convinced that J, had Idopted the best mCaBs of,niabi^|he 
First Consul understand, 5 thiit, since he was pleased ;to itondur 
me with his visits, 1 Ishouldf prefer cqy . other hourdo® mceiviug 
them, to that which he had cnosen. «• ■ - 

As the village^clock was % striking Sve, I, awoke all avas 
quiet in the chateau, as in .the middle 
weather was beautifully serine, and \4h#/fine ,feli»'g4%ot’ the 
park plantations gently undulated in the widd;-- while a golden 
ray already tinted the Upper branches. Jkll ^this silence 
and repose formed so striking a contrast with m,y tnvn mental- 
uneasiness, that I could not avoid starting when my eye fell on 
Junot sleeping by my side. His sleep |was tranquil; yet was 
there something at once i&posing and peturesque in that fine 
and manly figure, that countenahtse|^||‘q^|ied by tlfe aims of 
Africa, that youtppql' forehead alreadiMj^ gtot dwith'Vcars. those 
marked features,* and. thgt fairilpead* eucSwS wifta WkiA 
turban of red and brown, 'whjeh^ad .^.imsntally fallen in his 
way overflight, and been adopteiff b^teap. He was not 

strikingly handsome, but it .eoifld -be dented that he wsd 

good-looking. ,> 

The half hour had just stragfc w|tejn I heard the First Consul's 
steps resound in our corridor. My&eart beat violently; 1 could 
have wished Junot a'; Paris, or concealed ; but a^that moment 
a sleeping movement partly opened his shirt, and displayed **#® 
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wounds received at the battle of Castiglione ; a little farther, 
just below the heart* was that given him by Lanusse, when in 
defence of Ms beloved General he drew his sword against a 
hravl brother-iti-awns .— ' “ Ah !” thought I, “ 1 fear nothing : 
there is%n imf^gjtable b uck ler,” ana resting my head on mjr 

still asleep, Madame Junot, 6a a iuMing^fey 1 ! I told you that 
- — — — The First .Consul as faespoke. advanced, and now stood 
%itof thgbed, ivheflre, ^rawing asihe the curtain, he stood 
MMOtiJklen at tftrsight of his faithful and devoted friend. I am 
almost sure he at first believed it a vision/ Junot, on the other 
hood, scatty, awake, leaning, otf one elbow, looked at the First 
Consul with on air of astonishment that would have diverted a 
less interested spectator; but. his countenance expressed no 
sympfefms Of displeasure. *' 

." Why, General ! what are you doing' in a lady’s chamber at 
this hour 1” He uttered these words in a tone of perfect good- 
humour.-^ I came to awake Madame Junot for the chase,” 
replied the First Consul* in the same tone ; “ but,” after- a pro- 
longed glance, at me* which is still present to my memory not- 
it&hst^ir^'Ae thirty years that have since intervened, “ but 
t %M heY provided witl\ an alarum still earlier than myself. I 
you ate contraband here, M. Junot.” — “ My 
.General,” : stid Junot, " if ever a fault deserved pardon, it is 
mir^ ; Had yota seen that iittfe syren last night exercising all 
her magic for iiiore, than an hour to seduce me, I think you 
-would pardon me.” 1 

First Consutsmiled, but his smile was evidently forced. — 
" I absolve yOu then entirely. It is Madame Junot that shall 
he f umsh^JJ, and he laughed that' laugh wkjmmtgks riot. “ To 
provA-that I am iiot .angry, t permit you to Accompany us to 
tjie chase. Have you a horse V’—“ No* General, I came in a 
^rriage^fr-f^elM JalStn shall fm<l you one, and I allow you 
thl lecture at vpur ■ 'l^ffire” (because he was a bad hunts- 

SW&eme iunot ; come get up, and be diligent,” 

anft lreleft us.“ J 4 ' r S/Wr . 

*' tt FaWi‘l M said #tW* jumpi«| tte in his bed, “ that is an 
aimita&i mail ’’ What go^d^ ! instead of scolding, instead 

'sending me £fo£Mg$lE&'fo my duty M Ffris ! Confess, my 
Juawh* thug he i# % $bjr astonishing betfi|, but above the 

sphere of human na&r&” ' ' 

When we assembled on the stolid' bridge 

in the garden^®wl and Jaddle-hmses were brought. 

A s mall phdStorFled thf^y ; the ‘first Consul seated himself 
in it,, and beckoning itonaie said, " Madame Jim<tt, will you 
honour me^witb your cem{i|iSy I* .. . 

These words were accompanied with a smile, whose expres- 
sion did not please me, I 3 got in without reply ; the door was 
Shut, ai#* ; ||« littfe tight carriage inclining to the right followed 
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an alley that led to one of the iron gates of the parkin I knew 
the First Consul would only remain in the carriage from the 
chateau to the rendezvous, where he was to mount his horse ; 
but the drive appeared to me very long, and I j^puld have given 
any thing to escape from my confinement. '* ■ * 

When we were at some distant from the^eh&teau, Pjist 
Consul, who tilt then had been watching the horsemen 
passed us # to go to the rendezvous, turned towards me^ Md 
crossing his arms, said, «" You think yourself very clever. 

1 made no reply,, and he repeated—** You thi^k ypuii^l| voly 
clever ; do you not V? -•'*>?■■■ ■ '#■" •#’ •;*# . 

As his tone was now;npsitiyely i^rrogative, I answered vrifch 
firmness, “ I do not gi# myself credit for extr|prp^try sei%* 
but I think I am not a simpleton.”—** but a 

fool.” *1 was silent, ff Can you explain the reason why you ; 
made your husband stay The explanation fe ^1^ and 
brief, General. I love Junot ; we are niarrfed> ancTI taught 
there was no scandal in a husband remaining -wi'^li#' ! J^lj^^ : 
— “ You knew I had prohibited it, and you kneW^tob/ that ray 
orders ought to be obeyed.” , /V 

"They do not concern me. When the Consuls ^signify their 
will as to the degree of intimacy that shall subsist oefcween a tl 
married couple, and the number of days and hours thjftt' shd^fd; 
be allotted to their interviews, then ■ 1 snail think* of stibimtflng ; £ 
till then, 1 confess, General* my good pleasure ; slpl be 

Here I was growing uncivil, for I was angry, and pebbly 
my manner put him out of humour* too, for he resumed witt^, 
asperity, and a sort of irony:—' , 
then, but love for your husband in making' liiM •stay'?S--r|f:blfo* 
General .” — “ You have told' a •die "there.”4f" 

"Yes, you have told a lie,” repeated he, in an irntei||d tone V 
1 understand the motive of your proceeding,. Yon have a 
distrust of me, which you o%ht not to haye.’ Ah ! you ham 
no answer,” said he, in a tone of triugrah. - ^ 4 

" And if I have been impelled by ^ aifilicjent mofiveTrgm thU’ * 
distrust you speak of, General— if I have perceived that your 
visit at such an hour in the chamber oifp- young woman nt nay i 
age might compromise me Strangely in the eyes of the other 
inhabitants of tl|)j| chouse V } I snal^Mfteftf forget Napoleon’s 

expression of coutlenance at thi% morp^SI iifld^pl^fed a|ftpid 
succession of sentiments, none orlhem eiltl.* ‘ r t 

"If that be true,” sai$ he at last, "^%hy fid you not tell me 
your uneasiness ? Hav% l not gbqwh; you , fi^gijdship enough, 
naughty child, within the 4pl%sek to pbtain wir confidence !?* 

" There I was perhaps in fault. I shoulcf have considered 
that you had known me a child* General ; that my relations low 
you ; that you were once tenderly attached to my mother (he 
Madame Junot— vol. i. 2h 
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looked on the other side of the road); and, above all, that there 
another and a stronger reason which should have encouraged 
ape to tell you what I thought of this visit on the second or the 
day : this jp, that I am the wife of Junot — of the man who 
loves you best in the world. This morning when I heard your 
i step wrfei you were about to enter my 'chamber, I confess I had 
some fear of your resentment ; but looking at those scars re- 
ceived partly for your glory, I assured myself that you would 
never be the cause of suffering to the*noble and excellent heart 
which beats, perhaps, more strongly for you than for me, in the 
iapfilhted breast Of Junot.” 

• w You are reading me almost a homily. Who talks of 
afflicting Junot? Why not have spoken to me?” — “ And 
how was I to do so? When yesterday morning you em- 
ployed a method that might called unworthy, to enter my 
.apartment, after iny conduct should have shown you, General, 
that the niorning fisit which you had the goodness to make me 
was viewed by me in its true light, as unbecoming ; you en- 
tered only for a minute, and in a humour certainly not inviting 
confidence. I was left then to my own resources, and my judg- 
, xuent has perhaps erred.” 

a Is there none of your mother’s advice in all this?”— 
u My mother. General! how could my mother direct me? 
My poor mother! I have not seen her this month.” — “ You 
can write;” and Napoleon’s searching glance seemed to sur- 
round me with its scrutiny . — u General, I have not written to 
my brother that I was not in safety under your roof; it would 
Jjave given her too much pain.” 

iC Madame Junot, you have known me long enough to be 
assured that you will pot obtain the continuance of my friend 
ship by speaking in the manner you are now doing ; there is 
nothing wanting to your proceedings but that you should have 
communicated to Junot the device you have so happily imagined.” 
And again I met the same investigating look. 

“ I sha|l hot reply to that challenge, General,” replied I, with 
impatience I $ould not disguise ; “ if you grant me neither sense 
nor judgment, allow me at least a heart that would not wantonly 
wound one whom I know, and whom ,,you know also.” — 
u Again !” and he struck the frame of the carriage with his 
clenched fist again !— hold your tongue 1” 

“ No, General, f shail not ; I shall Continue what I would 
have the honour of saying; to you. I entreat you to believe that 
neither fby motto, my husband, mor any One of my friends, has 
been informed M' jvhat has passed within the last week. I 
must add, tjb|^nputihg no ill intentions to you, it would have 
been absurcM6p my part to complain of a mark of friendship, 
because it might compromise me : but I thought properto put 
a stop at whatever price ; and, in so doing, my youth bas 
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no doubt ted me into error, since I have displeased you. Torn 
sorry for it ; but that is ail I can say*" 1 * 

We had nearly arrived ; the dogs, the horns, all the clamour 
of the chase was audible. The First Consul’s countenance 
assumed a less sombre hue than it had worn during my long 
speech* 11 And you give me your word of honour tj^at Junot 
knows nothing of all this foolish affair.” — “ Good Heay^ti ! 
General, how can y<3u conceive such an idea, knowing Idhot 
as you do*? He is an .Othello in the violence of his passions; 
an African in heat of blood ; his feeble French reason would 
not have had strength enough *to judge sagely of all this ; 
and — ” I stopped. — “ Well ! what then ? Corhe, do not foflte 
these pauses in speaking ; nothing is» more silly . 1 * — “ Weil, 
General, if I had told Junot what has passed this week, 
neither he nor I would have been here this morning ; you know 
Junot well enough for that, do you not?’ 1 

Napoleon, in his turn, made no answer ; # but played with his 
fingers on the frame of the carriage: at last, turning towards 
me : — “ You will not believe then that I meant you no harm ?”* 
— “ On the contrary, General, I am so convinced that you had 
no ill intention towards me, that I can assure you neither my 
attachment for you, an attachment dating from infancy, nor the 
admiration which I feel even more Strongly than others, is at all 
lessened by it : and there is my hand as the pledge of my 
words.” 

I cannot express or explain the movement of his forehead, his 
look, and half-smile, as gently shaking his head, he refused my 
hand. I was hurt at the refusal. # 

6< We are at variance, then,’* said I, ie because it has pleased, 
you to follow a course in which all the blame is on your side, 
and you will let the heard grow , and iHar the dagger because 
you have given me pain.” 

For a minute his eyes were fixed on the road ; then turning 
suddenly to me, he extended his little hdnd, after having un- 
gloved it: “ Be assured of my friendship, Madame Junot ; you 
might, had you chosen, have strengthened it ; but early education 
is not easily eradicated. It inculcates sentiments, and those 
with which you have been inspired for me are not friendly : you * 
do not like me, and I am sure — ” 

“ I take the liberty of interrupting you, General, to request 
that you will not talk thus. You afflict me ; and so much the 
more as your arguments and inferences are both fafce. Tell me 
that you do not believe them ; it would be too painful to me to 
leave you in such a persuasion.” 

The First Consul was looking at the dogs which the pricker 

* These are the customs of Corsica, when any one is* offended, or fancies 
himself offended, who thereby announces himself as an avenger. 

2 ii 2 
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was leading * iu couples, and he turned so suddenly round as to 
derange the motion of the carriage . — “ You are going ?”— 
“ On our return from the hunt, General, I have induced 
Junot to take me home, and here is letter that, as you will 
perceive, would have determined me, independently of the inci- 
dents of the last few days, (I said this with a smile) to go to 
imy mother.” 

It was from my mother, urging ray return to her, and I had 
received it while dressing that morning . — “ If the Tirst Con- 
sul, or Madame Louis Bonaparte, should raise difficulties,” 
added she, " show them my letter, and beg they will not 
detain a daughter from her very sick mother.” 

The First Consul casting his eyes over it, shrugged up his 
shoulders, and smiled with a sort of disdain which pained me. — 
“ And when do you return here V 9 asked he with a tone of de- 
rision that might have offended a person better disposed than I 
was, and accordingly I answered with asperity : — “ Whenever 
I am wanted, for my part, General ; but you may dispose of 
my apartment, I shall never again occupy it.” 

“ As you will. For the rest, you are right to go this morning; 
after all this foolisli affair, you and I should not meet with 
much satisfaction at present. You are quite right. Jardin ! 
my horse.” And opening the door himself, he jumped out of 
the carriage, mounted his-horse, and galloped off. 

On our return to the chateau, I told Madame Louis that my 
mother’s health imperiously demanded my presence in Paris, and 
that I intended to return with Junot. She understood me, and 
I even believe she entirely understood my motives. She wished to 
ctetain me to dinner, but Jurat’s absence the preceding night re- 
quired an earlier return, and, declining the invitation, we dined 
at Paris with my mother. 

I visited Malmaison some time after Madame Bonaparte’s 
return from Plombicres, where she hsd passed the season, 
that is to say, six weeks. The Jpirst Consul was tolerably 
cordial, but 1 could perceive that he still cherished the no- 
tion equally eccentric and injurious, that I had been prompted 
in all that had passed during the last week of my stay. 
It gave me pain ; but knowing no human means of defeating 
this prepossession, I left the task to time,* without changing 
the line of conduct I had marked out for myself. 

A year afterwards I dined one day at Malmaison, while 
residing at Bievre ; satisfied with my charming home, I left it 
as little as possible, and always returned the same evening. 

* I know to a certainty, that, at this time, false reports envenomed all the 
words of my mother to the First Consul's ears, and I am nearly sure that this 
story came to the knowledge of persons who would make a pernicious use of 
ti towards us both. The First Consul long retained a rancour, which he 
certainly would not hare felt had it not been both instilled and carefully 
nourished. 
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That day I ordered my carriage at ten, but, as I was preparing 
for departure, a sudden £torm came on of such terrific violence 
as to break the trees in the park. Madame Bonaparte protested 
against allowing me to go through such a tempest, and said that 
my chamber should be. prepared. In answer to my persevering 
excuses, she promised me both linen and a waiting-maid, and 
urged the danger of crossing the woods at so late , an hour. — 
u I fear nothing, Madam,” I answered, u I have four men with 
me. Permit me then to take leave of you.” 

The First Consul was occupied, meanwhile, in pulling the 
fire about with the tongs, and apparently paying no attention to 
the conversation, though I could perceive a smile on his coun- 
tenance! At last, as Madame? Bonaparte insisted still more 
strongly on my staying, lie said from his jplace, without re- 
signing the tongs or turning his head : “ Torment her no more, 
Josephine ; I know her, she will not stay.” 
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CHAPTER LX VII. 

The new era — Tha manifesto of the Dike of Brunswick— The two years of 
Bonaparte’s governrm>nt — Paris in 1801 — The theatres — My boxes — Tine 
first representation o£ Pinto — M. Carion de Nisas, and the death of Mont- 
morency — Vanhove and Louis XIJI.’s snuff-box — Tortures of the inquisition 
— Partiality for the Theatre Feydeau, and the performances of Klleviou — The 
Italian Opera — The Duke de Mouehi’s duets with Junot — Cimarosa — The 
M'hc&tre Montansier — The masquerade, a comic scene — The return of spring 
and removal to Malmaison. 

We have now reached an age of prodigies, perhaps even more 
astonishing than the victories which followed the period I am 
about to describe. France, which a lew months preceding had 
been at war with all Europe, repulsed by her sister nations, 
from the family circle in which she had hitherto so nobly filled 
the place of an elder, France, in a few months, had recovered 
her power and station. Sl^e resumed the rank of which they 
had endeavoured to deprive her, and owed it solely to her sons. 
France, that inexhaustible mine of talents and courage, within 
the soil of which the pestiferous breath of false doctrines had 
failed to destroy the seeds of all good, flourished anew under 
the cares of a skilful and honourable government. The time no 
longer existed when senseless enemies dreaming at once over 
her weakness and divisions issued manifestoes menacing with 
death every Frenchman who dared to defend hirmeif.* 

France no longer feared the fate of that unhappy Poland, 
whose blood-stained provinces bad been divided with an unani- 
mity of tyranny which w ould doubtless have presided also over 
the division of France, if the man, whom the voice of destiny 
recalled from the African shores to save us, had in his perilous 
voyage encountered captivity or death. Scarce had he touched 
our soil when Bonaparte seized the helm of the sinking vessel ; 
commanding the manoeuvres with the powerful voice of genius, 
be compelled the obedience of the crew ; the vessel sails under 
his ensigns, and we are saved. What he affected in two years 
cannot be conceived ! At that moment peace was about to 
be concluded with two great powers of the North, la* 
Vendee was .pacified, the*’ finances, so lately in the last" 

* See the manifesto of the Duke of Brunswick, of the 25th of July, 1792. 
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stage of decline, had resumed an active credit, every thing 
assumed an aspect of consolidation, and our strength grew out 
of our glory ; all this proves the greatness of the government 
under which we placed ourselves two years ago. Our haughty 
rival will shortly come to conclude a peace with us; already the 
King of England, a£ a first step towards a conciliation, re- 
nounces his titles of Kijig of France and King of Corsica. 8 * 
The world is asking peace, and Napoleon grants Jit with the 
same generous grandeur with wBich he eonquers. From this 
period the greatness of France must advance, we are rapidly 
marching towards that famous era, before which past centuries 
bow down, and future centuries recede; for they cannot equal it. 

But # these days of glory were short I — True — they were short ; 
but in glory, as in love, an entire life may be condensed into a 
short moment. m 

While Moreau beat the Austrians at all points in Germany, 
while the imperial family, alarmed at his progress, packed up 
its treasures at Vienna aud prepared to take refuge in Moravia, 
while Brune defeated Marshal Bellegarde in Italy, compelled 
Verona to capitulate, and developed all the qualifies of a great 
general, the First Consul exhibited such lively and hearty joy 
in receiving the news of all these victories, that it became mani- 
fest he would sooner or later give to France the first rank on the 
list of nations. 

But my concern is with the state of Paris at this epoch ; and 
I will attempt to represent it — city of enchantments, as it then 
was ! One of the advantages attached to J unot’s situation wa&a 
box at each of the theatres. I confess I was truly grateful for the 
gratification I thus enjoyed. It afforded me also the means of 
bestowing pleasure, which was always to me one of the greatest 
I could enjoy, and in good truth it was not sparingly accorded 
tome. Tickets for mornigg and evening* representations were 
eagerly asked, and I received, at a much later period, no less 
than eleven requisitions for the loan of my box, at the Comedie 
Frangaise , for the second representation of “ The Templars/' 1 
had opportunities of being generous seven or eight times a day : 

I accorded them, in the belief that so doing, I should secure, if 
not real friends, at least a sort of amicable relation with my 
numerous acquaintances which might survive the obligaton. % 
was young when these reveries occupied my mind. 

I now went frequently to the theatre ; a pleasure with which 
I had hitherto been so little acquainted that I had visited the 
Opera but once and the French comedy three times ; at the first 
representation of Pinto , the most glorious of disturbances past, 
present, or to come — that of Montmorency by Cation de JSrisas, 

* It was at the period when Paoli called the English into Corsica, that the 
King of England assumed the title above alluded to. 
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and the debut of Lafont which was so stormy, that I verilv 
thought the theatre of the French comedy must have been built 
with unusual strength to resist such attacks. 

Pinto, fine as is the subject of the Braganza conspiracy, of 
which Lemercier was fully capable of taking the utmost advan- 
tage, did not suit the taste of that era of clipping scissars and 
decisive words, which demanded : — “ Take away that phrase.’’ — 
« Why ?”— * c Because I do not choose that it should stand 
there.” — “ What is the objection to it?” — “ I will not allow 
it.”— “ But surely there is some reason against it — is it unsuit- 
able ?” — “ Not at all ; but no matter, it must be removed.” 

In speaking of my mother’s acquaintances, I was in error in 
omitting the most witty, perhaps, of the circle, M. Carion de 
Nisas. I know few minds of more various powers, more agree- 
able, gay and inoffensive, and withal more piquant ; but notwith- 
standing his great dramatic talent he was unfortunate in his 
theatrical productions. I shall never forget the state of mind he 
was in at the first representation of the Death of Montmorency , 
which I believe killed him more effectually than the connetable 
was killed, and that owing to circumstances altogether foreign 
to his work. 

The tragedy contained some fine verses, and interesting situ- 
ations ; the cardinal’s political views, and the entire scene in 
which he develops his plans for the aggrandizement of France, 
are strikingly beautiful, and the inconsistencies of the piece 
might have passed unperceived if it had been performed with 
l^s incongruity ; but its misfortune was complete. Talma, who 
played Montmorency, was the only one of the corps drarnatique 
that seemed to possess ’ common sense. Baptiste, the elder, 
Madame Petit- Vanhove, and more especially Vanhove, the father, 
were all out of their element. But Vanhove was admirably 
placed for producing' laughter, which completed the despair of 
M. de Nisas. It is well known, or perhaps so happy an incident 
may have escaped the public memory, that Vanhove, the elder, 
had the trifling habit of getting tipsy, not to say actually drunk, 
on the night of a first representation especially. As he was a 
wretched performer habitually, it might be hoped that wine 
would produce a happy effect upon him ; but not at all, he was 
much the worse. The day of the first representation of the 
Death of Montmorency, notwithstanding the most careful super- 
vision of his daughter and Talma, who was his son-in-law in 
petto , he drank a Tittle to give him courage as he said; but by 
the evening, when it was necessary to assume something of a 
royal air, his spirit was found mounted a little degree beyond 
courage. Although the habit of taking snuff is by ho means 
charged on Louis XJIL, the great personage he was destined to 
represent, there was no such tning as persuading him to give up 
around case coi^ining a potfhd of snuff which he called his 
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snuff-box. His daughter, already drest for the part of Anne of 
Austria, used every possible argument to prevent his appearing 
upon the stage with this bale of contraband goods, lie was 
thoroughly tipsy, and had taken up a phrase from which there 
was no driving him. 

“ Prove to me that Louis XIII. did not take snuff, and I will 

lay down my # arms : profa it to me.” — “ But, my father,” 

said Madame Petit-Vanhove. — “ Prove to me that Louis XIII, 
did not take snuff.” # 

And he so stuffed his unfortunate nose that it was scarcely 
possible to hear his voice, while the fumes of the snuff still in- 
creased his drunkenness ; and so completely did he parody some 
of his part, that laughter prevailed over both hisses and ap-*^. 
plauses. *M. de Nisas came occasionally to our box, which 
enabled me to make some judgment of a torment of which I 
should otherwise have had no conception. At one period he 
was ready to expire, pale, with suspended respiration, and his 
forehead steeped in perspiration ; in fact, it was impossible to 
laugh — that would have killed him outright. He looked with- 
out seeing, and seemed to have but one sense in wfyich all the 
others were sunk. What a terrible punishment. I cannot 
imagine how any one can voluntarily submit to such torture ! I 
think I should be more at my ease in the watef-trench of the 
holy tribunal.* 

Setting aside the partiality of friendship, it contained some 
fine passages ; amongst others, I remember the following which 
was given with much effect. Montmorency, condemned to 
death, is about to be rescued by th$ soldiers and the people ; * 
his sister, his wife, and the Queen who loves him, are listening 
with the utmost anxiety to the issue of llie attempt ; the Car- 
dinal is relating it, and concludes with these words : — “ In reply 
to the mutineers, I threw them his head.” 

The situation at this instantais admirable, and reminds one of 
Iphigenia. The piece however failed, and failed utterly, which 
proves that a man of genius may write a bad tragedy ; and I • 
fear this happens not unfrequently. 

The Feydeau was one of the theatres which I passed my 
evenings with the greatest pleasure ; it boasted at tnat time a 
degree of perfection which it has never recovered. It possessed , 
several admirable performers, and the chief among them was 
Elleviou, — a treasure, not only for his own excellence, but be- 


* In the prisons of the inquisition in Spain three kinds of torture were in 
use, of which that by water was the most agonising. The patient extended in 
a kind of trench or coffin open at the feet and at the head, his face was covered 
with a wet cloth, on which water was thrown, intended to biter drop by drop 
into the throat, and as the nose and mouth could not breathe through this cloth, 
which intercepted at once the air and water, the result was that on removing it, 
the cloth and throat were found full of blood, from the small y^ssels which had 
burst. 
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cause the other actors in performing with him were emulous of 
rising to his height ; its orchestra was complete, and its charm- 
ing pieces were played with perfection. 

Tne charm which our native music, gay, brilliant, and ex- 
pressive, lias for our French ears, added to the great pleasure in 
the Italian Opera, which was established at Paris in the year 
1801, The company occupied at first a small theatre, called 
the Olympic Saloon, in the Rue Chantereine. This theatre, not 
much larger than a saloon for private representations, drew to- 
gether the best society of Paris. Its open boxes, between 
high pillars, required full dress, an obligation sufficiently agree- 
able to ladies; and! remember to have seen the first tier of 
boxes entirely occupied by very elegantly-dressed women, almost 
all young; and, what was still mote remarkable, all of my 
acquaintance, except the inmates of two boxes. 

My mother, who found a sovereign panacea for all her suffer- 
ings in good Italian music, never failed to take her place in my 
box on the night of the Opera Buffii. The Duke of Mouehi 
frequently accompanied her. lie was then, and has ever since 
been an excellent dilettanti lie was passionately fond of 
Italian music, and sung charmingly in the buffa style. I have 
often accompanied him and my husband in that duo of “ The 
Clandestine Marriage/ 1 Se Jiaio , etc . Neither of them ever 
failed in note or measure ; and the harmony of intonation and 
expression was perfect. The Duke had a superb voice, a full 
and sonorous bass-tenor, which it was delightful to hear ; J unot 
was far behind him, and had no other merit than correctness arid 
time. Ilis voice was harsh, because, to the right about face and 
by fours to the left , will not form a supple voice, even if it has 
the good fortune to remain Correct; and ‘my lessons were not 
sufficiently vigorous to make him an accomplished musician. 

The mention of the Italian opera naturally leads to a short 
notice of the king of harmony. 41 Cimarosa w r as scarcely fifty 
years old at his death. He was born at Naples, and educated at 
the Conservatory of Loretto, where the works of the incom- 
parable Durante formed his chief study. He left the Conser- 
vatory young and agreeable, and, according to the then prevail- 
ing fashion amongst essaying composers, had to make choice of 
a house of patronage. He was acquainted vrith Madame Bal- 
lante, whose immense fortune gave her the means of patronizing 
the arts. She received the young musician, and soon found 
how honourable tu herself, would prove the protection she ex- 
tended to him. Madame Ballante had a daughter, who did not 
listen with impunity to his ravishing notes; she loved him pas- 
sionately, and, the mother permitted his addresses ; she died 
young, and, during her short marriage, a happy wife, leaving 
Cimarosa a son. lie was in despair ; his mother-in-law, Ma- 
dame Ballante, had educated and adopted a young orphan, 
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whom she bestowed on Cimarosa, saying, “ My friend, she is my 
second daughter ! ” Alas ! his tender heart was not destined 
for happiness : his second wife also died young, leaving him a 
son and a daughter. 

Cimarosa, besides extreme goodness of heart, possessed much 
talent and considerablennformation, independently of the pecu- 
liar faculty tvhich the torch of genius communicated to his soul. 
He sang in perfection, and accompanied his voice with brilliant 
execution. My brother, who was enchanted with his compositions, 
as those who have a soul lor music must always be, once spent a 
whole morning with him in musical essays ; Cimarosa at the 
piano, my brother accompanying with his harp. Cima«osa gave 
a theme* which Albert took up and varied ; the author then sang 
it in various keys and movemenfs, as a barcarole, canzonet, po- 
lacca, romance, etc., and this delightful contes^lasted three hours. 
“ The most agreeable hours,” my brother has often observed, 
“ which in my iife I have ever passed in this manner/' He was a 
charming companion, gay, fond of a laugh, and possessing in the 
highest degree that generosity which is always inherent in an 
artist of true talent. How many unfortunate emigrants has not 
Cimarosa relieved ! When at Paris, his beautiful Finale del 
Matrimonii ), Pria che spunti , or Quell* pupille tenere , were ap- 
plauded with rapture approaching to frenzy ; it was not known 
that the profits of these immortal productions were devoted to 
the comfort of our happy countrymen. But he lived under a 
government incapable of appreciating him, and instead of a 
wreath in the name of the country, persecutions and chain* 
were the reward of his humanity ; persecutions, which, it is 
well known, hastened his end. He attempted, but in vain, to 
struggle against royal terrorism ; more skilful than the repub- 
lican, its cruelty was even more active and permanent. This, it 
is true, could not easily be, ljut the horrors Committed at Naples 
are not known to the public, and the eye which could penetrate 
amidst that multitude of assassinations, legal robberies, and re- 
ligious persecutions to which Naples was, at this time, a prey,* 
would turn aside in disgust. 

Madame Ballante was equally a victTm to the trouble which 
distracted that beautiful country; she lost all her fortune, and 
Cimarosa had the consolation of receiving her at his home. 
“ You are the mistress of my house;" said he ; “is not every 
thing I possess your property ? are you not my mother ?" Ci- 
inarosa died on the 10th of January, 1801 ; his name will be as 
immortal as his works. 

But to return to Paris. The Opera was always the admiration 
of Europe, but has greatly improved since the!* period of which 
I am now writing. Another theatre was at that time much fre- 
quented — the Theatre de Montamier ; Tiercelin, Vertepre, Bru- 
net, and Bosquiev-Gavaudan, attracted thither all the I bvetfs of 
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frank and hearty gaiety ; its receipts exceeded those of the 
Opera by 14 or 15,000 francs per annum. 

For some weeks I had experienced so ardent a desire to see 
a masquerade, that I began to feel absolutely unhappy in find- 
ing the carnival drawing to a close without having joined in this 
amusement, just then reintroduced by the First Consul, who 
had himself attended them. I determined then toask my mo- 
ther to take me to one ; but my first word brought an answer 
that put a stop to all my hdpes in that quarter. “ In the first 
place,” said she, “it wearies me beyond every thing; in the 
next, I do not choose v that you should go to gape for four hours 
in a room full of dust and the odour of rancid oil/’ — “ I gape ! ” 
cried I, “ gape at a masked ball ! which every one asserts to 
be the most diverting of all amusements !” — “ You do not know 
what you are talking of,” replied my mother; “ but, if you are 
obstinate, go witli your husband ; your marriage is still suffi- 
ciently recent to permit you to be seen together, even if you 
should be recognised.” 

At this moment my aunt Comnene came in. She had been 
some time a£ Paris, and while waiting the arrival of the rest of 
her family, lived with my mother. She was still a young wo- 
man, gay, becaiise she was happy, and taking pleasure in every 
thing. She was, if possible, even more charming then than she 
is now ; at the present time all around her suffer in seeing her 
suffer. 

As soon as she heard of my want of a cliaperone> she offered 
Jo accompany me to the baJl at the Opera, and so enchantingly, 
that I could not refrain from jumping up to embrace her, while 
I returned a thousand thanks. “It is understood then/’ said 
she, “ I shall dine with you, we will mask to the teeth, and 
give ample provocation to many people who will never suspect 
us of being at the ball to-night/’ , 

Now it is quite necessary to explain the cause of the extreme 
avidity with which the masked ball was attended. — This very 
‘innocent pastime, be it understood, had been suppressed from 
the commencement of the revolution, because it was unknown 
to the Romans and Athenians. Here, however, was a slight 
mistake; for at Rome tradition shows that if masquerades did 
not actually exist, there was, at least, a sufficient approach to 
them to authorize ours. At length, the generation which was 
passing away, wished to divert itself once more under a mask ; 
and the generation which was looking up demanded cheerful- 
ness : with one voice then, the masquerade was called for. Two 
only had yet been given. 

Junot laughed a*t my desire to go to this ball, and said the 
same thing as mymbtoer: “Ah! my poor Laurette, how you 
will be overpowered with ennui !” — “ Ah ! ” exclaimed I, scarce 
able to restrain itiy tears, # you are all leagued against my 
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pleasure ; why should I be wearied, where every one else is 
amused ?” 

“ L&t them say on, niece, we will be amused too ; and, at two 
o’clock in the morning, yoiir husband shall see whether you are 
wearied, and repent of Ijis impertinence.” — “ Agreed,” cried 
Junot, “ I wish for nothing better ; we shall see.” 

We dined very gaily, apd passed a delightful evening; my aunt 
was always cpmmunicative, open, sincere, and possessed excellent 
spirits. My delight, however, was very great when midnight 
arrived ; I summoned my maid, and my aunt and I were ready 
in an instant. While I was looking in the glass to see how my 
domino became me, I started and gave a j>iercing cry on per- 
ceiving behind me a great black phantom, with large brilliant 
eyes and a negro face. 

“Oh heavens how you frightened me !” I exclaimed, while 
Junot embraced me, laughing heartily. — “Oh! oh! is this your 
courage ? how will you bear then to find yourself amongst two 
thousand such masks?” — I looked athim,and was still frightened, 
his great black figure was any thing but agreeable. — “ But why 
have you made yourself such an object?” — “Why? was it not 
agreed that I should give an arm to you and mj aunt ?” — 
“What of that?” — “What of that? would you have me pro- 
menade the Saloon of the Opera with my face uncovered? a 
pretty concern we should make of this masked ball ! No, I 
devote myself for your pleasure to night ; let us take our masks 
and be gone.” 

I did not wait a second order : but the horses went too slowly 
to please me ; I thought we should ijever reach this much de- « 
sired Opera-house. At length we entered as the clock struck 
one, Junot giving us each an arm. On Jirst stepping: into the 
room and casting my eyes round me, the effect of the novel 
and strange scene upon me was like that of walking the deck 
of a ship. My head was giddy ; I grasped* Junot’s arm with 
all my strength; my aunt mflcle me sit down. This indispo- 
sition was the effect of the sudden light and excessive heat ; 
the degree in the room was at least 100. 

When I had recovered myself, “ Now,” said Junot, “ how do 
you propose to proceed ? You are to amuse yourself according 
to your taste, and you are to be very much amused you know ; 
you should speak to some of your acquaintances.” — “ I see 
none,” said I. My aunt laughed, for some persons that she 
recognised were passing every minute ; and she began to predict 
that I should speak to no one all night. — “ Come,” said Junot, 
“ take courage.” 

“ My heart beat and my cheeks burnt, as though I was about 
to commit some bad action, but summoning* resolution, I 
addressed myself to M, Victor de Laigle, whom I was in the 
habit of meeting at my mother’s, and, indeed, at the entertain- 
ments of all my friends ; I approached him, and in an accent 
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which I intended to be witty, said to him : “ Good evening, 
how do you do?” 

He took my hand, eyed my figure, examined my feet, and 
then muttered ; “ Hem — hem — not much amiss — —Well ! hut 
have you nothing to say to a man beyond inquiries after hie 
health V* He retained my hand a moment longer, then dropping 
it, turned on his heel, saying, “ What a stupid mask !” 

What I felt at this moment it would be impossible to describe, 
to hear myself called stupid by an acquaintance ! It confused 
me beyond all conception, and I stood rooted to the spot and 
actually stupified. M. Victor de Laigle was by this time at 
the opposite end of the room, laughing and jesting with other 
masks, and no doubt saying, u I have just escaped from the 
stupidest little mask, yonder, that I ever encountered.” 

It w r as in vain that Junot and my aunt reasoned "\vith me ; 
nothing could console me for having been called stupid in per- 
sonal conversation ? “ But you must agree,” said Junot, “ that 

you deserved it ; was ever such a thing heard of, as asking a 
man how he is, in company, by way of conversation ?” — “ What 
would you have had me say ?” 

" Faith, I can't tell; any thing but that.” And in truth he 
was in the right ; it was scarcely possible to be more foolish 
than I was this night. I never mentioned this little scene to M. 
Victor de Laigle, and" he is still ignorant of it, unless Junot 
charitably informed him who it was who was so anxious about 
his health at the masquerade. The result of this w earisome night, 
from which I expected so much pleasure, was to give me a dis- 
gust for masked balls, which for years I could not get over ; nor 
indeed have I ever taken pleasure in them. Happily for me, 
this period of masked, balls was nearly over, and the advance of 
spring made us gladly exchange our smoky toilets for the beauti- 
ful retirement of Maltnaison. 
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CHAPTER LKVIII. 

Tlie Private Theatre of Malmaison — Esther at !N^datne Campan’s — Repre- 
sentation of the Barber of Seville — Madame, Louis Bonaparte as Rosina — 
Eugene Beauhamais and M. Didelot — M. de Bourrienne an excellent actor — 
Rivalry between the companies of Neijilly and Malmaison — Lucien-Zamora, 
and Eliza-Alzira — Mme. Murat — Lover’s Follies — My despair and the tight 
boots — -The officer in white satin slippers — The theatrical sabre and a real 
wound — The First Consul director of the stage — Mr. r ox and Bonaparte's 
three countenances — Comic acting of, Cambacdr^s — lsabey and the First 
Consul — General Lallemand — Michau’s tragi-comie adventure during the 
revolution. 

It would be difficult to name an occupation combining sensa- 
tions so diametrically opposed as those experienced by amateur 
actors. Every one who has trodden the boards of a private 
theatre will agree with me, that no circumstances of their lives 
afford reminiscences more abounding in pleasure, gaiety, and joy- 
ous mirth, than the rehearsals and every thing in short that is 
merely preparatory. But in candour they must equally admit 
that the actual scenic representation fs absolute torture. I have* 
experienced both, and can speak from practical knowledge. 
Mademoiselle de Beauharnais’s success’at Madame Campari's, 
in the representations of Esther and other pieces, in which 
Mesdemoisclles Auguier and Mademoiselle Pannelicr, as well as 
herself, gave proofs of remarkable talent, naturally induced her 
to bring the theatre of Malmaison into use. Eugene Beauhar- 
nais was a perfect actor. I may, without partiality, say that 
Junot had superior talent ; M. Didelot was an admirable Crispin ; * 
I acquitted myself tolerably in my parts, and General Lauristou 
a noble Almaviva, orany other lover in court dress. 

But the cleverest of our company was M. de Bourrienne ; he 
played the more dignified characters in real perfection ; and his 
talent was the more pleasing as it was not the result of study, 
but of a perfect comprehension of his part. Grand in enil and 
Caumont, at that time the supporters of such characters at the 
Comeidie Fran^aise, could have discovered no flaw in M. de 
Boumenne’s performance of Bartholo, of Albert in “ Lovers’ 
Follies,' ” of the Miser, or of Harpagene; in “The Florentine/* 
he might, perhaps, even furnish them occasionally with a turn 
of expression worth seizing and copying. 
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The First Consul himself was almost the sole manager of our 
dramatic repertory. It was at first but limited ; for we dared 
not venture on first-rate plays, or undertake parts beyond our 
capacity. We played “ The Heir/’ “The Thoughtless Ones,” 
“ The Self-Rivals,” “ Defiance and Malice,” and a number of 
charming little witty pieces, and which certainly have not been 
equalled since either in good sense or good style. Afterwards 
we grew bolder; the First Consul himself demanded longer 
plays. The repertory was #11 at once increased by fifty pieces, 
which were put into our hands with a careful distribution of the 
several parts ip conformity with our individual talents. The 
theatre of Malmaisofi had at that time an excellent company ; 
latterly it was open to every one, and was no longer endurable. 

The firgt play formally acted at Malmaison was “ The Barber 
bf Seville,” and in saying that this representation was perfect I 
do not hazard a^ word that the magic of memory can call in 

3 uestion. We have still many survivors of that merry and 
elightful period, and I fear no contradiction in asserting again, 
that “ The Barber of Seville” was acted at the theatre of Mal- 
maison better than it could now be performed on any theatre in 
Paris . 

Mademoiselle Hortense de Beauharnais took the part of 
Rosina ; M. de Bourriertne that of Bartholo ; M. Didelot, Figaro ; 
General Lauriston, Almaviva ; Eugene, Basile ; and General 
Savary sneezed in perfection in the part of the Sleeper 
Awakened. 

I have just observed that Bourrienne played well because 
Tie understood and felt Ms part. The same may be said of 
Mademoiselle Hortense. In order to act well we must be able 
to demonstrate the part to others as soon as we have read it — 
and this she could do; gaiety, wit, sensibility, delicacy, all that 
the author Beaumarchais meant to infuse into his Rosina, 
Madame Louis caught instincti/ely ; she entered into the 
character of the youn^ and fair Andalusian with all her native 
grace and elegance. To her fine acting she united a charming 
figure and an exquisite carriage, especially on the stage. Many 
years have elapsed since those joyous evenings, but my memory 
still forcibly recals the graceful and pleasing image of Made- 
moiselle Beauharnais, with her profusion of fair ringlets beneath 
a black velvet hat, ornamented with long pink feathers, and the 
black dness so admirably fitted to her small and symmetrical 
shape ! I'seem yet to see and hear her, and it is a truly sweet 
and smiling illusion. 

Her brother Eugene was equally perfect as Basile, and M. de 
Bourrienne in the part of Bartholo. General Lauriston suc- 
ceeded well in {he various situations of Almaviva, though some 
fault was found with those of the soldier and the bachelor. He 
was not altogether perfect ^11 the grandee of Spain reappeared 
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under the mantle of the bachelor. M. Didelot was excellent in 
Figaro. 

But our success was ipost remarkable in that point which 
generally reduces the managers of private theatres to despair, 
that is to say, the perfect correspondence of the whole piece ; 
the parts were thoroughly learnt, and every thing went off well. 

I repeat that the performance of “The Barber of Seville” has 
never on any stage afforded me the same pleasure I experienced 
that evening. ~i 

Madame Murat sometimes acted at Malmaison. She was 
very pretty. Her hands and arms were beautiful, and her fair 
bosom acquired new brilliancy beneath black velvet bodice, 
with a gold stomacher ; but she had an unfortunate accent, which 
was particularly fatal to the parts she selected. Her sisterly 
relation to the First Consul, however, screened this defect front 
observation, whereas Madame Louis Bonaparte, had she been 
but the wife of an aide-de-camp, must have been applauded for 
the excellence of her acting. 

This reminds me of an incident which befel me, partly through 
the instrumentality of Madame Murat, at least through her want 
of acquaintance with the stage. There was a sort of rivalry 
between Malmaison and Neuilly. Lucien frequently acted both 
in tragedy and comedy with his eldest -sister, Madame Bacci- 
occhi. Lucien acquitted himself admirably, and declaimed to 
perfection. His only failing, and that not altogether dependant 
on himself, was the modulation of his voice, which was too shrill 
and in too elevated a key for a tragic tone. But this inconve- 
nience was slight, and Lucien gave g*eat satisfaction as Zamora f 
I have heard his performance criticised ; in my own judgment, I 
did not perceive the defects attributed to lfira, and I was delighted 
with him almost throughout the part. Not so with Madame 
Bacchiocchi. Her acting was irresistibly laughable. The First 
Consul found it so, and far jj*om flying int<?a rage, as M. de 
Bourrienne represents, he did nothing but laugh during the 
whole play, whenever his sister appeared on the stage, and when * 
we returned to the drawing-room, he exclaimed, “ I think w'e 
have seen Alzira beautifully parodied he repeated the same 
thing to Madame Baceioccni herself, who was not best pleased 
with it. 

Plays of all kinds, of three and afterwards of five acts were 
performed at Neuilly : we had no fear of tragedy, still less of 
comedy. Regnard’s Lovers 9 Follies , not too perfectly repre- 
sented, spurred us to emulation. It was got up at Malmaison^ 
Madame Louis was to undertake Agatha, Lisette was assigned 
to me, Albert to M. de Bourrienne, Erasto to Eug&ne, and Crispin 
to M. Didelot. 

By this management the piece would have been well 
Madame Jukot — you i. 2i 
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managed, but the spirit of mischief intervened* Madame Louis, 
always good-natured and yielding at the first request, re- 
versed the whole order of things. Madame Murat performed 
Iisette. Agatha, a part which I did not like, and which was 
nowise suited to me, fell to my lot, and as the climax of misfor- 
tune##^ some reason I do not remember, Eugene could not play 
Erasto; this was known only two days before the representa- 
tion, and Junot was obliged in that time to learn the whole part 
and to act it with only" a single rehearsal: but all this was 
nothing in comparison of wliat followed. 

This unfortunate part of Agatha is very difficult; it requires 
much judgment. A ray of reason must be always perceptible to 
the lover, while the guardian, though an acute and sensible man, 
must believe his young ward a confirmed idiot; then (i degree 
of sentiment must pervade all that chaos of singing, dancing, 
accident and batt\e ; in short it is extremely difficult to play the 
part well, and Dugazon who was my instructor and set his heart 
on my success, had nearly overset my courage by saying to me 
one day, 

u You must not play this part, you will fail as completely as 
they do at Muiilly.” “ Oh ! don’t say so !” I exclaimed, terrified at 
the idea, “ I have not a doubt of it,” he proceeded ; “ and the more 
certainly as you are horribly supported. The General, too, has 
a part that does not suit him. The play will be a total 
failure.'' 

And thereupon Dugazon began to mimic every one who was 
to support the dialogue with me and with such bufloonery that 
it was impossible to avoid", laughing till the tears came. My 
self-love, however, would not permit me to laugh at his prophecy 
that the play would prove a failure, and I did all in rny power 
to prevent it ; but there was no remedy, and the hour of the 
tragi-comedy arrived at length. 

To form a just conception of the terror (that is the proper 
word) felt by us comedians in ordinary of Malmaison, it should 
be premised that on the day of our representation, winch was 
generally Wednesday, it was the First Consul’s habit to invite 
forty persons to dinner, and a hundred and fifty for the evening, 
and consequently to hear, criticise and banter us without mercy. 
The consuls, the ministers, the diplomatic body, counsellors of 
State, senators, their wives, and all the members of the then 
military household of the First Consul, formed our audience. 
But the most terrible bugbear was the First Consul himself. 
There he sat in his box, close beside us, his eyes following us 
and accompanying their course with a smile more or less arch, 
the justice of which was in truth most formidable. 

The morning of the representation of Lovers 9 Follies, Dugazon 
said to me, after hearing Bourrienne rehearse Albert admi- 
rably : “ Well, take courage, my pujpil, you will Bavethe state. 
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You two may do wonders. Crispin k good too. As for the 
General, his part is nothing. Come, carry this off successfully 
and you will deserve well of the country by foiling a cap* 
spiracy.” 

In the part of Agatha the dress is .changed five or six times. 

I had requested Madame Murat, and Dugazon also had charged 
her, not to enter the stage to commence the third act without 
first ascertaining that I had completed my officer's dress under 
my black domino, as the old grandmother. The two first adts 
had passed off tolerably, with the'exception of a few errors of 
memory and some little deficiency of spirit ; but the piece still 
marched — it was soon destined to limp. * 

Whether from misunderstanding or forgetfulness, Lisette 
appeared upon the scene without troubling herself about me. 
The question whether or no I w£s ready was, however, deserving 
of attention, for but a very short scene intervenes between that 
in which l receive the money from Albert, and my return as an 
officer. It was, therefore, imperatively necessary that I should 
be in full costume underneath my great black cloak, and I was 
accordingly [Jutting on my boots, when I heard the first lines of 
the act ; I cried out directly, but in vain ; I had nof yet come to 
the end of my troubles. The day was suffocatingly hot : agi- 
tation and fear threw me almost into .a fever, .which did not 
accelerate matters ; the boots would not come on, and while my 
waiting-maid pulled till she almost broke my leg, my ancle 
began to swell. At length I heard the speech preceding my 
own, and throwing the boot ten feet off, I hastily assumed my 
black domino and entered upon thejfecene; but my poor head 
was wandering. I mechanically repeated the words assigned 
me, but my feet at the moment occupied my whole attention. 

Irian interval between the couplets I whispered to Junot, 
u What can I do, I cannot get my boots on ! ?; 

“ Hey ! What?” said he, for he could ndT hear. I repeated 
the same thing to Bourrienne, but as I spoke very low and 
quickly, neither of them understood ; this little by-play, how- 
ever so puzzling to them, began to excite more notice than I * 
wished in other quarters. At last I made my exit, ran to my 
boots and endeavoured to draw them on — impossible ; the foot 
was still more swelled, and I might as easily have shod the 
colossus of Rhodes, as have driven my feet into either of 
them. At this moment Dugazon, who was roaming about behind 
the scenes, arrived to witness my despair. He ran up to me and 
embracing me said, u All goes on well, but what the deuce w T ere 
you looking for under your feet just now V’ As my brain at 
the moment retained but one fixed idea, I answered staring at 
him in utter consternation, u I cannot get my boeffcs on !” — “ You 
have not your boots said he swearing, “ you have not your 
boots on V 9 
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At that moment my husband’s valet, who was to bring me a 
very small sabre that I had ordered, tapped at ray room door, 
and presenting a sword as large as a Mahomet s Damascus 
blade, told me in his German jargon, that my sabre was not 
ready, but that he had brought me the smallest of the Ghent - 
rat's, and it was necessary to be cautious in using it, for it would 
cut like a razor. 

“ Here is a new trouble !” I exclaimed. 

“ Eh ! do not be uneasy/’ said Dugazon, capering, " it is all 
very well. You have a great coat ; never mind black shoes, 
keep on your white ones. Agatha is mad : it is no disguise. 
All those about her ktyow that an access of her malady has just 
seized her, and that she has assumed a military dress because 
her head is unsteady. Well, she has forgotten her white shoes ! 
really, upon my honour, this is not amiss.” 

Saying this, he r pushed me on the stage, and it was fortunate 
that he did so, for my turn was come, and I should never have 
had the courage to appear thus as an officer of dragoons in white 
satin slippers. I took good care not to look towards the 
First Consul’s box ; to have seen his smile or frown would 
have struck' me mute. 

The result of this fine story is, that I played the last scene 
like a tru^maruac. But owing to these unlucky boots, I forgot 
the Turkish sabre and its sharpness, and when at the conclusion 
Agatha flourishes it about the ears of Albert, and then suddenly 
falls into a swoon, the point of the unfortunate damascus pene- 
trated my white slipper, and made a deep cut in my foot, of 
avhich I still bear the scar.;, 

But let me ask, was any one ever seen to enter a theatre in 
the dress of a dragoon 'officer, and in white satin slippers? 

The First Consul was for six months unmerciful upon those 
unlucky white slippers. I verily think he would have dragged 
them into a discussion even upon the bull Unigenitus. 

I nqw remember it was the same day that the conversation 
turning at table on the pleasure of acting in the countiy, the 
First Consul said to Cambaceres, who expressed his participa- 
tion in it, “ That this pleasure could consist only in hearsay, for 
he surely had never taken part in a comedy CambacerSs 
seemed piqued, and replied in an accent really amusing when 
contrasted with his melancholy and severe countenance : 

" And why, citizen First Consul, do you think that I have not 
gaiety enough to act in comedy V* “ Really^ citizen Cambac6r&s,” 
replied Napoleon, “ I think you have no gaiety at all.” 

“ Well ! I have very often acted in comedy, nevertheless, not 
only at Montpejtier, but at Beziers, at the house of an old family 
friend, where for six months in the year the theatre was in Acti- 
vity ; and one of the parts in which I was eminently successful, 
was that of Renaud d’Aste.” 
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“ And did you sing? ” cried Madame Bonaparte, ahd all the 
party laughed; but Cambac£r&s, no way disconcerted by .our 
hilarity, continued, “And as all characters suited me alike, I 
played equally well Le Montauciel, in the Deserter. This time 
the laugh was universal. *But Cambacercs was not easily turned 
from an agreeable subject; and having once entered on the 
history of "his scenic adventure, the petty jealousies and intrigues 
of his company, there was.no stopping him under half an hour; 
the rather, as Napoleon, his elbow qn the table, listened, with an 
attention which did not surprise me, because I had observed the 
interest with which he would attend to our reports of the thousand 
little incidents that arise during the rehearsal of a play. The 
First Consul should have been seen in his functions of stage 

E resident to be known under an aspect entirely different from all 
is portraits. “ The First Consul at Malmaison, the First Con- 
sul at St. Cloud, and the First Consul at tke Tuileries,” said 
Mr. Fox to me , 64 are three men forming together the beau ideal 
of human greatness; but I could wish to be a painter,” added 
he, “to take his portrait under these three different characters, 
because I should have three resemblances of the same face, with 
three different countenances.” 

The statesman was right : I had remarked it before him, and 
was pleased at hearing my own idea so* strikingly expressed by 
the man whom, of all Englishmen, I at that time most highly 
appreciated. I also then entertained for the Deliverer of France 
an admiration bordering on fanaticism. I would have wished to 
see the world at his feet, and England appeared to me to render 
him homage in the gratifying speech %f Fox, to which I attached 
more value than really belonged to it. It was, however, per 
fectly true, and Bonaparte at Malmaison was admirable in ex- 
treme simplicity. 

One of our best actors was Isabey, peijjaps the very best, 
Queen Hortense excepted. He, however, ceased to form often 
a member of our corps comique , rather than dramatique , for 
reasons which were but imperfectly explained. * 

One day the First Consul on dismounting from his horse, and 
traversing the gallery adjoining the centre saloon at Malmaison, 
stopped to examine a portfolio of engravings which had been 
placed upon a table at the park end of the gallery. Isabey is 
said to have entered a moment after him, from the theatre/ and 
by the opposite door at the end next the court. The First Con- 
sul was then slim, and wore the uniform of the guides or horse 
chasseurs of the guard, that beloved uniform — the very sight of 
which makes the heart beat. Eugene Beauharnais, as I have be- 
fore observed, was colonel of that fine regiment. /Isabey, who had 
not heard the First Consul return from his ride, seeing a smallslen- 
der figure at the end of the gallery, dressed in the uniform of the 
thasseurs } and observing the two epaulettes, supposed it to be 
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Eugene, 'With whom he was extremely Intimate, and determined 
to take him by surprise. Dexterous, light, active and supple as 
a cat in his movements, he advanced softly without the slightest 
sound to within a short distance, then taking a spring, leaped at 
one bound upon the First Consul, and ’alighted a-straddle on his 
neck. Napoleon imagined the house was falling, or that the 
old gentleman was come to strangle him'. Rising up he disen~ 
gaged himself by main force from his new-fashioned collar, and 
tnrevrpoor Isa bey in his turn 4 upon the ground, and presenting to 
his dismayed view a countenance for which he was certainly little 
prepared, demanded in a severe tone, 

“ What is the meaning of this buffoonery?” 

“I thought it was Eugene,” stammered out the luckless youth* 

“ And suppose it was Eugene,” replied the First r Consul, 
u must you needs break his shoulder-bones ? ” And he walked 
out of the gallery/* 

This story though carefully concealed, was soon bruited about. 
The First Consul had too much tact not to perceive that his was 
the ridiculous share of the adventure; Isabey understood it to 
the full as \yeil, and both would willingly have kept the secret. 

But whether the one in the first moment of his terror related the 
whole to Eugene himself, or the other in his resentment could not 
withhold it from Madame Bonaparte, the affair got wind* I 
know that a short time afterwards its truth was denied. At all 
events, if it caused the departure of Isabey and his loss to our 
company, I must call it injustice, and an act of useless injustice, 
for truly one must be lineally descended, and without any mix- 
ture of inferior blood from Tim on or Heraclitus, to think of the 
First Consul escaladed in this fashion, without laughing. 

General Lallemand, at that time aide-de-camp to my husband, 
was one of our best actors. I have seen but few good come- 
dians, and of those v very few indeed were his equals. 

Ilis talent was natural, but had been improved by the instruc- 
* tions df Michau, from whom he imbibed a portion of that ease 
. and humour which was the principal charm of Michau’s own 
acting. 

This excellent man once said to me, u It is always useful to 
make people laugh," and in illustration of this truth related mi 
anecdote of himself. Passing once quietly along the streets he 
encountered one of thbse disorderly mobs that w 7 ere in the habit of 
parading Paris in those happy days when the lamp-posts served 
for hanging up our gallant citizens ; they would have made him 
join their march, but he resisted and demanded in the name of 
that liberty, whose scarlet ensign was as usual conspicuous in, 
the foremost g^oup, that he should be suffered to continue hi# 
route in pursuance of his own affairs. The discussion was brief, 
the lamp was shattered, and poor Michau, already stripped of hi# 
coat, was on the point of baring hoisted in its place when a 
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fellow with his plump arms bare, and a red and jolly facfy 
rushed into the midst of the banditti, and snatched Michau Scorn 
their grasp, exclaiming — 

“ What are you about simpletons, don’t you know Punch of 
the Republic ?” The Comedie Franfaise was at that time called 
the Theatre de la Republique . 

And thanks to his title of Punch, with which his deliverer* 
the butcher^ boy, had inyested him, Michau found himself at 
liberty, and accepted the apologies, which two hundred rascal# 
offered as coolly for their design of hanging him as if they had 
simply trodden on his toes. 


CHAPTER LXIX. 


The fruit of our triumphs and the peace with Austria— Brilliant festivities at 
Paris — Revival of trade — The balls of Malmaison — Luxuriant! elegance— 
Negotiations at Luneville-^General Brune’s victories — The Archduke Charles 
and Marshal Bellegarde — Early history of General Brune — His exploits in 
Holland and Italy — The Convention of Montfaucon — Tint battle of Fozzolo 
— Brune appointed a Marshal of France — His interview with Gustavus IV.— 
His disgrace — His command in Provence — Ilis tragical death and prophetical 
verses — Bourrienne’s misrepresentations — Madame de Montesson and the 
Lieutenant of Hussars — Bonaparte chooses to be informed of every ihiag^ 
Junots supposed police. # 
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A continued series of victories of the French arms, had at 
length determined Austria to conclude* the treaty of peace : It 
was signed at Luneville by Count Louis von Cobentzel for tha 
Emperor and Germanic Body on the one part, and by Joseph 
Bonaparte in the name of # the French Rej*iblic, which might 
still call itself one, and more than ever indivisible. All wdio had, 
been concerned in the Congress came to Paris, to share in the 
magnificent fetes which the First Consul commanded, that tto£ 
people might have an opportunity of testifying their joy ; and 
that a free circulation of money might revive commerce, and 
give work to that multitude of individuals who, to the number 
of a hundred thousand, exist in Paris by the labour of their 
hands ; a labour which though chiefly devoted to objects of 
luxury, produces those commodities which the higher classes, 
especially in seasons of festivity, can no more do without than 
the lower can subsist without bread. The fetes given by the 

f overament were a signal not only to Paris but to the wholerof 
‘ranee, for balls, dinners, and social assemblages of every kind, 
.Hence commenced in P$ris at this period, life and gaiety, which 
leased not to animate it till the change introduced in 1814* 
Each succeeding day brought ten invitations for the evening. 
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;; >The oriental luxury which the Emperor afterwards introduced 
into his court was not then known* Madame Bonaparte, who 
possessed in the highest perfection the art of dressing, set the 
example of extreme elegance. No sight could be more exhi- 
lirating than a ball at Malmaison, composed of the numerous 
young women connected with the military household which the 
First Consul had just formed, and who constituted, without 
having yet received the name, the Court of Madamd Bonaparte. 
All were young ; many %ere pretty, and I know but one ugly 
enough to merit the epithet \ when this beautiful group was 
attired in robes of* white crape trimmed with flowers, and their 
hair ornamented with, garlands as fresh as the complexion of 
their merry faces, smiling with happiness and good humour, it 
was a charming and striking spectacle to see the animated danpe 
which derived its zest from their gaiety, in the same room m 
which the First Cjonsul and the most renowned characters of 
$&urope were promenading. These assemblies required a con- 
tinual renewal of dress, and the first year of the Consulate con- 
stantly saw the revival of that trade in the manufacturing towns 
of France, which again became an honour to the country. The 
government ‘officers, no doubt, made smaller accumulations, or 
laid out less money on estates ; but shop-keepers sold their 
goods, domestics procured places, and workmen got into, em- 
ployment, through the medium of from eight to ten thousand 
oalls, and five or six thousand dinners, which were given in the 
course of the winter at Paris. From this order of things it fol- 
lowed, that the silk-mercers sold a million yards of satin or 
welvet, crape and tulle in proportion, the shoe-makers manu- 
factured their shoes, the artificial florist was called to assist at 
the toilet with his flowers, the hair-dresser and dress-maker with 
their industry, and the perfumer with his gloves, fans, and 
essences. The higher classes of trade were equally indispensable ; 
the jeweller, the goldsmith, the glass.and porcelain manufacturer, 
the upholsterer, the cabinet-maker, all flourished ; the money 
passed through their hands into those of their workpeople, ana 
the immense population of this great town were all employed 
and all happy, because the superior classes received company, 
and expended their incomes in an honourable manner. I have 
known the people of the Faubourgs at this period, when to be 
peaceful they asked only to be employed, and work was fur- 
nished to them in abundance. More virtues, or more noble sen- 
timents, will nowhere be found than among the working classes 
of Paris. Never did they rise into tumult through the whole 
course of the revolution, except when driven into violence by 
misery and hunger. Hunger ! the most imperious of wants l 
that which blinds the eye and deafens the ear to all other con- 
siderations, and ripens tpie fruits sown by an improvident govern- 
ment— -despair and revolt. ^ 



OCCUPATION OF VERONA# 4|# 

But at the epoch,* of which I am writing, things were nb 
so; all prospered. The peace of Lurie villa, which secured td 
France the Rhine as the limit, had been signed. The concession# 
stipulated at Campo-Formio between General Bonaparte and 
Count Louis von Cobentael, were confirmed ; these concession# 
were the duchies of Milan, of Mantua and Modena, together 
with the Ionian Islands* to be added to the Cisalpine Republic; 
all was^glory shed upon France by the First Consul, and sensibly 
felt by a grateful nation. 

All this was not however achieved without much hesitation on 
the part of the Austrians ; it was the necessity of retreating on 
all sides before our cannons which first ir^luced Austria to treat 
without the consent of England, notwithstanding her recent 
engagement to the contrary. This was a great victory gained over 
English gold. But Joseph Bonaparte, after having given some 
grand dinners at Paris to the Count von Cpbeptzel, in which 
department we had given him all the assistance in our power, 
was obliged to maintain against him, at Luneville, many long 
and worn discussions upon every point to be surrendered, for 
alas ! we were unreasonable, and asked, the plenipotentiary 
thought, too much. Happily for the success of JcW'ph’s* nego- 
tiations he received, just at the critical moment, a courier from 
General Brune, bringing a copy of despatch to the First 
Consul, announcing a victory in the true republican style of 
conciseness: 

“ Citizen, First Consul, 

“ I have the honour to inform you that I crossed the 
Adige, yesterday, the 1st of January •immediately above Verona*; 
which puts me into a position to announce to you very shortly 
the occupation of that town. 

“ I salute you with respect, 

^ “Brune.” 

Accordingly on the 3d of January Verona was occupied by 
our troops, as well as Vincenza some days afterwards, and the 
Brenta was then crossed. In fact, the army was now on the? 
march, and with sufficient rapidity, to form a junction with 
Moreau, who, on his part, encamped at the distance of twenty- 
five leagues from Vienna, had concluded an armistice with His 
Imperial Highness the Archduke Charles, a good^ prince, an 
honest man and a great captain, but always unfortunate,. M. 
de Bellegarde, who was so too, (that is, unfortunate, for the rest 
I am not competent to speak), took the same method to obtain 
some quiet sleep. An armistice was concluded between him and 
General Brune; and three weeks after, the glorious treaty of 
Luneville was signed, which wholly restored* Marshal Belle- 
garde’s repose, and 1 may add, en passant , that of some other 
Austrian generals-in-chief, who had had enough of this war* 

* The 9th of February, 1801. 
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She Priiice Charles was the only one of them whose noble con- 
duct, even under every reverse, was worthy of his exalted birth 
and great soul. I more than esteem the character of this 
prince, and believe I know it as well as a personage of his rank 
can be known, without the advantage of personal access; but I 
know enough of him to fix my opinion upon bases which ensure 
my veneration* 

Brune, who gave so fortunate an impetus to the diplomacy of 
Luneville, was born at Brives, and like all natives of the south* 
was ardent, active, fond of literature, poetry, and the fine arts ; 
he possessed a large share of information and betook himself to 
composition. To faqilitate the publication of his works he 
became a printer; and at this period of his life the revolution 
opened. Brune was young ; his head and heart confessed but 
one idea — glory and his country ! He w as a patriot in the true 
sense of the word ; r all that passed under his eye added fuel to his 
thoughts. He soon cast away his pen, ink, and paper, and took 
up the sword and the gun to enter into one of those battalions of 
heroes which France produced by thousands in those radient 
days of glory and liberty, and which were formed without the 
necessity of Seating to amis. His battalion of the Seine and 
Oise was commanded by General Lapoype. 

Jjffone of our.marshalsrhave been so falsely represented to the 
public opinion as Brune. He w as not one of Moreau's generals 
as it was the fashion to denominate all those who had served in 
the army of the Rhine. Had the restored Princes believed him 
so, they would surely have protected him from the popular fury, 
as senseless as all the accusations which have been advanced 
against him ; but Brune did not belong to the army of the 
Rhine ; neither was he in Paris in the autumnof 1792. Those, 
therefore, who accuse him of participating in the horrible saturna- 
lia of the Septembrisers, to which, had he been at Paris, he would 
neither in heart, TVord, or jest hftve assented, should, before 
staining his life with a falsehood, in order to palliate the horror 
of his death, have ascertained w hether in physical possibility, he 
could have committed the atrocious crime with which he is 
charged, and of which an alibi of several hundred leagues is, I 
apprehend, a sufficient refutation. Brune was not at Paris in 
September, 1792, but at Radmack. 

Brune advanced rapidly to an elevated rank in the army; he 
had courage and good will, an union always tending to success* 
but at this period ensuring it. The cannon cleared the ranks 
with a frightful rapidity, and made sure way to promotion For 
those who obtained the notice of their chiefs, though it might be 
only to advance them more certainly to the honours of a soldier's 
grave. The cradle of Brune's glory waf the.army of Italy, then 
under the command of Kellerman and Brunet. It is, however* 
remarkable, that notwithstanding the activity of Brune’s military 
life, and a renown well-earned before General Bonaparte’s 
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accession to the command of the army of Italy in 179% he is 
scarcely mentioned in the journals of the. time ; the Monitm* 
for example, notices him only in 1797. Brune, however, largely 
contributed his contingent of glory to the three brilliant days 
preceding and following the battle of Rivoli, which decided the 
fate of Italy. He was soon after named general-in-chief of the 
army in Helvetia; laid •siege to Berne, and by its surrender pro- 
duced the submission of a|l Switzerland. From thence he was 
removed to the Texel, to oppose the landing of the Anglo- 
Russian army under the command of the Duke of York, which 
might have been a fatal event for France, while at the same 
moment Massena was sinking in Switzerland under the superior 
force of Zurich. 

The »oad to Paris was open, and Brune, with twenty thou- 
sand men, whom the Directory kept in a state of inefficient 
provision, was to check the advance of an A^glo-Russian army, 
which had disembarked at Alkmaar, and was joined by a 
Dutch force of eighteen thousand men. The Duke of York 
was entirely beaten at Bergen, which led to the capitulation of 
his whole army at Alkmaar ; and Massena at the same time 
gained the battle of Zurich ; two victories which shved France, 
as Marshal Villars had saved her at Denain. 

Peace now granted a momentary security to our frontier, 
and the overthrow of the Directory opened a prospect of good 
government to France ; the First Consul’s most anxious cares 
were directed to the re-establishinent of order in those fine pro- 
vinces so long desolated by internal conflicts, and he sent Brune 
into the west, where General Hedouville had already prepared 
that convention, which was signed almost immediately after, 
and secured the submission and tranquillity of both sides of 
the Loire. At this period the First Consul appointed him to 
the command of the army of Italy, which brings us to the point 
whence we set out. • * 

It was at this period, in the month of November, 1800, that 
Macdonald at the head of the army of the Grisons, compre* 
bending the full importance of his junction with Brune, pene* 
trated into the Valteline by the passage of the Splugen, one 
of the most elevated summits of the Alps, and braving tempests 
and avalanches, succeeded in his prodigious efforts by the most un- 
precedented display of courage and industry. But to the chief 
of the staff of this army, General Matthew Dumas, who is 
still living amongst us, is to be attributed, perhaps, more than 
even Macdonald himself, this triumph over the wrathful ele- 
ments and stepdame nature, all the resources which patience^ 
vigilance, activity, and philanthropy, could supply to the warrior* 
he provided in forestalling his wants, and profecting him from 
Other dangers than those of the sword and the cannon. Brune 
meanwhile was attempting the passage of the Mincio, in face 
of the fine army of Marshal Bellegarde; the battle of Poa^ 
solo, in which Suchet, unsupported, sustained for many hours 
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the #hoie weight of the enemy's forces, and which was finally 
decided by an admirable charge of cavalry, under Davoust, 
enabled him, on the 25th, 26th, and 27th o ff December, 1800, 
to effect his purpose, and nearly destroyed the Austrian army. 
Its ultimate important influence upon the conditions of the 
peace of Luneville has been already detailed. 

Brune now returned to France, retired to his estate of St. 
Just, in Champagne, did good in his neighbourhood, and 
amused himself with literature. In 1804 he was one of the 
sixteen marshals whom Bonaparte appointed on the establish- 
ment of the empire. In 1807 Brune was ordered with a corps 
d’armce into Swedish, Pomerania ; he took Stralsund and the 
Isle of Rugen, and forced the Swedish army to retire. His in- 
terview with the King of Sweden; during the siege of Stral- 
sund, the particulars of which, as published by Gustavus Brune, 
denied to be correct, caused Napoleon’s high displeasure ; he 
continued for many years in disgrace, and the name of the con- 
queror of Bergen and the pacificator of the East was, during 
this period, never pronounced. 

On Napoleon’s return, however, in March, 1815, Marshal 
Brune was dfawn from his retirement and accepted a post of great 
confidence and delicacy — the command of the eighth military 
division, which * committed the peace of the south to his keep- 
ing. The restoration of Louis XVIII. and his re-entry into 
Paris found Brune at his post; he went to Toulon himself to 
restore the white flag there, lest its reappearance should be 
the signal for popular tumult, and was afterwards summoned 
te Paris. It was on his way thither, at Avignon, that he met 
with the dreadful death which lias stained the era to which it 
belongs, with indelible ihfamy. Many important particulars of 
it, which I have received from an eyewitness, 1 reserve till 
my narrative brings me to its proper place; nor should I have 
introduced the subject at present, but for an interesting and im- 

f ortant fact connected with the period of his commaud in 
taly, and which I cannot omit here. To appreciate it pro- 
perly the reader must be acquainted with the principal circum- 
stances of the case, which I shall therefore slightly state. 

Marshal Brune on reaching Avignon was warned that much 
agitation prevailed in the town, and that it was particularly di- 
rected against him ; lie was strongly recommended to avoid pass- 
ing through ; but turning a deaf ear to all advice he commanded 
his postillions to drive to the post-house ; here an armed mob of 
800 men, calling themselves royalists, besieged him in a room to 
which they Ipd driven him for refuge ; the mayor, the prefect, 
and a few g#md*ames succeeded in protecting him during four 
hours from their* infuriated attacks, while three thousand citizens 
looked with apathy upon the atrocious scene, without affording 
the smallest assistance^ The gallant resistance of the police 
was at length overpowered, and under the stupid pretence that 
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the Marshal had been the murderer of the Princess of Lfemt^ll& 
a vile slander generally circulated, and which I have refuted 
above, in proving that he was not at Paris when that tragedy 
was performed, he was put to death by the mob in the most 
barbarous manner; his lacerated corpse, after being dragged 
through the mud, was thrown into the Rhone ; and the river 
refusing to contain it, it lay two days unburied upon the strand, 
whither the -waves had cast it. 

The curious incident, which though it occurred eighteen years 
previously, is so closely connected tvith the tragical event, took 
place in Italy in the year 1797. General Massena was called 
to Milan by General Bonaparte, then commanding in chief, to 
assist at some national festival. The command of Massena’s 
division Jhen devolved on Brune, who celebrated the same fete 
at Padua. A banquet was gfren, at which much patriotic 
poetry was read and sung. General Brune, who was a man of 
literature and fond of poetry, heard some stanzas of a song, the 
principles of which pleased him, and he composed impromptu 
the following couplets which he sang in aonclusion : 

Against one, two hundred rise, 

Assail and smite him till he dies ; 

Yet blood, say they, we spare to spill ; 

And patriots we account them still ! 

Urged by martial ardour on, 

In the wave their victim' a thrown, 

Their fanatic joy to fill ! 

Yet these men are patriots still ! 

What an extraordinary concurrence or cjpcumstances l what a 
singular colouring does this unpremeditated composition cast 
over the fate of Brune ! Little did he suppose himself prophesy- 
ing, and yet with what strange mystery are the future details of 
his horrible death here related in anticipation^ This account of* 
the composition of these verses is perfectly authentic ; it was 
given me by an officer who was present at the dinner when they 
were sung, as was the Chevalier Suchet, brother of Marshal* 
Suchet, who can certify the truth of the whole history. 

Before returning, according to the thread of my narrative, to 
the Count Louis von Cobentzel and the state of things introduced 
at Paris by the treaty of Luneville, I will take advantage of the 
break already made in it to mention one of the misrepresentations 
of M. de Bourrienne ; one which I am the more bound to correct 
because it affects the memory of Junot. I know not whether 
the time which has elapsed since the facts which he relates has 
driven from his memory a number of circumstances which he 
must have known, and thereby caused the false colouring he 
gives to many things ; as for exampie, he speaks of Junot’s secret 
police, when he certainly ought to know that Junot never was 
intrusted with any direction of the police. Junot was necessarily 
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acquainted with many facts and events, because the military com- 
mandant of a great town receives a daily report as to its interior 
order or disorder, and this opened to him an infinity of doors of 
observation, into which sometimes he would not even look* 
Frequently, indeed, have I seen reports given in by the ohi 
adjutant Laborde, which Junot has made him transcribe, in order 
to omit certain names or some words which might compromise 
the parties concerned in them, and were of no importance to the 
safety of the First Consul. On this subject I will cite an anecdote. 

A lady of considerable importance in good society was involved 
in the reports concerning some conspiracy under the Consulate ; 
I do not remember whether it was the infernal machine or that 
of Chevalier ; but the fact was, that this lady, perfectly inno- 
cent, had been induced by the giddiness of a young fool to give 
him an asylum against the political prescription he had incurred, 
while he represented the cause of his danger to her as totally 
different from the fact. The gendarmerie traced him, and took 
him from under the wing of Madame de Montesson. The lady 
no sooner discovered the real state of the case, than in great 
alarm she hastened to visit Junot. She was held in much con- 
sideration by the First Consul : Madame Bonaparte was attached 
to her; she felt herself deserving of their good will, and the base 
idea of figuring in an affair which must come under the cognisance 
of the tribunals distressed her exceedingly. Junot immediately 
perceived that she had committed no intentional error, and the 
report was altered : the name of Madame de Montesson did not 
appear in it, there was no occasion that it should ; the young 
man was arrested, which was the point in requisition. Some time 
afterwards the FirsJ Consul asked Junot, “ In what house 
was the young lieutenant of the 12tli arrested ?” For a 
moment Junot was posed, but he remembered that it had 
been inserted in the report, that he had been taken when 
.walking in the Ch&mps-Elysees, and he answered accordingly. 
The First Consul answered J unot, pulling him by the ear, 

u You have a bad memory, Junot, he was arrested at Madame 
' de Montesson 7 s house/ 7 He then added more seriously, " You 
were right, my dear Junot, in listening to Madame de Montes- 
son ’s request ; I have a respect for her, and I am glad you did 
not insert her name in the report; but you should have men- 
tioned it verbally to me, and not have wholly forgotten the 
circumstance/ 7 

In this little trait the character of Napoleon is very conspicu- 
ous. He would always know every thing, and was offended by 
the smallest concealment. Junot discovered Fouch6 to have 
been the channel by Which the First Consul became acquainted 
with this affair.* 

I have reported this little history to prove that Junot sup- 
pressed whatever tended to scandal, if it had no immediate 
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reference to the Emperor’s safety. Many of these reports are to 
fiiis day among his papers; they are purely military, but in 
these times of trouble were the depositories of many names con~ 
nected with affairs into which the police were prying, but which, 
fortunately for their proprietors, fell into the bands of a man of 
honour* with respect to the large sums which Junot received 
for the secret police of the capital, and of which he remitted an 
annuity of 3000 francs to a bad bulletinist, I know nothing of 
them* I suppose, however, that the First Consul, unwilling to 
charge all the appointments of the Commandant of Paris upon 
the military funds, gave Junot a pension upon the extraordinary 
revenue raised by the minister of police, # and which was solely 
at his own disposal: the daily reports were drawn up at the 
station qf the military staff of Paris or the Quai de Voltaire, 
and were brought to Junot by the chief of the staff, the adju- 
tant-general Doucet, under whose orders several adjutants 
exercised a close surveillance over the peace and good order of 
Paris : these were Junot’s agents and bulletinists, but they were 
no spies of police, I may add, that never did Junot, nor Mar- 
shal Mortier, who in his quality of general commanding the first 
military division, was his chief, in the performance (*f their duty 
compromise one innocent person. But I can easily conceive 
th^ there are men whose crooked policy wishing always to 
remain in shadow, would endeavour to the utmost to frustrate 
the object of all these cares, and failing to do so would spare no 
slander which might bring those cares into disrepute. Hence, J[ 
apprehend, the origin of the animosity with which the -military 
staff of Paris has been pursued / # 


CHAPTER LXX. 

Count Louis von Cobentzel — Ilis taste for fetes and frivolities — Anecdote of* 
his embassy to the court of Catherine — The theatre of the Hermitage — The 
ambassador as Countess d’Escarbagnas — The novice courier and his de- 
spatches — Change of costume — Victories of Bonaparte and diplomacy in 
masquerade — Lord Whitworth — Talents and manners of Count Cobentzel — 
Count Philip Cobentzel his successor. 

* 

Count Louis von Cobentzel, who had just signed, at Lune- 
ville, the treaty of peace between Austria and France, was the 
greatest lover of spectacles, fStes, and all kinds of merry diver- 
sions, that I have ever met with in my life. The Emperor, his 
master, had made a judicious selection in appointing him envoy 
for signing a treaty of peace. He interested himself in the pro- 
grammes of all the intended ffites ; enjoyed them by anticipation 
and gave his opinion on the preparations. 
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1 frequently saw him ; for, as he was passionately fond of 
plays, and I had a box at all the theatres, he preferred going 
privately with Junot and me, to appearing in the official box of 
the minister for foreign affairs. 

Count Louis was middle aged, very pgly, and is truly reported 
to have resembled Mirabeau. He had the same sallow face, 
and his eyes, which, however, bojre no other resemblance to 
those of Mirabeau, were equally small. He had also the same 
enormous head of hair, which gave so singular an effect to 
Mirabeau's countenance (I am not speaking of resemblance in 
the intellectual countenance). Count Louis was lively and sen- 
sible, but withal had plenty of follies ; follies which he is said to 
have only adopted in imitation of Prince Kaunitz. lie had 
been for a long time Austrian ambassador at the courj; of the 
great Catherine, and retained a profound and enthusiastic admi- 
ration for that sovereign, who kept a theatre, played herself, and 
carried the condescension so far as to write comedies for the 
amusement of her court. When Count Lour von Cobentzel 
was once launched on this favourite topic, it was a vain hope to 
extract a word from him that did not bear reference to the 
theatre at the Hermitage, in which his frightful person would 
certainly not set off his dramatic talents to the best advantage. 

The First Consul related to us one evening, that M. de 
Cobentzel had had a little theatre constructed in the palace of 
the Austrian ambassador at Petersburgh, principally with the 
ol^ject, as you may suppose, of acting hinr if. One day me 
ambassador was to assume the character of the Countess d’Ks- 
carbagnas. The Empress had promised to be present, ane* the 
v Count-Countess was dressed early to be in readings for appear- 
ing on the stage the inpment the Czarina nad taken her seat. 
She arrived, and the ambassador was sought for, but neither he 
nor the Coimtess could be found. At length, after a tiresome 
search, he was discovered in his cabinet, in male attire indeed, 
but with his hair puffed, in high-wheeled shoes, and so suffo- 
cated with passion that he could scarcely articulate the words, 

■ * Hang that villain for me,” pointing to a man who was praying 
all the saints in Heaven to defend him from the supposed 
madman. 

This was a courier from Vienna arrived in haste, witli very 
important despatches, and specially ordered to deliver them into 
the ambassador's own hands ; for Catherine II. made no scruple 
of violating the seals, not only of her own subjects, but of foreign- 
ers, and even ambassadors, whose diplomatic character is a 
sacred defence, even amongst the most savage nations. M. de 
Beausset, when ambassador from France, made serious com- 
plaints of this gross breach of international law. The courier 
was a young man, recently attached to the foreign office, and 
had never even seen the Count Cobentzel. He arrived at seven 
in the evening, just as the Count, having finished his toilet as 
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Countess d’Escarbagnas was complacently contemplating; the 
reflection in a large looking glass, of a figure which has perhaps 
never since been paralleled; smiling at his whimsical visage, 
adding a patch, flirting his fan, enlarging his Hoop, and repeat- 
ing the most striking'passages of his part. At this moment the 
courier from Vienna was announced. The Count replied that 
he would see him the next morning, but at present he was other- 
H wise occupied ; recommending that he should repose himself for 
fpthe night, and leave business till the morning. '* 

% But the young man was a novieG in diplomacy, and scrupu- 
lously conscientious in discharging his commission. His orders 
were to use all diligence and at whatever price to reach Peters- 
burgh before midnight on this very day. He was arrived, and 
loudly $nd pertinaciously insisted on seeing the ambassador. 
One of the secretaries informed M. de Cobentzel of the courier's 
orders. “ Why, what, does the obstinate, fellow want? Is he 
possessed? Well, send him in." 

The secretary, accustomed to the fooleries of his mister, with- 
out an instant's reflection on the necessity of preparing a stranger 
for the interview, introduced him into the cabinet, saying, 
a There is the ambassador/' And +he courier foufld himself in 
the presence of a woman dressed in the fashion of his grind- 
mother's days, who dvanced affectedly to meet Jiim, and while 
putting with one hand an e tra patch on around cheek, already 
tvueoaied behind a thick coat of rouge, stretched out the other 
to ‘ xeive the packet, saying, “ Well, sir, let us see the famous 
despatches/' The courier turned round instead of answering, to 
request an explanation of the stian^e spectacle that thus pre- 
sented itself. But the secretary had vanished ; the door was* 
shut, and he found himself alone with the burlesque vision. 

“ I wish to speak to the ambassador," cried the young man^ 
whose brain, somewhat heated by the fatigue of several days ' 1 
rapid travelling, was nearly # overset upon Seeing a masquerade 
figure seize the ministerial packet, and endeavour to snatch it 
from him, saying all the while, 

“ Hei v is the atnbassador ! I am the ambassador ! " 

The young Austrian was stout, and retained a firm hold of 
the deposit confided to him ; but beginning to be frightened, he 
called for help, insisting on seeing the ambassador, and refusing 
to recognise him under this disguise. In vain Count Cobentzel 
ran after him round the cabinet, explaining why, on this particu- 
lar occasion, he was dressed in his fine brocaded gown and velvet 
petticoat. Greek would have been more intelligible to his 
companion. At length the Count exclaimed in despair, 

“ Well, blockhead, you shall see him, you shall see your 
ambassador;" and entering his bedchamber, he threw o£F his 
gown and petticoat, and returned to the obstinate courier in 
Madame Jttnot — vol,i. 2 k 
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white silk stockings, high-heeled shoes, black breeches, and 
puffed hair ; — another edition of my dragoon's dress, and white 
satin shoes. 

■ Accordingly the young' courier, more than ever persuaded of 
his insanity, persisted in refusing to surrender the imperial 
packet, rill the ambassador was growing seriously angry, when, 
to complete his fury, the Empress’s arrival was announced to 
him. The secretary of the embassy explained this strange 
scene to the diplomatic courier, and persuaded him at length to 

f ive his despatches into the ha‘nds of Count Louis von Cobentzel. 

he Count read them, and found them indeed a singular prologue 
to the comedy he was about to perform. They announced to 
him that Beaulieu and Wurmser had no better fortune in Italy 
than the Archduke Charles upon the Rhine. That General 
Bonaparte, then twenty-six years c of age, was taking possession 
of Italy, at the lie^d of 36,000 Frenchmen, and was beating 
General Beaulieu, notwithstanding (and very probably on ac- 
count of) hik seventy-six years, though he had 50,000 men under 
his orders. They also warned the ambassador, that it was of 
the utmost importance to induce the Czarina to give effect to 
her promises so long since made, of placing an armament by 
' sea and land at the disposal of the allies, and pressed him not 
to lose; a moment in communicating this intelligence to the 
Empress, and in entering upon the question of the armament. 

This order admitted of no delay in its execution ; Count 
Cobentzel felt it, and I may say painfully. England was at this 
moment about to sign a treaty of subsidy and alliance with 
Russia; Austria was deeply interested in avoiding the smallest 
offence to England, and the Count felt that it would be an agree- 
able compliment to the British ambassador to consult him on 
this important occasion. Lord Whitworth was sent to and came. 
To form a just conception of this interview the two personages 
should be known. Lord Whitwotyh was tall, perfectly well 
made and handsome, with a countenance and manner of the 
highest distinction. I have never known a man better calculated 
to represent a nation great, prosperous, and impertinent ; always 
magnificently dressed, even at the Consular Court, it may be 
imagined how particular he would be at that of Catherine II, 

. where Eastern luxury prevailed to a magical extent. Imagine 
then the contrast he would present to the countenance, figure, 
and manners of M. de Cobentzel, always a little burlesque, and 
decorated on this occasion for the amusement of the persons 
who witnessed the conversation in the absurd accoutrements of the 
Countess d'Escarbagnas. Lord Whitworth received the Count's 
communication with the cold politeness habitual to him, and 
recommending him not to keep the Empress waiting, went to 
apologize for a delay, which admitted of no apology but the 
truth. 1 believe, though I am not quite sure of it, that the 
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Empress in her impatience to be informed more at length of the 
details of events of which the English ambassador could only give 
the outline, required the immediate presence of the Count Von 
Cobentzel, who came in his gown, hoop, and puffs to the au- 
dience. 

The Count Louis von Cobentzel, though really agreeable, was 
much less so than he would have been had he permitted his own 
good sense* and informatjon to direct his manners, instead of 
servilely copying those of Prince Kaunitz and Prince Potemkin, 
to both of whom he affected to bear a personal resemblance, and 
whose frivolity and morality, both of the school of Louis XV., 
lie assumed together with an exclusive predilection for the great 
world. This world was the court, beyond the luminous circle 
of which all to him was chaos. His good sense, however, made 
him understand, that a generation had sprung up, in which were 
to be found names bearing a lustre of renown. fully equal to that 
of heraldic blazonry. He knew this, but to his aristocratic ears 
the sound of the word citizen, applied to the head of the govern- 
ment, produced discord to all social harihony ; and he could not 
reconcile himself to the necessity of addressing Madame Lannes 
without the title of Princess. He had talent., however, and was, 
as I have said, agreeable ; he related multitudes of anecdotes 
about the court of Russia, all very amusing ; that-of the Countess 
d’Escarbagnas did not come from himself, but was told me at a 
later period by some Russians of Catherine’s court, and by the 
Count’s cousin, Count Philip von Cobentzel, who very s$on 
succeeded him as ambassador at Paris, and remained here till 
our rupture with the Austrians in 1804. • 

It was also in the year 1801 that a treaty of peace was signed 
at Florence between France and Naples/ It is worthy of remark, 
that in this treaty the Isle of Elba was made over to France, 
although not as an object of much consideration, for it was 
always regarded as a barren unci savage fock ; thirteen yearS 
later it became the only asylum of the monarch to whom it 
belonged. 
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CHAPTER LXXI. 


The ambassador at the theatres — The Vaudeville — The Com^die Frapsaise— 
Fleury — Manners of 1801 and 1831— All superiority dangerous — The Duke 
of Orleans and the blacksmith — Fleury, King of, Prussia and the Count de 
Perigord in prison — Paul I. and General Sprengporten — Portrait of Madame 
Becamier — Gradual change in the state of society — The Bankers’ fetes — 
Foreigners in Paris — Death of the Emperor Paul and accession of Alexander 
—-The Bussians at Paris-^The Chevalier de Kalitscheff and the Count de 
Markoff. 

The Count Louis von Cobentzel was fond of laughing*, 
especially when he was, as he called it, incognito ; that is to say, 
when he left two dozen ribands and medals in his carriage, and 
retained but two or three ; which with his black coat almost 
French, his silk stockings, diamond shoe-buckles and full-dressed 
head, made him a personage not very likely to diminish the 
merriment of such of the frequenters of the Montansier and the 
Vaudeville as should chance to meet him in the corridors. Our 
box at the Vaudeville having a private entrance and staircase 
from the Rue de Chartres, made it particularly agreeable to the 
ambassador, and his, frequent presence there was an additional 
attraction and am\ipepient to us. In the years 1800, 1801 and 
1802, the Vaudevilles resumed the gaiety which the stem events 
of the preceding years had greatly diminished ; the song was 
iesumed, and farce did not go to seek its subjects in Plutarch, 
livy, or the State Trials. Pero and his friends, Scarron’s mar- 
riage, and a thousand other such, were more suitable to this 
temple of gaiety, than the grand names, the very sound of which 
is sufficient to chase away mirth. At this moment the com* 
panies of the Vaudeville and the Th6fttre de Montansier were 
particularly well chosen. 

The Comedie Fran^aise was also in its glory. Talma, Lafont, 
St. Prix, Monvel — what an admirable constellation of talent ! 
then Mademoiselle Raucourt, Madame Vestris, Monsieur Fleury, 
Mademoiselle Georges, Mademoiselle Duchesnois, Mademoiselle 
Volnais, and Mademoiselle Bourgoin ; the recent d&buts of the 
four last still divided the society of Paris into agitated factions ; 
but greater than all these was Mademoiselle Mars, already the 
queen of comfcdy. Fleury; was one of the performers at this 
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theatre who pleased me best ; I never heard him go through any 
character without giving it full effect, by his excellent judgment 
and good sense. Then his manners were those of a perfect gen- 
tleman, fully imbued wjth the ton of good company : not the 
affectation of the present day, or the manners which then belonged 
to the stable and the gingerbread-stall. 

But I must speak of Fleury and of the triumph of his art in 
the character of Frederick in The two Pages . Many persons 
can yet remember the astonishment of Prince Henry, when he 
saw his brother upon the stage, speaking, walking, blowing his 
nose, — in all points Frederick himself. # And that mask, as it 
may be called, with which at his pleasure he assumed another 
face, v^as wholly furnished by a play of the muscles altogether 
his own, and for which he was m no degree indebted to any 
theatrical manoeuvre* This was proved to me in a singular 
manner by the Count de Perigord. 

This nobleman was thrown into prison during the reign of 
terror, when not ostracism only, but imprisonment and death 
were frequently the reward of genius, as well as of aristocracy of 
whatever kind ; even success in the lowest grades of life was 
not exempt. For example, the Duke of Orleans had for a com- 
panion in death, a blacksmith who Jiad beei\ denounced and 
condemned, because the president of his section was also a black- 
smith, and hung fewer bells than his neighbour. The entire 
company of the Comedie Frangaise were for similar reasons 
under lock and key, and M. de Perigord was painfully surprised 
at meeting in prison so many peiyons who had contributed .to 
his enjoyment m the days of happiness. But a Frenchman, it 
is well known, can be gay even in the presence of death, and 
the friend and companion of Marshal Saxe was not very likely 
to be otherwise. Every time, therefore, that the old Count met 
Fleury in the gloomy galleries of their prison he stopped, made 
a low obeisance, and said, * How does your majesty do V 9 “ At 
the instant,” continued M. de Perigord, “ the king of Prussia 
stood before me, such as we have seen him in The two Pag&, 
such as he was at Potsdam two years before his death : his back 
bowed, but his carriage imposing nevertheless, the same air, and 
the same play of countenance. And this total change effected 
in a few seconds, in a damp dungeon, by the light of a grated 
casement, and when a turnkey might interrupt this dramatic 
entertainment by marching us before the revolutionary tribunal, 
that is to say, — to death \" 

There is great talent no doubt in this active and ever ready 
play of the matures and disguisement of the whole person j but 
i think the mental firmness of the man, which will permit him 
to exercise these faculties in the midst of the most imminent 
danger, is still more worthy of admiration than the powers of the 
actor. 

The Austrian embassy was not the only one which at tins 
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period enlivened Paris ; the Emperor of Russia if he had not an 
actual representative at the Consular Court, had at least a medium 
of communication with the First Consul in the person of General 
Sprengporten. Charmed with the generosity with which Napo* 
.leon had treated Russia, in sending home without ransom or 
exchange, well clothed and provided for, the eight thousand 
prisoners taken at Alkmaar, on the Surrender of the Anglo- 
Russian army, Paul had charged General Sprengporten with a 
letter of thanks to the First Consul, but without giving him any 
diplomatic character.* 

This general gave charming fetes ; and though himself of a 
disposition habitually melancholy, arising from his exile from his 
native country, to which his engagements in the Russian, service 
were a bar to his ever returning, he so frankly testified his desire 
to see his guests well amused that it was impossible to avoid 
being so. He was moreover a bachelor, and this circumstance 
contributed to the’ freedom of intercourse and mirth which his 
house offered. 

It was here that I first saw r Madame Recamier ; I had heard 
her much spoken of, and I acknowledge that my mother had 

S ’udiced my judgment concerning her, in persuading herself, 
consequently me (for in matters relating to society, my 
opinion almost always followed hers), that Madame Reeamier’s 
reputation was wholly exaggerated, and that she must necessarily 
be a person of such overbearing pretensions, that no moderate 
qualifications could expect any notice in presence of her noisy 
and senseless appropriation pf the homage of fashion t 

Great then was my surprise w hen I beheld that lovely face, so 
blooming, so childish, and yet so beautiful ! and still greater 
when I observed the timid uneasiness she experienced in her 
triumph. No doubt it was pleasing to be proclaimed the un- 
rivalled beauty ofehe fSte ; but it was evident that she was pained 
by the envious glances of the females, who could not wholly 
suppress the ill-will with which they witnessed her monopoly of 
adoration. 

Madame Recamier truly deserved that homage; she was a 
really pretty woman ! This praise is bestowed on every young 
woman with a passable face, whom it is necessary to flatter at 
her entrance into life, because she has a fortune, and the house 
to which she belongs is open to company ; and thus is a word 

* General Sprengporten was not a Russian, but, born in Finland of an ancient 
family. At -the period of the famois revolution in Sweden in 1776, he was 
much attached to the cause of Gustavus III., who, aware of the strict honour 
and fidelity of his military friend, made him acquainted with his plans, but 
. Sprengporten arrived at Stockholm too late to assist the young king ; the chapeaux 
had beaten the bonnets, and Gustavus was the conqueror. Sweden was at that 
period divided into two parties ; the bonnets were supported by the Diet/aad 
me chopettux, encouraged by France, were of the King’s party. Sprengporten 
afterwards passed into the Russian service, and although not ambassador at 
: JPans, he wai treated and listened to as such# 
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profaned which is destined to describe tike most ravishing of 
nature’s works. It would be more reasonable to s$y of such & 
person — she is handsome. Nothing is more vulgar than those 
every day faces with great eyes, a strait nose, a mouth with good 
teeth and rosy lips, and dll this accompanied by falling shoulders, 
and a well made leg and arm. But go and ask those large eyes 
for a look.of fire, tho$e lips to open with an intellectual smile, 
and that Greek or Roman nose to derange its solemn line to 
show by the smallest movement of the nostrils that that fine face 
can exhibit a play of the muscles ; ask all this, and you may 
find a beautiful marble statue, butiiow silent and cold. 

This requisite Madame Recamier possessed in perfection ; the 
expression of her eyes is mild and intellectual, her smile is 
graciohs, her language attaching ; her whole person possesses 
the charm of native grace, goodness, and intelligence. She re- 
minded rae at first sight of the Madonnas^of the pious Italian 
painters ; but the resemblance consisted wholly in expression — 
not in regularity of features. It was the mind which animated 
her eyes, and blushed in her cheek ; the smile which so frequently 
played upon her rosy lips expressed the unaffected joy of a young 
neart, happy in pleasing, and in being beloved. When Madame 
Recamier was in England, she excited the same enthusiasm in 
the multitudes who thronged to see he*, because there is in grace 
and goodness a charm which exercises its power, without appeal, 
over the people df every country. 

At the tjme/yfien I first met Madame Recamier she was in 
the prim# oC&er beauty and of brilliant existence. M. 
Recamf&^Was at the head of one t>f the first banking house! of 
Paris ; his misfortunes were not then foreseen. He had, there- 
fore, the means of giving to his charming consort all the enjoy- 
ments of wealth and luxury, as a poor return for her tender at- 
tentions, and the happiness which she over his home and 
his life. M. Recamier’s* house was a delightful residence; 
nothing was comparable to the ffites he gave to foreigners recom- 
mended to him, and whose choice of M. Recamier for thair 
banker, was no doubt fixed by the desire of an introduction to 
his wife. Curiosity attracted them to his house, they were re- 
tained there by a charm which acted equally upon old and 
young, male and female. 

Madame Recamier is an essential character in cotemporary 
memoirs ; it is not often that a woman is to be found to embellish 
the era of her life, with attractions such as hers ; a woman whose 
friendship has been courted by^fiersons the most remarkable of 
the age for their talents ; a woman whose beauty has thrown at 
her feet all the men whose eyes have once be.en set upon her ; 
whose love has been the object of universal desire, yet whose 
virtue has remained pure ; whose unsullied reputation never 
suffered from the attacks of jealousy or envy; a woman who 
lost none of the affections which had been pledged to her, 
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cause in her days of gaiety and splendour she had the merit of 
being always ready to sacrifice her own enjoyments to afford 
consolation, which no one could do more sweetly and effectually, 
to any friend in affliction. To the world Madame Recamier is 
a celebrated woman ; to those who had the happiness to know 
and to appreciate, her, she was a peculiar and gifted being, 
formed by nature as a perfect model i^jpne of her most benefi- 
cent moods. 

The epoch of which we are now speaking was remarkable, 
as ushering in a century, of which the twelve first years fur- 
nished more events, than the whole circle of centuries which 
have formed the history of nations. 

Since the 18 th Brumaire, society had been reuniting, and 
grouping round a government which offered it at length, not 
only security but prosperity. The peace with Germany, that 
which was in progress with Russia, and a preliminary treaty 
already far advanced with Great Britain, afforded a bright hori- 
zon, to replace those thick clouds which weighed upon the 
bosoms even of individuals, oppressing all with fears, not only 
for their possessions but their lives. Such a change in the state 
necessarily produced a revolution in manners and in the rela- 
tions of society. For the benefit of a part of the existing 
generation, of tne rising part especially, it is proper to observe 
that good society, or the world of fashion, was at the time to 
which we allude, a kingdom within itself, having its own laws, 
customs, usages, and even language; and all ihis without any 
prejudice to its neighbours. Women were the sovereigns of 
this empire, and the homage they exacted from their subjects 
was the just return for .the charm they shed upon all social in- 
tercourse subject to their administration. All this had suffered 
greatly in the general overthrow. Beautiful women had as- 
sumed the red cep ; but in the vaunted days of liberty, the 
liberty of changing one’s style or character was not permitted. 
But as in this world every thing has an end, happily this glorious 
period of liberty had its end. Families again began to meet at 
stated festivals, to kiss the hand of the aged grandmother ; 
they no longer feared to march in procession to the mother’s 
room with bouquets of flowers on the day of Our Lady, or the 
patron saint ; in time we got bolder, and private balls were re- 
newed ; at length came the Consulate, and we were commanded 
to amuse ourselves. Oh ! how willingly was the command 
obeyed ! And when we no longer feared to be condemned to 
death for having unwittingljr danced on the anniversary of a 
defeat, and that the government set the example of gaiety, 
Paris once more became the abode of joy and pleasures. In 
the two first years of the Consulate the finest fetes, except those 
of the government, the ministers, and other authorities, were 
given by the richest bankers, as M. Recamier, M. Perregaux, 
and two or three others ; then followed M.M. Seguin, Hainguer- 
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lot, and other great fortunes, who returned to France in plea- 
sures the wealth she had bestowed upon them. 

These fStes were soon rendered more brilliant by the presence 
of numerous foreigners of distinction, who crowded into France 
as soon as they were permitted to travel. Italy, England, 
Switzerland, sent their contributions of visiters who, in ex- 
change for •the gold wffch which they enriched us, were taught 
the arts of refined entertainments. 

The Russians followed the Germans as soon as their new 
Sovereign gave them permission to quit their frozen regions. 
The Emperor Paul was just dead ; and 41 cxander, the eldest of 
his sons, had mounted the throne at twenty-three years of age. 
The despotic domination of the Czars immediately gave place to 
a paternal government, as much wiser as it was more gentle. I 
remember that at this period the Russians who came to Paris 
cherished for their young Sovereign a sentiment bordering on de- 
lirium. Many of them kept his portrait in their inmost apart- 
ment, beside that of the favorite saint, surrounded like it with 
lights and gems, and as much venerated as St. Alexander New- 
sky, or St. Nicholas. • 

Our definitive arrangements with the Court of St. Peters- 
burg, however, did not proceed very rapidly. M. Spreng- 
porten was recalled and replaced by the Chevalier de Kalitscheff. 
who also had no diplomatic quality, but was simply the bearer 
of a letter from the Emperor of Russia to the First Consul. 
One remarkable circumstance attached to his mission was that, 
though sent by the Emperor Paul, /before he could deliver his 
letter the throne was already filled by Alexander. He was soon 
succeeded by the Count de Markoflf, in quality of minister ple- 
nipotentiary, which however he did not assume till two months 
after his arrival here. General Hedouville was appointed by 
the First Consul to reside at St. Petersburg* i»the same quality; 
all arrangements of this nafure were made with extreme cau- 
tion; the foreign powers feared even to form alliances with 
France, for the Directory had rendered them suspicious of ouf 
good intentions. 
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CHAPTER LXXII. 

A visit from Rapp — An invitation to Malmaison — Conversation on the route 
—Rapp's attachment to the First Consul — Chagrin and melancholy of Bona- 
parte — Uneasiness of his two aides-de-camp — Bonaparte refuses his breakfast 
- — A ride on horseback and fear of assassins — The horses at full gallop — Deep 
affliction of the First Consul and his conversation with Junot — A dinner at 
Malmaison — The loss of Egypt — Great projects overthrown — The intended 
pillar — The action of Nazareth — An order of the day the proudest title of 
nobility — The picture and the portrait. 

One fine morning in the summer of 1801 Rapp joined our 
breakfast table, bringing an order to Junot to attend the First 
Consul at Malmaison, and an invitation to me to spend the day 
there. We set out immediately after breakfast, and as Rapp 
was returning to Malmaison we gave him a place in our 
carriage. 

I have already spoken of Rapp as a brave and frank soldier, 
but the quality which acted the most strongly upon his charac- 
ter at this moment was his ardent attachment to the First 
Consul. Rapp, Duroc, Lannes, Bessitres, Lemarrois, and two 
or three others ofibe army of Italy and Egypt sympathized per- 
fectly with Junot in this respect, dnd spoke precisely the same 
language. The First Consul was to them as an adored mistress 
vis to most young men, the thought which predominated over 
every other; and of this devoted attachment I shall have many 
proofs to produce as my Memoirs proceed. 

On this occasion we remarked that Rapp was thoughtful and 
that a strong feeling seemed to oppress him. We had scarcely 
reached the barri&re de TEtoile, when Junot, who had been con- 
templating Rapp’s countenance, caught the reflection of its 
melancholy, and before we arrived at Santerre, he said to his 
brave brotner-in-arms taking his hand : 

“ Rapa, there is something the matter yonder the 

General- ” 

• And his eye, fixed upon the excellent young man, seemed to 
fear a confirmation of his apprehensions. Rapp, at first, bowed 
his head without answering ; then pressing Junot’s hand, “ I 
know nothing,” he said ; but the General has certainly re- 
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ceived some painful news. I know him as if I had spent my whole 
life by his side, and when his forehead wrinkles and his eyelids 
fall”. . . . here he knit his eyebrows as Napoleon was accus- 
tomed to do when deep iq thought. “ Then when retaining this 
melancholy air, he pushes away his plate at dinner, throws up 
his napkin, removes hi$ chair, walks to and fro, and orders three 
cups o^ofiee an hour lienee, I say to myself that he has met 
with s<Me cause of distresk. This is the life he led all day yes- 
terday, and this morning the same course has recommenced. 
This is why I am returning to Malmaison, though my attendance 
ended at noon. But I should be miserable at •Paris.” 

Junot pressed Rapp’s hand : the brave* fellow had so entirely 
expressed his own feelings ! I looked at both of them ; J unot’s 
eyes were wet, and Rapp was looking out of the coach win- 
dow, ashamed of his emotion. 

4( But,” said I to them, " give me leave tS tell you, you are 
behaving like two children. What ! because the" First Consul 

is, perhaps, out of humour, or, at the most, because you believe 
him to be vexed, you are unhappy to a degree to be absolutely 
ashamed of your feelings : I repeat it, you are as unreasonable as 
two children.” 

Their two faces turned towards each other, to take a mutual 
survey; and I burst into a laugh. Rapp was* offended. “ T 
may be ridiculous in expressing an over anxiety,” said he, “ but 
I who have seen the General’s altered physiognomy .... you 
know Junot, I who have seen him, know that it is notill-humour: 
— it is grief Yesterday morning, ^fter rising from breakfast, 
which he had not eaten, he ordered the horses, and we rode out 
to the park of Bougival. We were alone with Jardin ; so long 
as we were within sight of the house, the General walked his 
horse : but we had no sooner passed the paling than he spurred 

it, and the po$r beast galloped up the stanjwoad of BougivaJ 
where he might have been Killed ten times over: for if the horse 
had stumbled upon one of the round and polished stones the 
hill is strewed with, he might have rolled to the bottom, without 
the possibility of being saved. When we reached the summit, 
there, under the fine trees at the entrance of the wood, he 
stopped short. The horse panted and could not advance a step. 
I rode up to the General : he was alone : Jardin was still a long 
way behind. I then thought no more of the horse falling ; but 
I beheld in the dark and desert wood, assassins in waiting to 
watch my General’s steps. I saw that the most devoted guar- 
dianship cannot be so active but that danger may outstrip it ; he 
had been there two minutes and alone ! The misfortunes which 
might have been accomplished in this short time presented 
themselves so forcibly to me that, for a moment, I forgot myself. 
I took the liberty to tell the First Consul that he rode like a 
madman, and did not know what lie was about. “ Why the 
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devil, my General,” said I, i( do you terrify those who are de- 
voted to you, in this manner V’ 

“What! you spoke to him in that manner!” said Junot 
laughing, but with a look of astonishment. 

“ Certainly,” replied Rapp, “ and why should I not ? You all 
try to frighten me out of speaking frankly to the First Consul; 
but I cannot believe it would displease him : he knaws when 
the heart speaks.” Rapp accompanied this speech w™ a col- 
lection of energetic words which may be dispensed with here. 
His language had nothing vulgar in it, but he often introduced 
into it interjections and exclamations, to which it would be diffi- 
cult to do justice in writing. “ But to return to what I was saying 
just now about the General, when I pointed out to him the soli- 
tude which surrounded us, he smiled, so ..... And Rapp 
smiled with an expression of disdain, and bitterness, at the same 
time inclining his ‘head in a manner altogether peculiar to Napo- 
leon, and which those only who have known him well can figure to 
themselves or understand. “ Then he said to me : ( Danger has 
no terrors for me, Colonel Rapp ; there are even moments when 
I court it, for some days of my life are heavy to bear/ And 
thereupon he recommenced his furious gallop, but this time, if we 
were not in a level country, at least, the road was such that it 
was practicable to follow him. Jardin and I did not let him 
outride us, but kept our horses close on the heels of his. We 
rode in this manner, six leagues, I think; however, on our 
return, the First Consul seemed much more calm than when we 
set out/ 1 

Junot was thoughtful. All that Rapp had said did indeed 
indicate that some gmat trouble affected the First Consul. 
Junot questioned his comrade, but Rapp, who could easily re- 
mark the emotion which the countenance of Napoleon exhibited, 
was wholly deficient in that fine discrimination which could 
trace such emotion to its cause. T was perfectly astonished at 
the style, almost of eloquence, in which he had just related the 
‘particulars of his preceding day’s ride, and I recognized in it a 
new proof that the eloquence of the heart is the most poetic ; 
that of genius, when compared with it, appears cold and formal. 
One word shot from that volcano of the mind when agitated by 
passion, whatever its nature, is always more persuasive, and more 
eloquent than all the discourses of a rhetorician. 

When we arrived at Malmaison, the First Consul was in his 
cabinet. He immediately sent for Junot; who, for above an 
hour, was closeted with him. Some time before dinner we saw 
them walking in the alley which leads towards Jpncb^re # and 
Bougival. Junot was serious and seemed to listeii with great 
attention to the First Consul. Sometimes the countenance of 
Napoleon became animated ; once he stopped opposite the house 
ana as if he would explain demonstratively to Junot what he 
* A countiy-Jiouse which afterwards belonged ip Eugene. 
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was saying, he traced some figures with his feet upon the sand, 
and probably finding this mode insufficient to his purpose, asked 
Junot for his sword, and, without drawing it from the scabbard, 
used it to trace his explanatory figures with more ease. 

When we entered the .dining room, the First Consul was 
already at table; he placed me by his side, and talked of things 
so entirely indifferent, that it was manifest ha was supporting a 
conversion *to which he gave no attention at all, only to avoid 
the awkwardness of total Silence. I examined him narrowly, 
and was convinced that he was under the influence of a strong 
impression. Alas ! the subject was but too serious ; we had 
lost Egypt ! He had hoped that his goojl fortune would have 
preserved in Egypt the ascendancy over the evil star of the 
unlucky. Menou ; and the English ministry, Mr. Pitt, Mr. 
Dundas, and Lord Grenville, terrified at the success of the man 
they detested, had given in their resignations ; in vain — their 
adieu to power was but the fatal warrant whicfi doomed to death 
the great work of his hands. Abercromby’s expedition augured 

g reat mischief to Egypt, particularly under this skilful chief; 

ut with him who directed at once the government and the 
army it was ruin and death ; for he brought both to the strand 
of Aboukir. 

In returning to Paris, Junot was strQngly affected. He told 
me all he had learned from the First Consul ; and how much he 
was himself distressed in seeing the affliction which weighed 
upon a great mind whose every sentitnent was powerful and 
ardent. 

“ It is so long,” said Junot, “ sincy I have known his projects 
with respect to Egypt ! When we walked upon the Boulevards 
Neufs on one of those fine summer evenings which then afforded 
us all the pleasure we enjoyed ; when we were at Paris, unhappy, 
and unemployed, then it was that the First Consul spoke to me 
of the East, of Egypt, Mount Libanos, and 4he Druses; and. 
when these brilliant reveries* subsequently became a glorious 
reality ; when General Bonaparte saw in his own hands the 
power of executing such important projects, I know that he con-** 
sidered it the finest moment of his life. I know not what 
Heaven may have in store for him ; but I may affirm that to 
constitute Egypt the station from whence, at some future day, 
the blow should be struck which should annihilate the pros- 
perity of England, was his most cherished purpose, and was 
about to receive its accomplishment. When, then, he said to 
me to-day, “ Junot, we have lost Egypt!* I felt all the pain 

* It is very necessary, in order to understand the ulterior objects of Napoleon, 
with resoect to his advance upon India after he should have conquered Egypt, 
to read tne instruction given by him to M. de Lascaris, which are to be found hi 
M, de Lamartine’s “ Pilgrimage to the Holy Land,” vol. iii.,page 145 . Thd 
account here alluded to was drawn up by the latter from the papers of M. de 
Lascaris, and furnishes ample proofs of the gigantic mind of Napoleon ; the 
whole of this relation is highly interesting. 
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with which he would receive the intelligence that Egypt was 
actually lost: and my heart throbbed with anguish. Rapp was 
right ! ray General suffered cruelly yesterday !” 

The First Consul did not express to those who surrounded 
him the deep wound which England, had thus inflicted on his 
heart. Junot alone understood his sufferings; and he wept like 
a child while he repeated to me all that had passed during the 
two hours he had been alone with the First Consul. Not only 
had Napoleon, during this conference', spoken like a patriot and 
wept over the irreparable loss which the commerce and prosperity 
of France had sustained, but he had felt as the chief of the army, 
and the friend of his soldiers. He regretted the land which the 
blood of thousands of Frenchmen had enriched ! those burning 
sands where their bones must wither ! u He intended,” said 
Junot, u to raise a monument" to Sulkowsky, to Julien. . . * 

* 1 would have elected, at the foot of Mount Tabor, a pillar on 
which the names df the three hundred brave men whom I com- 
manded at Nazareth should be inscribed. We also should have 
braved ages, and posterity would have found our glory in the 
deserts of Syria’ — but as my General said,” — continued Junot : 
* My project*, and my dreams, England has destroyed them 

Junot then described to me a plan which had hitherto only 
been sketched out, but which was about to receive its completion. 
At the time of the famous action of Nazareth, where Junot, cut 
off from the corps to which he belonged, found himself at the 
head of a few hundred men, opposed to the Grand Vizier’s 
advanced guard of three thousand, commanded by Ayoub-Bey, 
and obtained a complete victory, one of the finest achievements 
in our wars, the General-in-chief immediately ordered that this 
victory should be consecrated in the most glorious manner. The 
Order of the Day, then issued, had not yet been executed, but 
ihe First Consul in terms the most affectionately honourable 
assured Junot that it should be forthwith. I here insert that 
Order of the Day ; it is a noble trophy to preserve ; my children 
are entitled to be vain of it. They have no cause to fear that 
their hereditary nobility should be contested, for they will always 
be the sons of the Conqueror of Nazareth. 

~ At the Head-Quarters before Acre, 2 Flor&il, Year T\ 

ORDER OP THE DAY. 

The General-in-chief, desirous of giving a mark of his particu- 
lar satisfaction to the three hundred brave soldiers, commanded 
by General Junot, who in the action of Nazareth repulsed a 
Turkish corps of cavalry of three thousand men, took five 
standards and dowered the field of battle with the dead bodies 
of the enemy ; Orders a— • 

Art. 1. A medal of 12$DQ francs shall be given as a prism to 
the best picture representing the action of Naaaietb* 
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Art* 2. The costume of the French in the picture shall be the 
uniform of the 2nd light infantry, and the 14th dragoons. Ge- 
neral Junot and the Chiefs of the Brigade Duvivier, and of* the 
14th dragoons shall be represented in it. 

Art • 3. The General St^ff shall cause our artists in Egypt to 
draw the costumes of the Mamelukes, the Janissaries of Damas- 
cus, and Aleppo, the M^ugrebins and the Arabs, *and shall send 
them to the minister of the interior, inviting him to cause copies 
of them to be executed and 1 transmitted to the principal painters 
of Paris, Milan, Florence, Rome, and Naples, and to name the 

i ’udges who shall award the prize and the period when it shall 
e announced. # 

Art . 4. The present Order of the Day shall be sent to the 
municipality of the commune of all the soldiers who shared in 
the action of Nazareth. • 

The General-in-cliief, 

Bonaparte. 

Alexander Bertiher, 

General of Division, Chief of the Staff. 

I believe, that this Order of the Day is unique m our wars* 
The Directory, which was not fond of acknowledging the glory 
of our arms, was necessitated to publish *it, and directions were 
given that General Bonaparte’s orders should be executed. The 
competition took place, after the return both of General Bona- 
parte and Junot, and the prize was adjudged to M. leGros, who 
received orders for the picture, but never completed it. The 
magnificent portrait of the Duke df Abrantes, the immortal 
work I may call it of M. le Gros, was destined for this picture of 
the action of Nazareth. The portrait of which the head, or 
rather the face, only is complete, is a chef-d’oeuvre not only for 
the painting but the resemblance. How often has my heart 
thanked M. le Gros ! How sacred and Venerable are the * 
creative arts, when they thus restore to an afflicted family that 
which it regrets! May the hand which has produced this* 
prodigy be for ever blessed ! 

* These troops composed the Turkish corps opposed to Junot and his brave 
division. 
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CHAPTER LXXIII. 

Contemporary Memoirs — Mystification — The First Consut represses it — The 

Princess Dolgoroucky — Mystification of the Institute at her house— Robert — 

The Catacombs — The plank at St. Peter’s. 

<1 

One of the most important objects of cotemporary memoirs is 
to stamp the epoch with its distinctive character ; “ Insert facts 
and names,” say some persons incessantly, till they weary my 
patience; facts, what else should I insert? Names, they will 
attach themselves to facts ; and it would be difficult to write 
memoirs without both. But the facts, as I observed before, 
which it is important to preserve are those which mark the man- 
ners of the age. At this particular period, when strangers 
abounded in Pans, a fashion existed, which, in its various rami- 
fications, served for the daily amusement of society. This was 
the art of mystification, anglice hoaxing, which had just sprung 
•up amongst us. To makogame of one’s friends, was an amuse- 
ment of old standing ; but now, for the first time, men made the 
art of mystification, its it was called, a profession, a regular 
means of livelihood : for example, an entertainment was to be 
provided in the best manner for a party of friends ; M. or Ma- 
dame N. must oe mystified; but how? Send for Musson, 
Thieme, or Legras ; it was done with the same ease that you 
would send to Corcelet, 3 * the Chevet of that day, for a truffled 
turkey. 

But there existed a more general species of mystification in 
which a whole party were made actors, and that without the 
help of the inimitable Mussoji ; I am about to give a special in- 
stance of this kind presently. The First Consul, who detested 
this diversion, was the cause of its falling into desuetude, by the 
expression of his displeasure. Junot and I were once warmly 
reprimanded by him for having caused the mystification of a man 
by the whole audience of a theatre, without any participation of 
intention on the part of the spectator-actors. But the scene 
which I am noV about to relate, especially concerns the Russian 

* Corcelet is still well kno\p at Paris, but the shop of Chevet is more visited 
"by the epicureans. 
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Princess Dolgoroucky, who arrived in Paris at the time when 
these follies were still rife, though fear of the First Consul had 
rendered them less frequent than they had once been. 

This lady was by far the most distinguished amongsj; the*, 
Russians at Paris, for her qualifications of person* mind, and 
manners. She was called impertinent, but as I never found her 
so, I can say nothing upon that subject; she was certainly stiff, 
with some bombast and more affectation ; but her manners were 
nevertheless those of the best society. She was polite, but dis- 
tant; she never conferred an obligation without hesitating; 
a first introduction she curtsied even without smiling, nor was it 
till she was certain of finding the person that pleased her that 
she advanced graciously to offer her hand. She was thought 
handseftne by some, because she was tall and finely formed; but 
this striking figure was surmounted by a countenance of harsh- 
ness and severity, almost repulsive. La Harpe, the Abbe Delille, 
and others of our literati, held her in high respect, and the 
superiority of her intellectual acquiremepts could not be denied; 
from all this resulted the reputation not only of a witty, but of a 
learned lady ; — the character in the world the most alarming* 
Some young people, or perhaps some ladies, wearied and annoyed 
by the ceremonious airs of the noble stranger, whose haughtiness 
was ill-placed in a country where liberty, and especially equality, 
were at that moment in their verdure and activity, determined to 
make her the subject of a mystification. Her pretensions as a 
beLe^prit were weli known, and were made the test of the drama. # 

The Princess occupied a very small house in the FaubourgjSt. 
Honoro, where she could not dine more than eight or ten persons ; 
if she wished to entertain twenty, she \\as obliged to invite them 
to tea. The Princess returned home onC afternoon, about five 
o’clock, much fatigued by a traveller’s visits to the curiosities of 
Paris, and had just taken up a reclining.position upon a sofa, 
when the folding-doors oflier drawing-room opened, and her 
groom of the chambers announced M. de Lacep^de. 

M. de Lacepede would have been heartily welcome to me <Jr 
to any of my friends, because we were personally acquainted 
with him ; but the Princess had never seen him, and notwith^ 
standing her learned reputation, it is by no means sure that she 
had read any of his works. Be this as it may, there he was ; 
and as he was the politest of men, the compliments of the entree 
went off very well. The gentleman was not under the smallest 
embarrassment, but the lady thought the hour he had chosen 
for his visit a somewhat strange one. A few minutes however 
only elapsed before the door was opened again to admit M. de 
Lalande. He was presently followed by M. Snard. At length, 
in about a quarter of an hour, the most respectable members o’f 

* This lady was daughter of the Princess of Nassau-Usingen. 
Madame Jtjnot—vol. x. 2 l 
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tiie Institute, the greatest strangers to the world of fashion, &om 
the solitude to which their scientific studies confined them, were 
all assembled in the Princess Bolgoroucky’s little drawing-room, 
/ except indeed those who happened to be acquainted with the 
hostess, whose situation was every moment becoming more im 
easy from the increasing number of her singular visiters. This 
was, however, neither the place nor the occasion for the exhibi- 
tion of those stately airs which disconcert inferiors. The Princess 
had sense, and though incapable of understanding the extraordi- 
nary situation in which she found herself, she perfectly understood 
that she was at home, and w hatever might be the cause of this 
truly eccentric meeting; it was for her to prove that her humour 
w r as not always so disagreeable as was reported. The conversa- 
tion, nevertheless, became morp and more difficult to sustain. 
One of the learned visiters had raised a discussion respecting 
some ivory fossils which had been found, I know not where; 
and referred continually to the Princess, who was equally at a 
loss how to answer, or where to hide her head. At length a 
familiar face presented itself to her notice ; her friend Millin 
was announced. 

“So,” said he to the Princess, kissing her hand with as much 
respect as if she had been the favourite Sultana; “so, it is by a 
singular accident only tlu£t I have heard of the scientific treasures 
and rare curiosities you have received from your northern estates! 
I, the most faithful, the most devoted of your servants ! Oh, 
Princess, Princess'!” 

She looked at him with amazement ; at length obtained from 
him, rapidly, and in an und&r-tonc, an explanation of the whole 
mystery ; and learnt that two days before, the most distinguished 
members of the Institute, the elect, in fact, from every section 
of the most abstracted and the most learned, had each received 

invitation in bis own proper and private name, to dine with 
her. A note appended to the invitation informed him, moreover, 
that some most curious objects of natural history had been sent 
to her from her estates in Siberia, and which she not only desired 
to submit to the examination of the most scientific men in 
^France, but proposed to oiler to their acceptance. Not another 
word was wanting to attract the attention of the whole learned 
body. The division of one of M. Demidoff’s mines would not 
have tempted these minds devoted to science and learning ; but 
the possibility of possessing a true moon-stone, the carcass, or 
even a rib of .a fossil elephant, had drawn -these talented men 
from their retreat. M. de Lacepede had missed the single hour's 
sleep he allowed himself each day while engaged on one of hi$ 
great works, hope of seeing some skin, or some delicate 

bone which he might recognise as the spoil of one of those superb 
serpents a hundred and eighty feet in length, which overran the 
world some twenty-five thousand years ago* 
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Millin had not seen these invitations, for the authors of the 
noax had taken good care not to send them to the acquaintances 
of the Princess ; but he having met M. de Lalande at the 
Tuileries, had learnt from him that there was to be a scientific 
meeting at the Princess Bolgoroucky’s, together with its cause; 
he wondered much that he had been forgotten, but fortunately 
determined, nevertheless, to make one of th<! party. 

The result of this explanation by M. Millin was, the discovery 
that the Princess had been hoaxed^ a matter of serious concern 
to one who thought so much of the observations which might 
be made upon her ; but she parried it with all the show of indif* 
ference she could assume, and followed the excellent advice of 
Millin, to retire for a week or two into the country. Her friends 
had more wit than to undertake^the refutation of the story ; one 
of the most ill-judged proceedings imaginable, unless supported 
by incontestable proofs. The learned men* implicated in the 
transaction, when the true state of the case came to be whispered 
among them, sneaked one by one out of the house, and restau~ 
rateurs being by no means so numerous as at present, they 
found some difficulty in procuring a dinner at sixjo’clock in the 
evening. Aware of the ridicule to which they were exposed, 
(and who so sensible to ridicule as such men?) they took care 
to be silent, and thus the matter dropped, forgotten in ten days 
as every thing is at Paris, unless supported by a prolonged dis- 
putation ; and this adventure, which never gained much credit, 
was nearly unknown, and entirely failed to effect the purpose of 
its contrivers. After a while it was # formally denied, but was 
perfectly true nevertheless. • * 

“ The dignity of science was somewhat compromised,” said 
old Robert, who was as ready in compensation as at his easel, 
“ this affair would have made a good subject for the pencil;” 
and, in fact, the interior of the drawing-room, with the perplexity 
of the hostess, and the diwnaycd countenances of her guests, 
when they found that neither serpents, elephants, nor dinner 
were forthcoming, would have made a pleasant scene. • 

This Robert was an excellent old man ; he had an affectionate 
friendship for me, which I cordially returned, lie was a maa 
of intelligence ; had seen much, and retained much, and his 
judgment being good, his conversation was extremely attractive. 
It is he who was the hero of that adventure so famous in the 
annals of the French Academy at Rome, and which has fur- 
nished the text to M. Delille’s fine poetical episode of the 
Catacombs.* But how cold and colourless, how devoid of 
interest are those verses, in comparison of the rapid and ani- 
mated narration I received from Robert’s own lips, when at 
seventy-nine years of age, sitting by my fireside, he related the. 
peril he had run in studying the frescos in the catacombs of 


♦ It is, in his poem, entitled i( V Imagination” 
2 L 2 
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St. Sebastian at Rome, from having lost the thread which 
guided him through the intricacies of these prodigious vaults ! # 
With what simple, yet glowing, because heartfelt eloquence, 
did this old man portray the horrors of the youth of twenty 
creeping for two days in living agony, among the stones from 
which he had been copying, in search of a ball of thread ! His 
remembrance of the mother he was to see no more, of his 
country, and of that glorious futurity, of which the Imagination 
of a youthful artist had dreamt, and before which a leaden 
ctirtain was falling ! Then comes physical suffering with its 

overwhelming force ; he is hungry, he is in pain, in torture ! 

But what words can paint the delirium of his joy, w hen by acci- 
dentally dropping his hand upon a heap of bones it feels his 
guardian ball ! The words with >vhich he described that moment 
could be used only by himself. 

Soon after this adventure of the catacombs he fell again, and 
by his own fault, into a danger equally imminent, but less 
known. He was one day in St. Peter’s church, after the hour of 
prayer, alone, contemplating in the calmness of solitude, the 
thousand wonders of the Christian giant. Suddenly he saw a 
cord descend from an opening in the cupola : a workman ap- 
proached it, fastened to it a bucket full of water, and the cord 
was drawn up again. He perceived that they were mending 
the roof, and was seized with a desire to mount the cupola. 

“ I was curious,” said he, “ to see what harm had befel 
this colossus of modern architecture, which rearing its head into 
the air, seems to deride thq ruined monuments which surround 
it, ‘ saying to them , i 1 am ettrnal ? Its pride seemed to me to be 
greatly abated, for this cord, this bucket, this solitary workman, 
appeared so insignificant : 1 was no longer afraid, but determined 
to go up to discover what was the matter.” 

He mounted accordingly ; and having reached the summit, 
was at first seized with admiration at sight of the prospect which 
lay extended before him ; a magnificent, but living panorama, 
Ruminated by that sun to which no other can compare; enve- 
loping all nature with that veil of golden hue which floats only 
on the buildings, the trees, the fields of Italy. Then looking 
round nearer to him, he saw some masons and tilers, repairing, 
as they sang in their monotonous and nasal tones, some damage 
the roof had sustained. For the greater facility of bringing up 
the water they bad tied two long planks together, fixed them 
across the opening in the dome, and from them, by means of a 
cord and bucket, drew up the water ; the two planks might be 
about two feet an<J a half in width, and the whole apparatus 
being intended ojdy to support the bucket of water, no one con- 
cerned himself about its strength. 

♦ Robert is well known as a painter of ruins : he found his ball of twine only 
on the second day, which enabled hm to trace his way out of the Catacombs. 
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Eyes of twenty years see danger only to laugh at and brave 
it ; it came into Robert’s head that the appearance of St. Peter, 
looking down upon it from above, must be very extraordinary ; 
and the fancy soon became an ardent desire that Robert felt 
compelled to satisfy, without considering that the plank which 
he proposed to use as a bridge, crossed an aperture three 
hundred feet from the ground. He set first one foot upon it, 
then the other, and presently behold him on this frail pathway 
without the possibility of turning back. 

When Robert related this history to me, at the moment of his 
launching upon this plank, where my imagination represented 
him suspended between tlie sky and that* marble which seemed 
destined to bre&k his head, I was seized with the same vertigo 
that threatened him in his insane course ; we gathered round 
him, listening eagerly to his words and following him step by 
step on his aerial bridge. • 

“ Having reached about a third part across, I became desirous,” 
said he, “of enjoying the spectacle I had.set my mind upon, and 
cast my eyes downwards. Instantly a singing whizzed in my ears, 
a cloud first of blackness then of fire spread itself before my eyes. 
Fortunately I had the presence of mind to stop. I cannot 
describe what I felt at this moment in hearing close to me the 
most execrable imprecations murmured m an unfler-tone by the 
workmen. I reopened my eyes and determined to walk on, for 
I was convinced that if I remained another moment in my 
present situation I should die even without falling. I felt that 
my rescue depended upon myself, that my strength of mind 
alone could save me.” He advanced with a firm step along thfs 
narrow plank, at the extremity of whichjie might recover a life 
at present so uncertain, when he felt it cradk under his feet ! he 
was now in the middle of the plank, and the weight of his body 
so much exceeding that of the small bucket of water, seemed # 
necessarily about to break i? down and precipitate him to the 
marble floor. A young man looking on with affright, heard the 
crash, and exclaimed, “The plank is rotten, the poor fellow* 

must .” He did not finish the sentence, for the master 

mason laid his hand upon his mouth and pressed it violently. 
Meanwhile Robert proceeded, and at length stepped upon a 
solid footing. He looked behind him, saw the plank, the gul£ 
the death he had escaped, and throwing himself upon his knees 
■ returned thanks to God. 

u Oh ! my friends,” said he to the workmen, “ how fortunate 
I have been!” But instead of sympathizing in his joy, the 
workmen laid hold of him and beat him so violently that he 
cried out for help. “ You provoking Frenchman, rascal, tor- 
ment,” bawled out the masons in chorus. “ You have frightened * • 
us out of our senses,” and the blows continuing to pour upon his 
back, Robert thought he should go mad. “ Will you leave me 
alone?” cried he, naif laughing and half angry, “Ouf/'saM ; 
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the master mason, u I can scarcely breathe vet !” — “ And why, v 
said Robert, “ did you shut that poor child’s mouth ?” — a fey 
St Peter! would you have had me let him cry on till he had 
made you lose what little reason you had left V 9 

Robert took the mason’s hand and pressed it with real and 
cordial friendships this rough frankness^ expressing such strong 
interest, however strange the mode of testifying it, went straight 
to the heart, and affected it perhaps more deeply than the most 
ceremonious expressions of interest uttered by a mail of the 
world. Robert saw this man frequently during his stay at 
Rome, and painted t\^o pictures for him, one of which w r as a 
sketch of this event, and I believe has been engraved, but I am 
not sure, 


CHAPTER LXXIV. 


Lessons of elocution — Mysterious visit — Hide to Issy — Mademoiselle Clairon’s 
house — A waiting-maid’s costume — Mademoiselle Clairon at eighty years of 
age — Extraordinary dress— ^The bust of Voltaire — The monologue of Electra 
— Mademoiselle Clairon and Talma — The Queen of Babylon without bread — - 
M. de Stacl — Mademoiselle Clairon relieved by the government — She does 
justice to Mademoiselle Mars — Nightly sound of a pistol-shot. 

c I had performed in comedy with my young friends before my 
marriage, and not only had the study of poetical literature formed 
a part of my drawing-room education, but I had also been taught 
to recite. I had received lessons in elocution from M. Laurent, 
and had even had some lessons from Larive, when we occasionally 
met him at St. ‘Maude, at the house of a friend to whom he was 
related. Bat I had also had a very different mistress, if I may 
apply the term to the advice given on the subject of declamation 
‘to a young girl not destined for the theatre. 

M. Brunetiere, of whom I have often spoken, who was my 
guardian, and fulfilled to the utmost of his power the duties of 
the office, frequently took me into the country in his cabriolet 
when my fatiguing watchings in 1798 and 1799 were visibly 
injuring my health. We were not absent on these occasions 
more than an hour or two, yet even this, my mother thought 
long ; and so did I, because I could not be easy unless I was 
beside her to ^ee that the thousand and one fancies, which as 
soon as formed became necessary to her comfort, were complied 
with. 

M. Brunetiere one day said to me, u I am going to take you to 
visit a very celebrated person ; but I shall not tell you her 
name, you must guess it.’* Then inclining towards my mother 
be said some words to her in a whisper, adding aloud, “ Will 
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you give me leave to take her V 9 — >“ Most certainly I will, arid 

f ladly,” she replied, and added, " Loulou, look at her, examine 
er closely, and tell me what impression the person you atfe 
going to see makes upon you/’ 

We set off about noon*, on a lovely day of spring, to take, as 
M. Brunetiere called it, “ A bath of air to refresh,” said he, 
u that face of fifteen Which is as pale as the one I am going to 
show you/ 1 And in trutii I felt as we passed through the Bois 
de Boulogne and a part of the Park of St. Cloud, that joy 
which the breezes of spring never fail to inspire after a tedious 
confinement in close air. We entered the village of Sevres, aftd 
turning to the left reached Issy, which*was to be the term of 
our journey. 

We*stopped before what had been a handsome house, but 
the dilapidated and neglected appearance of which greatly sur- 
prised me. I could not conceive how unpaged woman could 
take up her lodging in a house which looked so desolate. The 
servant rang a long time without receiving any answer, except 
from seven or eight dogs, who performed counter-tenor, bass, 
and bass-tenor, in chorus, under the leading of a great mastiff 
in the courtyard, who acquitted himself admiralty in his office 
of guard, barking according to order. An old woman at length 
appeared to let us in. The extraordinary style of her dress 
arrested my whole attention ; it was so strange a mixture of old- 
fashioned French, with the Greek and Roman costume, that all 
the laws of politeness could scarcely restrain me from laughing 
at the old Jernme-de-chambre . Her apron trimmed with fes- 
tooned muslin, and ornamented •with ribbon at the pockets, 
announced her quality of waiting-maid. On recognising M. de 
Brunetiere, she uttered an exclamatiofi of joy; €t You are come 
at last ! Oh ! how pleased Mademoiselle will be ! And Made- 
moiselle Alexandrina too, I suppose? How much she is like 
you ! Bear young lady, •you have a Worthy papa. And to 
think that we have no fruit to offer the dear child !” 

During this monologue M. Brunetiere assisted me to alight 
from the cabriolet, and we crossed a small court, amid the 
clamorous yelpings of the dogs, whom the old woman beat with 
a switch, and M, de Brunetiere wished them heartily at the devil 
At length we reached the apartment of the mistress, who 
proved to be a very old lady, notwithstanding the title of Made- 
moiselle given her by her servant. She had been a fine figure 
*in her youth, and age had not yet robbed her of a particle of 
height ; her hair, white, but unpowdered, was drawn up behind 
in the Grecian style, and formed in front a toupet, which showed 
a still noble forehead, and a brow corresponding to all the 
expressions of an eye, calm, but animated.* The costume. of 
this lady, whose air imposed respect at first sight, was as extra 
ordinary as that of her femme-de~chambre. She wort a sort of 
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m,uslin mantle, which did not hang as mantles usually do from 
the shoulders, but was folded round her in the form of antique 
drapery. A robe below it was shorter than the mantle ; both 
were white and bordered with garlands of laurels.* This lady, 
at once singular and attractive, was seated in a large arm-chair, 
well lined with pillows, with a bear-skin under her feet, and a 
table covered with books before her. A bust of Voltaire of 
great beauty stood upon it, as did a portrait of Lekain ; many 
other busts and portraits were hung round the room, or attached 
by brackets to the walls, whi£h were barely covered by paper, 
dropping to pieces from the effects of damp. The desolation of 
the house seemed even more striking in this room, surrounding 
with its misery an aged fejnale, who had evidently been accus* 
tomed to the indulgences of affluence. 

On seeing M. Brunetiere, far from expressing the joy her 
maid had promised, she bent her brow, compressed her lips in 
a manner I have never seen in any other person, and exclaimed, 
iC Ah ! Ah ! Monsieur, here you are then, at last ! and where is 
your ambassador that he is not come also ? He would have 
judged for himself of the condition of the asylum which is left 
to Electra, and to Semiramis.” So saying, she raised her arm 
in a theatrical manner, pointing towards a part of the ceiling, 
through which the water was falling into the parlour, though it 
was on the ground floor. “ So !” she continued with an accent 
impossible to describe, " M. le Baron de Stael still fails in his 
word, his plighted oath ! And why, sir, why do not you, who 
know what liis engagements to me are, oblige him to fulfil 
them, for in fact, sir, it even' cams in my room.” 

I looked at, and listened attentively to this woman, as singu- 
lar in her speech as in,hefr costume, yet experienced no inclina- 
tion to laugh, nor the smallest idea of ridiculing her. I even 
felt much pain at hearing her complaints of ill-usage. M. Bru- 
n&tiere, who was vtfay to blame imthe affair, approached her, 
kissed her hand with an air of respect which seemed to soften 
her, and presenting me to her by name, said, “ Her mother is a 
Comnena.” The old lady endeavoured to stand up, but could 
not. “ Mademoiselle,” said she, “ I knew your father and your 
uncle well ,* they both did me the honour of* visiting me. I am 

rejoiced to see you. Permit me 99 And taking my hand 

she kissed my forehead, with a solemnity which made M. de 
Brunetiere smile. I was dying with impatience to know the 
name of this remarkable person, who, surrounded by evidences 
of poverty, and herself giving the idea of the ruin of a superior 
nature, inspired me with an indefinable species of respect. My 
guardian at length took pity upon me. 

‘ # These dresses were much in fashion about 1795,“ and were 'printed at M. 
Oberkampfs manufactory at Joiiy/ t 
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44 You see that Mademoiselle Clairon is surrounded by 
objects worthy of herself and her glorious recollections,” said 
he, pointing to the busts of Voltaire and Lekain. 

But my eye did not follow the direction of his hand; it fixed 
immediately upon the person whose name I had just learnt 
Mademoiselle Clairon ! so famous, so admirable in the parts of 
Electra, Amenaide, IdTime, Semiramis ! the* woman sung by 
Voltaire, praised by all Europe ! there I saw her, almost eighty 
years of age, in a state bordering on destitution, and apparently 
accusing, as the author of her misfortunes, a man whose name 
should have been a guarantee that talent in distress would have 
found protection from him. I looked at he*, and my eye probably 
expressed a part of my thoughts ; for taking my hand with that 
of hers which she was able to use (the other was paralytic), she 
said to me, “ Yes, my dear younglady,” it is Clairon that you see. 

I am the woman whom Voltaire thanked for^he success of his 
pieces; I am the woman whom all Europe came to hear pro- 
nounce the fine verses of that immortal genius.” And she 
bowed to the bust of Voltaire.. “ My country,” she added, with 
a bitter smile, “ has been grateful and liberal in praises, and has 
given me many laurels.” Again she directed her hand towards 
the bust of Voltaire, and I observed, for the first time, that it 
was surrounded by emblematic crowns, *numerou« papers, and a 
thousand other trifles, all of which Mademoiselle Clairon had 
probably received during her long theatrical career. “ I have 
offered to him,” said the actress, “ all the fruits of my success ; 
it is to the master that the pupil owes all her credit.” And 
elevating herself in her seat with theatrical dignity, she rehearsed 
an Ode, addressed by Voltaire to herself, in which, far from 
recognising Mademoiselle Clairon’s observations, he thanked 
her for the success of his works. “ But he did not believe a 
word of all that,” she said, with a smile of intelligence ; “and 
he was right.” She possessed, nevertheless, a degree of vanity* 
of which it is difficult to form an idea. 

My guardian, seeing how much Mademoiselle Clairon in- 
terested me, begged her to recite some passages from one of her 
favourite parts : she considered for a moment, and then com- 
menced the fine monologue of Electra, which she went through 
with admirable talent. I know not whether at this day we 
should consider her performance so perfect, but I was delighted, 
and promised myself many visits to Issy with my guardian. She 
was fond of conversation, and supported it with grace ; her lan- 
guage was chaste, and she professed a profound contempt for all 
innovations upon the ancient manners. She told us that there 
was a good little man, named Talma, who had the audacity to 
give himself out as her pupil. “ I know not how he performs,”. # 
said she, “ but that is of no consequence to me. I have sent a 
message to that miserable successor of Freron, who leaves neither 
the living nor the dead in peace, desiring him to put into his 
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papers that I never gave lessons to M« Talma *” — u But he has 
great talent,” $aid I, timidly* for I was overpowered by her royal 
air. “Oh! I do not contest that;” said she, politely, but in 
that tone of voice which seems to say, — I pay no attention to your 
opinion. I know that she afterwards heard Talina, and was en- 
raptured with his performance ; also that she gave him some 
advice which he profited by. * 

In taking leave of Mademoiselle CJairon, I begged permission 
to visit her again, which she granted with the utmost gracious- 
ness; adding, “ Make my most profound respects to your mother. 
— I had the honour of seeing her when she first came to Paris 
in her Greek dress: she was a star of beauty !” 

M. Bruneti&re at parting, approached Mademoiselle Clairon, 
and put into her hands a rouleau ; at the same time saying 
something to her very low, to which she answered aloud, 
u This comes in good time, for the baker would no longer furnish 
bread to the Queen of Babylon. But you are a worthy man. 
Mademoiselle,” — and she addressed herself to me, showing the 
rouleau M. Brunetiere had just given her; “ do you see this 
money ; your guardian gives it out of his own purse, that poor 
Clairon may not die of hunger. He gives it for that man who is 
without principle, that ambassador, that husband of a celebrated 
woman, in short, for M. the Baron de Stael, who suffers the 
water of the sky to find its way into my poor habitation.” 

M. de Stael had purchased an estate of Mademoiselle Clairon ; 
the deeds stipulated that the house in which she resided at Issy^ 
should be kept in repair at his expense. Not one of the clauses 
vfere ever executed. M. Brunetiere, though an excellent man 
of business, could not draw blood from a stone. Madame de 
Stael, his wife, who had but little regard for him, could not pay 
his debts, however just; and in the midst of these pretensions 
and refusals Mademoiselle Clairon was dying with hunger. 
"On our way home, my guardian, who was M. de Staefs coun- 
sellor and friend, related to me this transaction between him and 
Jthe great actress, but added, u I beg you, my child, not to re- 
peat what you have heard to-day : Mademoiselle Clairon is un- 
happy, and as poverty sours the disposition, she is unjust 
towards M. de Stael. “ But he does not pay her,” said I, 
“ since you are the guardian angel who saves her from perishing 
with hunger. How is it that your friend, Gohier, does not rescue 
her from this state of distress V 9 

“ The government is too poor. But do yon speak to Lucien 
upon the subject : young lips may, with much grace, beg bread 
for such a’ woman as Mademoiselle Clairon ; M. de Stael cannot 
pay her, and I have heavy charges upon me. I spoke to my 
, brother-imlaw upon the subject.” Mademoiselle Clairon re- 
ceived material assistance from Lucien, but it was not till the 
ministry of Chaptal that she was effectually relieved from want. 
In a collection of autograph^ of celebrated persons, two curious 
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pieces on this subject are preserved ; the one, in some very 
energetic words of Mademoiselle -Ciairon, requests bread from 
the Minister of the Interior ; the other has the two equally ex- 
pressive lines which follow : “ Good for two thousand francs 
payable at sight to Mademoiselle Clairon. — Chaptal/ > 

I saw her occasionally. She was fond of me, but Talma and 
Mademoiselle Mars caused perpetual disputes between us, I 
was angry, because as she did not see their performance she 
could not appreciate all the talent.of these two beings endowed 
from above with dramatic genius. Talma might be criticised, 
but Mademoiselle Mars was even then a diamond of the first 
water, without spot or defect. At length, I was one day much 
surprised to find my old friend quite softened towards my 
favourfte actress ; and never could attribute the sudden change 
to any other cause than her having seen Mademoiselle Mars in 
one of her characters ; she did not admit ifr, but I am almost 
certain of the fact. I had spoken so much of her that it was 
scarcely possible she should not wish to see her to judge for her- 
self. In the Pupil, Mademoiselle Mars, in the simple action of 
letting fall a nosegay, unveils at once the secret of a young 
heart. This fact, so striking to the feelings, is, at the same 
time, one which could not be described, and yet Mademoiselle 
Clairon spoke to me of this action as ff she had seen it ; nor do 
I think that she would have imbibed from any other source 
opinions sufficiently strong to overcome her prejudices, though 
I know that an old M. Antoine, a friend of Lekain, gave her 
frequent accounts of all that passed at the Comedie Fran^aise* 
I have, however, no doubt that she* had been carried thither her- 
self in a sedan-chair, and had seen ayd admired our charming 
actress. I have often seen Mademoiselle Mars off the stage, 
since that time, but I do not remember to have ever mentioned 
the circumstance to her — she could not but fyave been flattered 
by it. % 

It is well known that Mademoiselle Clairon was the cause, 
the innocent cause it is said, of the suicide of a man, who kilted 
himself by a pistol-shot. liver afterwards, she heard that shot 
every night at one o’clock, whether asleep or at a ball, on a 
journey or at an inn - it was the same thing ; it overpowered the 
music of a fete, — it awoke her from repose, — and it resounded 
equally in the court of a posthouse or of a palace. I cannot 
answer for it that there was no exaggeration in all this ; but she 
who usually spoke in an exalted strain, here laid aside all pre- 
tension, all that could give any suspicion of seeking to produce 
effect. Albert, who believed in magnetism, wished, after hearing 
Mademoiselle Clairon ’s relation, to demonstrate to me that the 

thing was possible. I laughed, then Alas f since th^t 

time, I have, myself, had a terrible lesson to cure me of incre- 
dulity \ 

A part only of her memoirs, written by herself, have beat 
printed. 
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Those who were much about the person of Napoleon, can 
never forget the splendour which was shed over his features 
when he smiled ; his eyes then became truly fine, their expres- 
sion softened : and if the sentiment which produced the smile 
had any thing truly noble in it, its effect was infinitely height- 
ened ; it Was then that his countenance became something more 
than that of man. 

Well dcbl remember one of those fleeting but sublime mo- 
ments, when the combat of Algeziras roused the emotions of his 
great soul : his countenance as he recounted the circumstances 
of this action, and dwelt complacently upon his words became 
trtily interesting. The admirable valour of Rear-admiral Linois 
excited the sympathetic love of glory in Napoleon, and more 
especially when it caused the triumph of our flag over that of 
the Leopard. Admiral Linois with two ships of the line one of 
eighty guns, one of sixty-four, and a frigate of forty, fought Sir 
James Saumarez, who commanded two ships of eighty guns, four 
of sixty-four, two frigates of thirty-six guns, and a lugger, in the 
bay of Gibraltar, before Algeziras, and took one of his sixty- 
fours, called the Hannibal.* All the glory of this fine action 

♦ This is true, and occurred on the 6th of April, 1801, owing entirely to the 
fir$ of the Spanish batteries, but the French authoress omits to state the casti- 
gation which Sir James Saumarez inflicted on the 13th of the same month in this 
same bay of Algeziras* on this squadron of Admiral Linois, together with the 
reinforcement of five Spanish, and one french ship of the line, three frigates and 
ftn incredible number of smaller vessels which had joined him. — Editor . 
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belonged to Admiral Linois, for he received very slight assistance 
from the Spanish land batteries. This success was followed by 
another equally brilliant; Captain Troude, who commanded the 
Formidable, one of Admiral Linois’s two eighty-gun ships, was 
separated from the squadron a few days afterwards, ana fell in 
with Sir James Saurnarez and his three sixty-fours, to which 
he gave battle, and compelled Sir James to abandon one of 
them. 

These facts Napoleon related ; but it is impossible to describe 
the expression of his countenance tfhile he invoked blessings on 
Rear-admiral Linois for having attached a gleam of glory to 
our fleet. Naval victories were rare at that time, and the First 
Consul took the most lively interest in this ; I can affirm it, 
because^I saw it. I saw it when he was only chief of the govern- 
ment, not yet even Consul for life ! much less Emperor ! But 
he was General Bonaparte, the conqueror of # Arcola, of Lodi, of 
Marengo, the true patriot. He loved his country then, and he 
always loved it ! But at that time, happy in being the first of 
persons, he wished for no other title. • 

The Rear-admiral received the only recompence which then 
made the heart of a Frenchman beat ; a sword of Honour. But 
his grateful country multiplied that recompence a thousand fold, 
in the praises she still bestows on him who gained a triumph for 
our flag. 

Since the treaty of Luneville, Napoleon had resumed in all 
their activity, his views of an invasion of England. He had 
laid them aside to give his whole attention to more important 
affairs ; but since the pacification oVnearly the whole continent 
had become certain, and England appeared to be the sole im- 
pediment to a universal peace, the First Ponsul loudly stated 
that he would attempt every thing to compel her to treat with 
the French Republic. From this period may be dated the true ? 
origin of the hatred which existed between the*First Consul and 
the English government, I say government, because I do not 
confound the English nation with the cabinet of St. James . \ 
England, perhaps more than any other nation, can boast of noble \ 
minds, and enthusiastic spirits, men of great talents, soaring \ 
genius, and bold conceptions. They appreciated the great man, f 
and their homage was sufficient. All who had an opportunity 
of closely studying the character of Napoleon, knew that the * 
predominating desire of his mind was the humiliation of England. 
It was his constant object, and during the fourteen years of his 
power, when I was always able to observe his actions and their 
motives. I knew his determination to be firmly fixed upon 
affording to France the glory of conquering a rival who never 
engaged upon equal terms ; aud all his measures had reference 
to the same end. 

Boulogne was designated from the year 1801, as the chief 
station of the enterprise against England. The greatest activity 
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suddenly prevailed in all the ports of the Channel ; camps vtare 
formed on the coast, divisions of light vessels were organized, 
and multitudes were built. The flotilla, as it was called, created 
apparently with the greatest exertion, and all the apparatus of 
preparation, spread, as was intended, alarm on the opposite 
shore. The Boulogne flotilla was composed of extremely light 
boats, so small, that at Paris, where every thing forms the sub- 
ject of a jest, they were called walnut-shells. Brunet who at 
this time was a truly comic actor, performing in some piece 
which I do not remember, was eating walnuts ; the shells of 
which after a little preparation, he launched upon some water in 
a tub by his side. “ What are you doing, said his fellow- 
actor; “making des pcmches;” replied Brunet. This was the 
name by which the flat-bottomed boats of the flotilja were 
known at Paris. But poor Brunet was made to atone by 
twenty-four hours’ imprisonment for his unseasonable joke on 
the government; and the day after his release, the same piece 
was performed. When Brunet should have made the interdicted 
reply, he was silent. The other actor repeated the inquiry as to 
what he was doing ? Still Brunet made no answer, and the 
other with ad air of impatience proceeded, “Perhaps, you do not 
know 7 what you are about ?”*— Oh, yes !” said Brunet, “ 1 know 
very well what I am about, but I know better than to tell.”* — 
The laugh was general, and so were the applauses; and in truth, 
nothing could be more droll than the manner in which this was 
uttered ; Brunet’s countenance in saying it, was of itself sufficient 
to provoke universal hilarity. 

< A very curious incident occurred to me about this time, which 
belongs to other circumstances, that give a striking colour to the 
character of the period. This was the immense number of 
libellous pamphlets which were current in the second year of the 
Consulate, directed especially against the First Consul and his 
family. Bonaparte’ at last became violently provoked with 
Fouche upon the subject ; and his dipleasure burst out in several 
curious scenes, the more annoying to the minister, because they 
did not occur privately between himself and the First Consul, 
but before fifteen or twenty persons ; so that I was myself pre- 
sent at two of them, one at Malmaison, and the other at the 
Tuileries. 

These pamphlets Bonaparte greatly suspected to proceed from 
the foreigners in Paris, and even from the diplomatic body, that 
of Prussia especially ; for the obsequious bows and language of 
the Marquis de Lucchesini, who brought to Paris a character 
perfectly calculated to displease the head of the government, 
were very much at variance with the opinions he used to incul- 
cate. The Revolution with him was inseparable from the horrors 
*of 1793 ; he would admit none of the benefits which these mis- 
fortunes had procured for us, and held liberal principles of all 
kinds in the most supreme contempt. Be had much sense and 
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wit*and could be agreeable wheii he pleased, notwithstanding 
very ugly face. I never liked, however, his measured phrases, 
always subjected to the forms of a cold politeness and his eter- 
nal smile, ironical, without being pleasing, and I always thought 
his excess of cunning anything but sagacious. 

We met him one day at dinner at the house of Madame 
Divoff, a Russian lady, established at Paris, and wholly French 
in her feelings. He was iri one of those moods of frankness, 
which, except they are intended to serve a particular purpose, 
are not, I think, quite advisable in f a diplomatist. Junot, who 
was always open and unsuspecting in his conversation, entered 
into much disputation with him upon some very singular ques- 
tions ; the concordat for example, in which strangely enough 
M. de Lucchesini was the defender of the First ConsuPs pro- 
ceedings, against the objections # of Junot ; and the nomination 
of the King of Etruria, of which also the ambassador approved, 
and which the republican principles of Junot looked upon as the 
first blow to our liberties. Though very moderate in his lan- 
guage, M. de Lucchesini certainly, in this debate, exceeded the 
limits of his instructions; and Junot said much which would 
have been more suitably confined to his own closet*than uttered 
at the table of a stranger amongst a mixed company. It was, 
however, a singular spectacle to see the dispute. between these 
two parties so oddly supported ; the one the adorer of Bona- 
parte, blaming his desire to reign ; the other his enemy, rejoicing 
to see him take up sceptres and crowns as playthings; seeming 
already to foresee the embarrassments they would occasion, and 
hoping they might ultimately pr<s>ve the rock on which bis 
power would be wrecked. 

The First Consul heard all the partic^aas o r this conversation 
the following day; but it was not till some months after, that 
Junot learnt that his General had been dissatisfied with the 
dinner and the discussion; Mapoleon did nf»t like to be blamed 
by a friend, any more than by other people, and this dinner was 
not without its consequences. 

These pamphlets which inundated ns with their venom, were 
supposed to be chiefly digested by persons attached to the 
northern embassies, and Madame de Lucchesini was even said to 
be active in superintending them. She was not present at the 
dinner I have spoken of above, or her husband would have 
received a hint to be more prudent, for she had quite sense 
enough to understand that his ambassadorial functions were not 
in keeping with such unresei ved discourse. She was, however, 
very ridiculous, affecting at forty-five, the airs of a coy maiden 
of sixteen ; speaking like a child, and professing incapacity 
to pronounce the letter r, unless, indeed, $hen she forgot # 
herself. 

I think myself, that the First Consul was rather unjust in. 
laying the dissemination of these pamphlets so much to the 
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account of the recognised representatives of the northern courts. 
The two Counts Cobentzel were incapable of such treachery ; 
and if M. de Lucchesini, and M. de Markoff could have sanc- 
tioned it, it must have been unknown to their governments. The 
Emperor Alexander, whose young heartbeat with the chivalrous 
honour peculiar to the morning of life, did not, it is true, love 
Napoleon in 1802 ; but he already began to feel, notwithstanding 
the storm which rose soon after, a portion of that admiration on 
which the friendship of the Niemen was founded ; and the soul 
which admires greatness, is incapable of a base action. I am 
disposed to believe that those scandalous libels and personal 
invectives, were the productions of many uncredentiated stran- 
gers, who came amongst us for the double purpose of sowing 
discord and seeking pleasure. The First Consul was never able 
to develop the whole mystery of this iniquitous manoeuvre. 
Two hundred specimens of these atrocious writings were seized 
in the boudoir of a young and pretty woman; in a perfumed 
and ornamented retreat, which should have harboured only ro- 
mances, flowers, and 'billets-doux. The First Consul laughed 
when this fact was reported to him, but it was with a laugh of 
bitterness. 

. In relating the occurrence which connected me with these 
detestable pamphlets, I must observe that elegance had not then 
reached its present pitch amongst us, especially in the interior 
arrangement of our houses. A private bath was a luxury w r hich 
appertained to very few ; but the deficiency in this respect was 
in a great degree remedied by the perfect convenience offered to 
the public by the baths of Tivoli, of Albert, and of Vigier, 
which were frequented by ladies of the first distinction. I was 
in the habit of using Albert’s ; and was one day in the bath, 
when the young woman who usually attended me, gave to my 
maid a large packet directed to Madame Junot the younger. It 
Was brought, she s*aid, by a very <• respectable man dressed in 
black and advanced in years, but of whom I knew no more by 
her description, than of a Chinese mandarin. On opening it a 
multitude of little sheets of note paper flew about, which on 
inspection proved to be covered over the four sides with very 
small and fine writing in a perfectly legible hand ; the whole of 
them copies of three different pamphlets, and a few of one 
number of a royalist journal, which Fouehe’s active police 
having suppressed in print was now disseminated in written 
copies to the amount of several hundred. One of the pam- 
phlets was particularly scandalous, and was entitled “ A fort- 
night of the great AJcander.” It appeared every fortnight, 
professing to give a journal of the First Consul’s proceedings, 
% and was filled vWth such stupid absurdities that it was neither a 
* subject for laughter or anger, but very fit to excite disgust. 
The First Consul Was preposterously accused of lavishing 
extravagant sums off his mistresses ; and poor Bellilotte was 
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attacked with a rancour which she certainly did not deserve 
The first time Napoleon heard of this scandalous journal, he 
paid little attention to it, except to inquire what was meant by 
the Great Alcander. When he was informed that it was Louis 
XIV. he became seiicmsiy angry. “To Louis * XIV. !” he 
exclaimed : “ Ah ! those people know very little of me to com- 
pare me tO'him: to Lbuis XlV. V 9 Then’taking 'up the libel 
again, he continued reading, occasionally striking the floor with 
his foot, and exclaiming, “ Loui^ XIV. V* He would have an 
explanation of how and when the Great King, who was not 
great, obtained the title of the Great Alcander. He had never 
read the works of Bussy de Rabutin ; 1ft asked for them, looked 
them through in one night, and they offended him. “ Your 
Count ©f Bussy-Rabutin,” saic^he to Junot, the next morning 
at breakfast, “ was a bad man.” The specialty of the pronoun 
referred to the circumstance of Junot’s having been born in the 
village of which Bussy-Rabutin had been lord, and where his 
mansion stood in very good condition in the year 1802. # 

But to return to my packet; I examined all these innumer- 
able little sheets to find some note, or notice by which I might 
imagine to whom I was indebted for so singular a present; but 
in vain ; they were but endless reduplications of the same three 
pamphlets and the Royalist Journal. *One only index could I 
gather, and that so very slight that I dared not affix much 
importance to it, or even speak of it ; it was a perfume of a very 
particular fragrance. Before I left the bath I closely questioned 
the girl who had taken in the packet, but with no effect; she 
evidently knew nothing of the per£bn who delivered it; an3 I 
was obliged to return, wondering who ^ould be so absurd as to 
place in the hands of a young woman so giddy as I was, a col- 
lection of papers which might compromise so many people. Who 
could have so strange an idea of my situajion.as to choose mq* 
the wife of General Junot, %he most devoted of the First Con- 
sul's friends, to be the depositary of libels against him, and 
against his sisters, one of whom was my particular and beloved 
friend ! For a moment I thought of going to my mother for 
advice, but my good angel made me prefer Applying to Junot, 
which I did without loss of time. 

I found him on the point of setting out for the Tuileries to 

* In a tower attached to this mansion there was a collection of ill-painted 
portraits, but curious on account of the persons they represent. They were 
executed by Bussy-Rabutin during the periods of his various exiles, and were 
likenesses of most of the ladies of the Court of Louis XIV. In each picture 
was an emblem of the character of the woman, intending to express his own. 
opinion of them. Madame de la Vallihre had a violet; Madame de Montes- 
pan was represented as one of the seven capital sins ; ivladame de S^vtgndy » 
cousin of Rabutin, and whom he never forgave because she would not yield to 
his wishes, was placed in a scale ; in the other was a chub-cheeked zephyr* 
blowing with all his strength agaiust her ; beneath these scales was wmtetu 
* Lighter than air.” r 

Madame Junot— you. i. 2 ** 
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receive the order of the day, as he regularly did at twelve o’clock, 
whenever the First Consul was at Paris. I related my adven- 
ture to him ; and he seemed surprised like myself ; but he had 
much more experience of the world than I had, and imme- 
diately imbibed suspicions, which directed his researches, and led 
him to the belief, afterwards confirmed, that this singular expe- 
dient was adopted to injure him. “ But why,” said I, “did they 
take this packet to the baths ? you s$e it must be A mistake.” 
“That is precisely the circumstance which convinces me that 
there is no mistake in the case. The man, the gentleman as you 
call him, who delivered this packet, had no inclination to meet a 
face which would not lfave been so convenient as the servant of 
the baths. There he has left no trace ; here it would have been 
quite another thing ; he might have fallen in with me at the 
door ; for the same reason he did not go to your mother’s house.” 

“ Then it is ready true, that these venomous papers were 
intended for me;”said I, weeping. “ But why was I chosen ? 
I could but do two things with them : either throw them into 
the fire, or distribute ‘them. Thp writers could hardly be so 
absurd as to intend the one, or expect the other. All this puz- 
zles me. The First Consul pretends that my drawing-room and 
my mother’s are full of his enemies ; a fine disturbance it would 
create if he should learn that I have here a whole edition of 
libels against him. I can hear him now ! He would say directly, 
that the authors knew very well whom they were applying to ! 
or else ; ‘ they certainly came from your mother.’ ” 

Alas ! my poor mother w\as then very ill ; and was thinking 
up*on very different and mudi higher subjects. Junot, however, 
did not not hear me lightly, he was struck by the words : 
“ They came from yo«ur mother.” He embraced me, took up all 
the papers in the envelope and set out for the Tuileries. As 
$oon as the order of the day was given, he requested an aur* 
dience of the First Consul ; and presenting the papers, related 
their history with perfect simplicity. As l had foreseen, Napo- 
leon’s first words were an accusation against my mother and 
myself. 

“ It is impossible,” said he, to Junot, “that these papers 
should have been sent to your wife, without the knowledge that 
they would be well received, — if only for the sake of amusing her 
mother.” Junot made no answer; be knew the First Consul’s 
prejudice, or rather mistake, respecting my mother; and he 
wished to convince him that neither she nor I could be in any 
way interested in the disagreeable affair ; but he could not with- 
out proofs. He hoped to, obtain some clue to the affair by 
means of one Fpuillon, w$tb was known to him as the editor of 
these pamphlets; he alsb had cognizance of several other per- 
sons, who were concerned in this base proceeding; and he set to 
work in earnest to find out the motive which led them to choose 
for their agent, a young wpshan much more disposed to laugh and 
dance than to read newspapers, still less libels. 
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tfunot had good sense, a rapid and acute judgment ; his 
coup d 9 <zil was prompt, and his reasoning almost always right, 
notwithstanding his hastiness and vehemence. The maid of 
the bath was sent for, but her renewed examination threw no 
light on the subject: she knew only that the packet was di- 
rected to me ; in this there could be neither equivocation nor 
mistake; and further,* that the old gentleman had desired her 
to deliver it to Madame Junot. “ Perhaps, my sister-in-law,” 
said I. Junot shrugged his shoujders ; in fact, that could not 
be; but the choice they had made of me for a political agent 
appeared so eccentric, that I imagined every thing rather than 
the possibility that I was upon the seen#, in my own individual 
capacity. Junot.seeing me affected to melancholy, if not indis- 
position, resolved to consult n^y mother that she might scold 
me. But what was his astonishment, when she immediately said, 

“ I have received just such another packet my dear son.” 

“ Let me see it, then,” cried J unot, " let me compare the en- 
velope with ours.”"' — The packet ! ” answered my mother.- — 
u Do you really believe then, that 1 should keep such low trash; 
conceptions fit only for the perusal of chambermaids ? Truly 
not l!” — “Then what have, you done with them?” — “Burnt 
them all. When M. de Bois-Cressy, after unsealing the packet, 
had read some of the horrors it contained, I did* not choose that 
my table should any longer be stained with such vile produc- 
tions. f told him to put them all into the fife ; at first, be was 
not disposed to do so, because he preferred reading them. A 
hundred newspapers a day, as you^know, would not satisfy his 
ravenous appetite for politics ; but this abominable packet con- 
tained no newspapers, and the whole, was committed to the 
flames*” • 

Junot kissed my mother’s two little hands, saying, “Howl 
love you, for being so good ! ” My mother lqpked at him witft 
a sweet smile* “ It is not your own account 4hat you thank 
me, my son,” said she, “ but on Bonaparte’s. Why should you 
be surprised that I could destroy attacks upon his reputation, 
and especially such as are absolutely false ? the little I saw of 
those libels, certainly was so. If you think I cherish an unjust 
aversion to General Bonaparte you are very much mistaken. I 
do not entertain for him that admiration which transports into 
regions where no one can follow ; but l consider him great, and 
even good, only his own interests lead im to forget or neglect 
those of others. Why should I not excuse that? It is the 
common failing of mankind. Well, he is as good as other men, 
but do not come to tell me that he is more than man.” 

This had always been my mother’s mannej of speaking of 
General Bonaparte since my marriage. Junot returned home* 
thoughtful, but rejoiced to be able to relate to the First Consul 
my mother’s war against the pamphlets. He wished to see me 
before going to the Tuiieries, where he expected to find the First 

2 m 2 
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Consul in Madame Bonaparte’s apartments, as he spent evlry 
evening there, when they did not go into public. He repeated 
the anecdote to tne, ana I shared his surprise. I thought the 
affair more and more strange ; but we had not yet come to the 
end of it. While we continued discussing the evening slipt 
away, so that Junot could not go to the Tuileries. The nextday 
was devoted to a parade, so that he watf again obliged to post- 
pone his interview with the First Consul. 

The evening of this day ?i courier arrived from Marseilles, 
where my brother tvas Stationed as one of the three commissa- 
ries-general of the police of the republic. The courier brought us 
a letter from my brother, with another packet of the same 
lucky, or unlucky, pamphlets and journals the whole written 
by the hand, but by way of variety, some of these were in the 
proven$al dialect, worthy the days of the good King Rene. 
My brother had ateo received his packet, but with the difference 
I have noticed, and also, it was added, that the pamphlets were 
sent by my mother, but through my agency ; only they had the 
prudence to make me say — “ You .will easily understand why I 
do not write <to you myself.” My brother, on whose good na- 
ture they had relied rather too much, never suspecting me as 
the giver of this present, at first, took it for a hoax. Albert 
had never participated In my mother’s resentment, which he 
thought unjust, but was devotedly attached to the Fir^: Consul. 
I thought as he did ; and without blaming my mother, whom 
we adored and respected, vve did not exactly think with her re- 
specting Napoleon. But Albert knew my mother’s noble heart, 
and w'as perfectly sure that^he would not join in giving publi- 
city to such a tissue of vile abuse; and my name introduced 
into the affair was, of ‘itself, sufficient to convince him that it was 
all a deception. He accordingly sent for one of the police 
officers, whom he cpuld most trust, and charged him to make 
all possible researches at Marseilles to discover who had 
transcribed the pamphlets and who bad delivered them. 
And judging that my mother and myself might be com- 
promised. in this mysterious business, his affection induced 
him, without loss of time, to send a courier to Junot with 
the whole atrocious baggage of pamphlets, journals, and letters, 
several from me, but not written by me. Junot read Albert’s 
letters, and leaped for joy at the thought of his triumph. 

“ I should not sleep to-night,” said he, “ if I did not see the 
First Consul ; and it is not yet too late to ask for a moment’s 
audience! ; besides tto$ whole affair is not a little complicated, 
and the First Consul ijnust read Albert’s letter.” 

I approved jiis intention, and though it was near eleven 
o’clock, he proceeded to the Tuileries. The First Consul, 
fatigued v0i the review of the morning, was just going to bed, 
but Junot Mm at, once. Napoleon made a remark 

upon the ait Of hilarity which his countenance exhibited ; and 
Junot, witholl answering, put my brother’s letter before him 
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Hi read it rapidly, and seemed much struck by it, for he directly 
read it again ; laid it upon the table, walked some time about 
the room, then took the letter up, and ran through it again, 
rubbing his forehead : at last he suddenly stopped before Junot, 
and said, “ Can you give me your word of honour that your 
mother-in-law is not concerned in all this V 7 — “ My motherdn- 
law!” exclaimed Junot, and he related to the First Consul the 
history of the burnt papei^. As he spoke, Napoleon became by 
degrees more attentive; then began to walk rapidly up and 
down the room, and at last assumed an angry frown. Junot 
could not understand it. “ If Madame Pprmon’s opinion was 
not so well known,” said, he, with bitterness, “ she would not 
have such presents made her. See if such have been sent to 
Madame Gheneuc, or to the mother-indaw of any of my other 
Generals. Madame Permon dfslikes me — this is known, and is 
the groundwork of the whole proceeding. ^People, who detest 
me, meet in her drawing-room ; people who, before my return 
from Egypt, were prisoners in the Temple for their opinions ; 
these are her friends. And you, great blockhead ! you make 
them your friends also . . . ! you make friends of my enemies !” 

Junot looked stupified, staring at the First Conshl, He make 
friends of his General's enemies ! He thought it all a dream. 
“ Of whom are you speaking, my General V 9 said he, at length. 
“Of M. d’Orsay, to be sure — he whom they call the handsome 
d’Orsay. Was he not on the point of being shot for a con- 
spirator ; and was he not sent to the Temple ? Fouche told me, 
the other day, that he was a dangerous man.” 

Junot smiled bitterly. “ My CiSneral, you have given raa to 
understand in two syllables to whom I am indebted for all this, 
and I shall know how to thank him. 1 ahall begin by saying 
that citizen Fouche has told you a falsehood, in asserting that 
Albert d’Orsay was a dangerous man and a conspirator. He is 
the most loyal and honest ^ian living; full of* honour, and if kt 
returning to France he has given his word to be faithful to the 
established government, he will keep it, I should have thought, 
my General, that as Fouche gave him the title of my friend, you 
would have held him worthy of your esteem as a man of 
honour ; for I could not give my friendship to any one who was 
not. But, General, you should never have believed that an 
enemy of yours coula be my friend.” Junot passed his hand 
over his forehead which was dripping. Napoleon knew him 
too well not to be conscious how much he suffered. He ap- 
proached him, and pressed his hand affectionately. Junot was 
suffocating. 

“ Come! don’t be childish. I tell you l am not speaking of 
you, my faithful friend. Have you not proved your attachment 
when I was in fetters? would you not have followed me to 

y dson?”— u I should have followed you to the scaffbld cried 
unot, striking his fist upon the table. Napoleon laughed* 
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“ Well I don't you see then that it is impossible for me to slty 
any thing that should go to your heart, and hurt you, Monsieur 
Junot” And he pulled his ears, his nose, and his hair. Junot 
drew back, 

u Ah ! I have hurt you,” said Napoleon, approaching him, 
and resting his little white hand upon Junot’s light hair, 
caressing him, as if he meant to pacify* a child ; “ Junot,” he 
continued, “ do you remember being eyt the Serbelloni Palace at 
Milan, when you had just received a wound, — just here, — at 
this place.” And the little white hand gently touched the large 
cicatrice. u I pulled away your hair, and my hand was full of 
your blood ” The First Consul turned pale at the recol- 

lection. And it is a remarkable circumstance that Napoleon 
spoke to me not less than ten times, in the course of his reign, 
of this incident at Milan, and never without starting and turning 
pale at the recollection of his blood-stained hand. u Yes,” he 
continued, with a movement as if to repress a shudder ; “ yes, 

I confess, at that moment I felt that there is a weakness inherent 
in human nature, which is only more exquisitely developed in 
the female constitution. I then understood that it was possible 
to faint. I have not forgotten that moment, my friend ; 1 have 
laid it by in a safe place for remembrance — and the name of 
Junot can never* be mingled in my mind with even the appear- 
ance of perfidy. Your head is too hot — too heedless, but you 
are a loyal and brave fellow. You, Lannes, Marmont, Duroc, 
Berthier, Bessieres.” At each name, Napoleon took a pinch of 
snuff*, and a turn in the roojn, sometimes making a pause and 
smiling as the name recalled any proof of attachment. “ My 
son, Eugene — yes, those are hearts which love me, which 1 can 
depend upon. Lemanrois, too, is another faithful friend. And . 
that poor Rapp, he has been but a short time with me, yet he 
pushes his love even to an extent that might give offence; do 
you know he scolds lire sometimes ?*« 1 

The First Consul, who, while speaking had taken Junot'-s 
arm, was leaning upon him as he walked ; then standing near 
tfie window he disengaged his arm, and, resting it on my hus- 
band’s shoulder, compelled him almost to stoop towards him as 
he leant upon him. 

“ How many of the persons now passing below this window,” 
said Junot smiling, “ would give years of their existence to be 
where I am now, close to you, my General, supporting that arm 
which can raise the world ! Yes, I believe, there are many who 
would make great sacrifices only to be able to say they had 
been so fortunate— but, in all Paris, there is not a heart as 
happy as mine is at this moment.” 

t , Napoleon dis#gaged his arm, looking at Junot with that 
ineffable smile to which he owed his power of conquering with, 
a single Word, and said, H Well ! my old friend, we will say no 
snore of this foolish affair of 'the pamphlets— but attend ; what 
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arA I to think when I know that you receive so many ofmyene- 
mies ? That your wife and your mother-in-law are intimately 
acquainted with numerous persons who are my enemies, who 
hate me and desire my fall ? nay, more, my death— as they have 
proved .” — “ But, General, give me leave to answer, that 
among all the persons you speak of, there is not one, who even 
before my wife’s marriage, would have dared in her presence to 
use an expression disrespectful to you. With respect to my 
mother-in-law, I have frequently heard her speak of you, my 
General, but never in terms whicmcould give me pain. Madame 
Permon is too much attached to Madame Bonaparte, to your 
mother, and to all your brothers.” — “•Oh ! yes, Lucien espe^ 
dally,” interrupted the First Consul, with a bitter smile. “ Lucien 
is her* favourite. She thinks him a prodigy : nevertheless, 
Madame Permon is no republican ! How do they contrive to 
agree on that point ?” # ... 

“ I have not twice heard my mother-in-law talk politics since 
I have belonged to her family,” replied Junot. “ The subjects 
of conversation in her drawing-room arediterature and music, a - 
thousand important nothings, the affairs of society and fashion; 
and it must be confessed that the society of tlte old school 
understood the management of such conversation better than we 
do : besides, my General, if you were aware of the present state 
of Madame de Pennon's health, you would not suspect a person 
preparing for the grave, to be amusing herself with such mise- 
rable trifles.” 

Here I ought to do full justice to Napoleon. When Junot 
was speaking thus of my mother, was some paces distant 
from him, he stepped hastily to him, and pressed his arm for- 
cibly, saying, “Ah ! what do you say ! h tytadame Permon very 
ill ?*_« Dying, General; till the physicians we have ^ called 
in agree upon her danger.” — “ Corvisart must see her.” He 
rang the bell. “ Send son*g one immediately to tell citizen CoBr 
visart that I wish to see him. Is it possible !” said he, as he 
walked with an agitated step, “ is it possible, that a woman so 
fresh and beautiful only fifteen months ago, can be so seriously 
ill ? Poor Madame Permon ! Poor Madame Permon !” 

He sunk into his arm-chair, put his two hands before his eyes, 
and sat some time without speaking; then rising, he recom- 
menced that rapid promenade which was his usual habit when 
strongly affected. “ Desgenettes and Ivan, must also be sent 
to her ; it is impossible that the faculty should be unable to save 
a person so lately as healthy and fresh as a rose.”- Ge- 
neral,” replied Junot, “ Madame Pennon's malady is of a deploy 
table nature in the history of the healing art ; she will sink in 
defiance of medical aid,” And hereupon he repeated Baude- 
locque’s answer to him, when Junot, fearing for my mother’s* 
life, asked his opinion : u General, he who could cure such a 
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complaint as Madame Pennon’s, might boast of performing W 
great a miracle as if he had restored a decapitated man to life.” 

Napoleon seemed quite overwhelmed in listening to this sen- 
tence ; but impressions, however strong, were only fugitively 
marked upon his countenance ; he soon recovered himself and 
was apparently quite calm, when Junot took leave of him. 

My recent mention of my husband’s wound recals to my 
memory a trivial circumstance connected with it, which hap- 
pened in Italy. This terrible wound which had nearly cost him 
an eye kept him confined six \veeks ; notwithstanding M. Ivan’s 
fraternal care of his patient, he was very long in recovering 
from its effects. , 

During the tedious hours that he lay upon a sofa, dressed in 
a white wrapping gown, he played the agreeable, being really 
a very handsome youth ; and, his greatest defect at that time 
was too high a colour, his complexion was improved by his loss 
of blood. Madame Bonaparte, and Madame Leclerc were 
among the ladies who assisted in dissipating, by their presence, 
the tedium of confinement. One day, when they were making 
this visit of charity, Junot was very much enfeebled, not only 
by the effects l of his wound, but of an abundant bleeding be had 
undergone that morning; however, he collected all his strength 
to receive his ^harming u visiters, happy in having beside his 
couch of suffering two of the most lovely women in Milan. For 
if Madame Bonaparte could not be compared in beauty to 
Madame Leclerc, she was very handsome at that period, and 
the extreme elegance of her manners, and really fascinating 

! gracefulness might well be taken as a substitute for more regu- 
ar beauty. Indeed, if her teeth had been good, I should have 
preferred her face to tjiat of the most celebrated beauty of her 
court The pleasing conversation of two such women was no 
doubt the best panacea for pain, and at first produced its full 
effect. Junot was the happiest of njr,n, to be attended by two 
such sccurs de la charitL Time, however, rolled softly on, and, 
with its lapse, matters changed, Junot’s heart began to sink, 
Ms sight to fail, he became paler, and at length his eyes closed. 
Madame Leclerc first perceived his condition, and standing up, 
cried out, “ Good heavens ! 3 unot ! what is the matter V’ 

Junot had still strength enough left to extend towards her the 
hand which lay upon his bosom, and instantly Paulette’s white 
gown was covered with blood. The bandage round his arm had 
unfastened, and the blood confined within the thick sleeve of his 
wrapper had flowed gently and unperceived till his strength was 
nearly exhausted ; but the effort of moving his arm in a moment 
of surprise had caused it to spring forth in abundance, and Junot 
fainted completely; On recovering he found himself the object 
* of the most anxious cares, tendered by the prettiest hands in the 
world. Heldt, his Alsacian valet, had replaced the bandage, 

V . . J , • 
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and the ladies, after a few moments --stay,; left the patient to re- 

E ose, and the accident had no other consequence than retarding 
is convalescence. 

“ But/' said I, when he related this little adventure to me, 
u how was it that you not feel that your arm was bathed 
in blood ?”~ I was aware of it,” he replied ; “ but could I de- 
sire these ladies to leav# me ?” — “ No,” but you could have had 
the bandage replaced.” — “ That could only be done in their 
presence when I was insenSible ; in any other case the thing was 
impossible.” • 

I looked at J unot with amazement. Asking myself if he had 
been educated by Yseult with the white hands, or the fair 
Genievre, for none but a Tristan, or a Launcelot could have had 
such ideas ,* when suddenly the remembrance of a certain pro- 
menade on the Boulevards in the*year of grace 1795, when Junot 
was madly in love with Mademoiselle Paulette Bonaparte, 
Crossed my mind, and the whole was explainld. 


CHAPTER LXXVI. 

A word upon the libels — Strange ideas of foreigners respecting the First Consul 
— Scene between Lannes and Napoleon — Errors respecting tutoying — Traits 
of Napoleon — The Polytechnic School — The Aide-de-camp Lacuee and the 
young enthusiast at Malmaison — The F^er’s pupil— Severity of the Abb6 
Bossu — The First Consul an examiner — Scene in nis cabinet — The ordef of 
admission. 

• • . 

I have spoken at length of this affair of the libellous pam- 
phlets, because it furnishes a good ground for the extremely 
false ideas which existed in^oreign countries of the interior conr 
dition of France, and especially of the intercourse which General 
Bonaparte had with those who surrounded him. It is an im- 
portant circumstance of his life, and the cause of the judgments 
passed upon him in many countries, where they did not take the 
trouble of investigating the truth of what was advanced concern- 
ing him. I believe the prejudices of distrust exaggerated the 
good as much as the bad ; for amongst the strangers who just 
now abounded in France, many entertained the most burlesque 
notions both for and against rfapoleon. One believed that he 
drank a cup of coffee every hour ; another that he passed entire 
days in the bath ; a third, that he took his dinner standing ; and 
a thousand reveries the one more ridiculous than the other. It 
is remarkable, that the most extraordinary versions of these 
absurdities came from England, and that the emigrants who* 
returned from thence had formed opinions totally different foom 
the reality* One whom I knew was perfectly astonished at 
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seeing him, so entirely false was the impression he had imbifced. 
One of these pamphlets, badly composed, and in manuscript, 
contained a most ridiculous scene, said to have passed between 
Napoleon and General Lannes, of which Madame Bonaparte 
was the subject. The whole is absolutely false ; but it is a 
curious fact, that at a later period, a dispute really took place 
between Lannes and Napoleon, in which Madame Bonaparte 
was* concerned. At the time of the affair of the nlilitary chest 
of the guards, General Lannes, who'really was not so much to 
blame as was represented, iearnt that Madame Bonaparte had 
been attempting to screen the guilty parties at his expense, and 
gave vent to his wrath against her in the cabinet of the First 
Consul, to an extent which, perhaps, a friend should not have 
indulged in. He told Napoleon, that, instead of listening to the 
gossiping of an old woman, hi* had much better take a young 
one. The discussion was warm ; keen and even abusive words 
were not spared ; 'General Lannes forgot himself so far as to 
speak in injurious terms of Madame Bonaparte, and was really 
in a passion on that occasion. But he had never before dis- 
puted with the First Consul ; nor ivas the thing easy. It is the 
same with the familiarity with which Lannes and others are 
said to have been in the habit of addressing him. I do not deny 
that some of these geneyals used the pronoun thou, in speaking 
to him, though fully persuaded of the contrary; but for this I 
can answer, that if such a habit ever existed, it was entirely dis- 
used after his return from Egypt. I never heard any one tutoyer 
the First Consul. He did so by many of them, by J'unot to the 
la$t.; # it was only on ascending the throne that he ceased to 
address them in this familiar style in public ; and in the cordial 
intercourse of private friendship which always subsisted between 
him and Lannes, Junot, Berthier, and two or three others, he 
continued to use the pronoun thou . But to say toi to General 
Bonaparte, was quitaanother tiling.^. 1 repeat, that I do not be- 
lieve Lannes ever did so. Already in Italy we find Bourrienne 
did so no longer; Junot never did ; nor did Berthier, who with 
the army in Italy, was surely sufficiently intimate with him, — if 
any one could be. But after the campaigns of Italy and Egypt, 
Napoleon felt too strongly the necessity of being obeyed, and of 
establishing around him that barrier of respect which familiarity 
destroys, to permit such a fashion of addressing him. In some 
memoirs, you might imagine General Lannes extending his 
hand to Napoleon and accosting him with u Bon jour , comment 
te porles-tu f” But certainly, if in his sleep or in a fit of absence 
he had been guilty of such irregularity, the First Consul would 

* Accordingly in the conversation related in the preceding chapter, and in- 
deed, in all the conversations between Napoleon and Junot in the French 
work Napoleon always uses the pronoun thou, and Junot you ; but as th 
French familiar style of tutoying would sound oddly to an English ear, the 
difference could not be marked in/ the translation.] It is in fact to hold the 
language of the quakers. — Editor. 
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ha\4 known how to repress it by some such reply as M. de 
Narbonne gave to the friend whom he had never seen, “ Very well, 
friend, but what is thy name V ' At least I can affirm, that 
during the long period in which I was witness of the intercourse 
of Napoleon with General Lannes, I never either heard or saw 
any thing of the kind. 

General Lannes waf much attached to •Napoleon, but his 
friendship did not extend lp all that belonged to him ; and in 
the five or six weeks preceding the departure of the former for 
Lisbon, two or three rather warm explanations took place 
between them, upon a subject which afterwards occupied all 
Europe. But I anticipate ; this did not occur till the close of 
the year 1802. 

Napoleon has always been represented by his enemies in a 
false light, which his friends, his partisans, or even those who 
love he truth were capable of elucidating : Jie laughed himself 
when at St. Helena, at the tyrant’s skin, with which he was 
invested. If this extraordinary being had remained in a private 
station, he would have mad$ an excellent father and head of a 
family ; — in a word, a good man. But he was lifted out of it, 
and ambition succeeded with its escort of high conceptions, vast 
proeets; and all that was good, tender, and amiable, was soon 
stifled under the weight* of this enlarged existence. These good 
feelings were restrained, but not destroyed, nor even were they 
replaced by bad ones. He had a bad opinion of human nature. 
Was he wrong? A thousand traits might be related of him 
which show the goodness of his hefjjt in its first emotions ; but 
prejudice will see only vanity in thtfm ; the same might be said 
of all the actions of Henry IV. The perfect goodnature of the 
best, and greatest King which France ever had, might be con- 
strued by malicious ingenuity into a desire to appear great , 

In the time of the Consulate there was at Paris an Abb6 
Bossu, who examined suchwoung people sfs w # ere received into 
the Polytechnic School. He was not the only examiner, but liis 
veto was terrible ; he was a man of great learning and very 
severe. The Polytechnic School, created at first under the name 
of the Central School of public works, by virtue of a decree of 
the convention in Germinal of the year 3 (21st March, 1795), 
after being disorganized by the destructive system which ruined 
us, had been reconstructed and put into activity by the First 
Consul in Frimaire of the year 8, immediately after his accession 
to power.* The analysis of the mathematical sciences with 
their application to mechanism, geometry, etc.; the physical 
sciences including chemistry and general physics, formed the 

course of study pursued in the Polytechnic" School from its 

• 

*The First Consul did not found the Polytechnic School, as is stated by mfcify* 
writers; he re-established it the 16th December, 1799 , which may have given 
rise to the error. It was the Convention that organized most of the fine 
tions of this nature in France. ^ 
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foundation. The most illustrious names in knowledge lind 
science were then at the head of that battalion of young men 
whose adolescent minds were eager to become participators in 
the sublime acquirements of their masters.* 

The aide-de-camp on duty, one day** crossing the court of the 
mansion at Malmaison, found there a young man of a pleasing 
countenance, and £ood figure, well drefised, and bearing in his 
whole appearance the stamp of good birth and good educa- 
tion. He was leaning against one of the two great sentry 
boxes which stood on the east side of the inner gate, looking 
towards the house with an uneasy and melancholy air, and 
apparently seeking softie one whom he might address. The 
aide-de-camp, M. de Laeuee, approached him, and with his 
habitual politeness, inquired if he wanted any thing there ? 
The young man starting from his profound reverie answered : 

“ Ah ! sir, I wa#t what every one tells me is impossible, and 
yet I shall die if I cannot obtain it ; I want to see the First 
Consul. I came into this court ; but at the door of the house 
I was so brutally repulsed- — I was, asked if I had an appoint- 
ment. — Oh, jthat I could have one ! I believe an appointment 
to meet the most adorable mistress could not make my heart 
beat so violently as would an appointment from General Bona- 
parte. I must \speak to him.” 

And the young man again cast his large black eyes, swim- 
ming in tears, upon the mansion. M. de Laeuee was always 
strongly attracted towards any thing that presented itself to 
him out of the ordinary routine. This young man of distin- 
guished address, with an Animated countenance, eyes of fire, 
and a voice trembling with emotion, at once inspired him with 
interest. He saw a ‘romantic adventure in thfe rencounter ; he 
advanced towards the young man, who was standing in an atti- 
tude of natural o grace, leaning against the sentry-box, and 
looking with longing eyes to the kbuse, and said, “ Well, sir ! 
what do you want with the First Consul ? I am the aide-de- 
c^mp on duty, and will undertake to present your request, if it 
is a reasonable one.” — “ You, sir !” exclaimed the young man, 
springing towards M. de Laeuee, seizing and pressing the hand 
he offered him; “are you the First Consul’s aide-de-camp? 
Oh ! if you knew what a service you could do me ! I must 
he conducted to him.” — “ What do you want with him ?” — “ I 
must speak to him.” Then he added, in a low tone, “it is a 
secret.” 

* France owes much to inch men as Monge, Berth ollet, Vauquelin, Four- 
croy, Chaptal, and Lagrange, so famous in literary and scientific acquirements ; 
they are highly to be esteemed on account of their general utility to the country, 
<ahd were foremost in their arduous endeavours to organize this celebrated 
school on the best footing* It is indeed unrivalled in Europe $ and almost 
every Frenchman of celebrity or of, deep erudition has been bred up within its 

walls ; knowledge has become the inheritance of the youth of France. 
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4acu6e looked at the young solicitor; he stood before him, 
his bosom palpitating, his respiration hurried ; but his soul shot 
a ray of purity and innocence into the expression of his coun- 
tenance; this young man cannot be dangerous, said Lacuee 
to himself. And taking J^im by the arm, ne led him into the 
inner court. As they passed the gate, Duroc and Junot entered 
on horseback coming fo>m Paris ; they stopped, and alighted to 
salute their iomrade, who related his little adventure. u What ¥' 
said both of them at once, w you are going to introduce hiqa 
without even knowing his name V* ** 

Lacuee acknowledged that he had not asked it. Junot then 
approached the young man and told liing, that the First Consul 
was certainly very accessible, but still that it was necessary to 
know the motive which urged any one to request an audience, 
and that it was impossible to announce an anonymous solicitor. 

The young man blushed like a girl; but he gave his name; 
adding, with a respectful bow,>‘ It is true, General. My father 
lives in the country, and his knowledge is sufficiently extensive 
to enable him to instruct me in all branches of elementary edu- 
cation; directing my studies*with a view to my admission into 
the Polytechnic School. Judge then, General, of my distress, 
and his also, when on our presenting ourselves to the Abbe 
Bossu, who, as it appears, is the person who must decide whe* 
ther or no 1 can be entered, he absolutely refused to examine 
me, as soon as he was informed that my father only had been 
my instructor, and that I had not been taught by any professor. 
“ Of what consequence is that,” I asked, “if I know what is 
required ?” But he was inflexible, And could not be induced to 
put a ^single question to me. “ But,” said Duroc, with his na- 
tural mildness ; it is a rule, and whether.a good one or other- > 
wise, is alike to all comers. What do you wish the First Consul 
to do in the case ?” — “ To examine me ;” answered the young 
man, with the most engaging simplicity; “•! am sure that when 
he has put any questions to me that he may judge proper, he 
will pronounce me worthy of sharing the studies of those young 
persons of whom he proposes to form officers capable of exe- 
cuting his great designs. 1 ’ 

The three comrades looked at each other and smiled ; Duroc 
and Junot thought as Lacuee had done, that this young man 
with his ardent speech and look of fire, could not but be 
agreeable to Napoleon, and Duroc went to open the matter to 
him. 

“ So, the young enthusiast would have me examine him V* 
said he, with one of his most gracious smiles ; then rubbing his 
chin, he continued, " how could such an idea have entered his 
head ? — It is a very singular thing/ 1 He walked about for mmp 
time in silence, then added — “ How old may he be “ I can-* 
not tell, General, but should guess about seventeen or eighteen/* 

“ Let him come in.” The young petitioner was introduce* 
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His brilliant countenance expressed the summit of happinesij as 
he cast his eye upon the First Consul. He looked as if his 
existence depended upon the first word of Napoleon, who ad- 
vanced towards him with that smile which cast over his counte- 
nance a charm entirely different at ..these moments when he 
intended to be gracious, from his usual expression . — u Well, 
young man/’ said he, “ so you w r ish me c to examine you ?” 

The youth trembled with joy, and could make no r answer ; he 
stood silent with his eyes fixed on the First Consul. Napoleon 
did not like either the bolditess of presumption or the bashful- 
ness of fear; but that which he now saw was silence because 
the heart spoke too loudly, — and he understood it. 

u Compose yourself, my child : you are not at this moment 
sufficiently calm to answer me ; I am going to employ myself 
in other affairs ; by and by we will resume yours.” — “ Do you 
see that young man,” said the First Consul leading Junot to 
the recess of a window, “ if I had a thousand such as he the 
conquest of the world would be but a promenade.” He turned 
his head aside to contemplate the youth, who, plunged in medi- 
tation, was probably revolving in his mind what questions were 
likely to be put to him. In about half an hour Napoleon com- 
menced the examination, in which the young candidate acquitted 
himself .admirably. “ And have you really had no other 
instructor than your father?” asked the First Consul with sur- 
prise. " No, General ; but he was a good master, because he 
knew how to bring up a citizen to be useful to his country, 
and especially to follow the great destinies which you promised 
toat.” a ; 

Junot observed that they were all astonished at the almost 
prophetical expression with which the youth pronounced the 
last words. “ I am about to give you a line, which will open 
the sanctuary to you, my child,” said the First Consul ; and 
be wrote a few Words upon a paper,, which he presented to the 
young man. 

On arriving at Paris he hastened to the Abbe Bossu, who, 
on seeing him, exclaimed, “ What do you come for? There is 
nothing here for you.” 

But the youth held a talisman which w as worth a magic ring, 
and which the Abbe Bossu having read could not refuse to 
obey, it was as follows: — “M. Bossu will receive M. Eugene 
de Kervalogne; I have examined him myself, and find him 
worthy of admission. 

“ Bonaparte.” 

The young man accordingly became a distinguished pupil of 
$ie Polytechnic*SchooL Ilis advancement in life was rapid at 
0 first; my brother knew him at Toulon, where he had an ap- 
pointment relative to the fridges and roads. His attachment 
for Napoleon amounted to idolatry. 
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Ae First Consul long remembered this adventure, and one 
day related it to Cardinal Maury, at a dinner at St. Cloud; the 
Cardinal, it happened, knew the young man’s family, and con- 
firmed him in the good opinion he had formed of his character, 
disposition, and adventurctus spirit.’ 


CHAPTER LXXVII. 

• 

Illness of my mother — My first pregnancy — The pine-apple — Madame Bona- 
parte’s goodness — Predictions with cards — Wager between the First 
Consul and Madame Bonaparte on the sex of mj child — New Year’s-day-— 
Celebration of Twelfth-day — Junot’s distraction and his visit to the Tuileries 
— Kindness of the First Consul — His message — The news of my accouche- 
ment carried to the Tuileries — The Fi*st Consul’s compliments and his lost 
wager — Extraordinary conduct of my father-in-law — The barcelonnette — St. 
Helena memorial refuted — Popularity of Napoleon’s government — His letter 
to George III. — The war against Bngland a national war — Retirement of 
Mr. Pitt and his colleagues — The cessation of hostilities between France and 
England — The First Consul’s remarks upon England — Peace signed between 
France and the Ottoman Porte — The republican crusade — Berthier — Junot’s 
Egyptian seraglio. # . 

My poor dear mother was nQw suffering under a state of 
severe illness, which neither our cares jior our pffection could 
alleviate, but which she endured with the most admirable for- 
titude. Her distressing state added to my indisposition, and is 
even now a melancholy remembrance almost too solemn for 
these pages. The final stroke, which was to inflict on me this 
heart-corroding grief, was not yet gj^en, but it was threatened, 
and contributed to my present suffering. 

I was at this time far advanced in i«y # first pregnancy and 
had suffered much ; surrounded by the tenderest attentions, 
spoiled as 1 may say, by ray own family, and bearing about me 
the child who was to makefile proud of the name of mother, 1 
ought not, perhaps, to have been sensible of suffering. 

At that period the culture of the pine-apple was not so well 
understood as it is at present, and it was consequently a greSt 
rarity. In my peculiar situation, I became possessed of a 
longing for this fruit, that produced a degree of intense suffer- 
ing ; and in order to satisfy my whim, Junot, with the affectionate 
gallantry of a man whose wife is about for the first time to make 
him a father, ran all over Paris, offering twenty louis for the 
object 1 so much coveted. Disappointed in his endeavours, he 
informed Madame Bonaparte of the circumstance, and site, with 
her characteristic kindness of heart, sent me the only one that 
was procurable from the hothouse at Malmaison. From a 
singular repulsion of feeling, this delicious fruit, so eagerly 
desired by me, and obtained with so much difficulty, became,* 
when actually in my possession, disgusting. 

Nothing could be more kind than Madame Bonaparte 
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was to young women in my situation; she entered into all our 
feelings and interested herself in every thing that could be agree- 
able to us: in these circumstances she was truly worthy of love. 
On hearing the history of the pine-apple, she predicted to me, 
“You will have a daughter and in support of her opinion 
proposed a game of patience. I knew by experience all the 
ennui which this unfortunate game promised ; but there was no 
refusing, and in spite of my incredulity, I was compelled to sit 
down and see my destiny settled by the caprice of the cards. 
It is known that the fimpress Josephine was superstitiously 
credulous in these matters, and, in fact, I was witness, in the 
years 1808 and 1809 , to two events of this kind not a little ex- 
traordinary. This time she kept me above an hour, cutting 
with the right hand and the left, naming days, hours, and 
months, and ended at length, by confirming her prediction of 
a girl. 

“ Or a boy,” said the ^irst' Consul, who came in at that 
moment, and who always made game of Josephine’s cards ; “ it 
is certain that Madame Junot will have either the one or the 
other, and if I were you, Josephine, I would not risk my repu- 
tation for sorcery, by a too confident prediction.” “ She will 
have a girl, I tell you, Bonaparte ; what wager will you lay me 
of it?” “ I never bet, said the First Consul; “if you are 
sure of the fact — it is dishonest; if not — it is *»s foolish as losing- 
money at play.” “ Well, bet sweetmeats, then.” " And what 
will you lay me V 9 “I will work a carpet to put under your 
feet at your desk.” “ WeM, now, that is something useful. On 
stich terms I will bet you that Madame Junot has a boy. Now, 
mind,” said he, turning Jo me, “ that you do not make me lose;” 
and laughing as he looked at me, he added — “ but what will 
become of the wager if you should have both a boy and a 
girl ?” “ I will tell you, General, you must give me both 

pagers.” 

And there was something so ridiculous in this idea of boy and 
girl coming at once, that even I could not refrain from joining 
in the laugh, while my look of consternation increased the mirth 
of the First Consul, my husband, and every one else who was 
present. 

We were now at the period of New Years gifts and visits, 
and I was admiring like a child, as I then was, all those brilliant 
and useless trifles, which custom demands should be offered by 
the gentlemen to a lady whose house they frequent, when two 
friends came to increase their number and added their good 
wishes, which were not merely the tribute of etiquette. They 
were General Suchet and his brother. After that sort of con- 
„ versation which the occasion demanded, we fell into a discussion 
upon the merits of^those family meetings which this season 
brought with it; and it was agreed that the celebration of 
Christmas, of New Year's^and Twelfth-days, the birthday and 
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saints day of the head of the family, and other festivals, were 
favourable to the maintenance of domestic harmony, and were 
therefore worthy of being preserved* If the family is numerous, 
occasion is thus furnished, for ten or twelve convivial meetings 
in the course of the year*; and if the members have conceived 
any mutual offence, the embarrassment of meeting, otherwise 
than cordially, on the birthday of the grandmother or aunt, will 
often cause* the coolness jvhich had begun to take place to dis- 
appear, and slight disputes will thus be prevented from becom- 
ing serious quarrels. The two brothers were fully capable of 
appreciating such feelings ; they were perfectly united ; the 
General always displayed the tenderest friendship for his brother 
Gabriel, which the latter returned with the sincerest affection 
and respect ; his love for his brother was that we feel for the 
object of our pride. In furtherance of these observations, the 
General proposed that we should meet on Tv^lfth-day, to which 
I assented with great satisfaction. 

** Yes,” said my good mother-n. .aw, who was never silent 
when a project of pleasure was on foot,*** we will by all means 
draw king and queen.” — ** Yes, let us draw,” sayi Junot ; ** I 
engage you to sup h re the evening after to-morrow upon a 
truffled turkey.” — “ Agreed,” said General Suchet; ** we will 
come hjre die evening after to-morrow*, and then for the turkey, 1 
and truffles, the cake, the drawing, and plenty of laughter.” 

I Wt i now in momentary expectation of my confinement, and 
notwithstanding the efT ts of my mother-in-law to support and 
comtort m looked forward to the moment with dread. In the 
in he of tl 4th of January we had* an alarm, which called*up 
my jq other-in-law who had not undressed for a week past. 
Marehais was summoned, and pronounced that twenty-four or 
forty-eight hours would settle the business, and left me, recom- 
mending composure and sleep. 

I war out of spir ts during a part of tRe succeeding day ; T 
performed my religious duties and wrote to my mother, because 
she had forbidden me tb leave the house ; I then arranged i©y 
baby-linen and basket, and in this occupation I found the entire 
dissipation of my fears and melancholy. In the little cap with 
its b*'ie ribbons, and in the shirt, the sleeves of which I drew 
through those of the flannel waistcoat, I thought I could see the 
soft and fair head, and fat little mottled arms ; in my joy I 
imagined the pretty clothes already adorning my promised 
treasure, and pressed them to my bosom, longing to clasp and 
to see my child, to feel its breath, while I said to myself, ** And 
this little being which I expect will be all my own !” Oh ! what 
days of joy were before me ! J unot found me leaning over the 
cradle; in a sort of ecstasy, and when I explained* to him the cause* 
of an emotion which his heart was well formed to understand, 
he embraced me with a tenderness which I felt prouder of th&ft 
I should have done six months earlier. 

Madame Junot — vol. i. 2 n 
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My thoughts now took quite a different direction ; I not <£nly 
did not fear, but I desired the decisive moment ; and when my 
friends met in the dm wing-room they found me as gay and as 
happy as any young wife or young girl could be. Madame 
Hamelin formed one of our party. She was then young, gay, 
lively, and a most ready assistant in promoting that easy confi- 
dence which forms'the great charm of intimate association. She 
had an original and striking wit, f bordering a little on the 
maliciousness of the cat, and sometimes showing that she had 
tolerably long claws ; but Tbelieve that like puss also, she did 
not put them out unless attacked. 

The evening passed off very cheerfully ; my mother-in-law was 
delighted to see me in perfect oblivion of the critical moment, 
which, however, she knew could not be far distant. We sat 
down to table, and the turkey, "the cake, the madeira and cham- 

E redoubled our gaiety. In half an hour we laughed so 
ily that even to this day 1 think of it with pleasure. At 
length came the moment of drawing ; General Suchet sat beside 
me ; I do not exactly recollect whether the prize of royalty fell 
to him or to me; since that time so many sovereignties, which 
seemed vastly more solid, have sunk into fantastical crowns, 
that my memory may well be excused its want of accuracy on 
this point. But whether the General had received his crown 
from me or whether he had made me his queen, he addressed 
me in a compliment so absurd, that it provoked a violent fit of 
laughter, with which the room resounded, and which was echoed 
with equal noise by sevepteeri or eighteen persons who sur- 
rounded the supper-table. 1 stood up to answer, with my glass 
of water, for I never in jmy life could drink wine, to the numer- 
ous glasses filled with sparkling champaign which were extended 
towards me, when I fell backwards into my chair, a frightful 
cry escaped me,, and my glass dropped from my hand. But the 
sudden attack which had caused this commotion was over in an 
instant, my cheeks recovered their colour and I looked up. 
Junot still paler than I had been, holding his glass of champaign, 
was looking at me with an air of consternation. The rest of the 
company seemed nearly equally alarmed, and the grotesque ex- 

{ jression of so many countenances hardly recovered from a fit of 
lilarity, while, as in duty bound, they were assuming on the 
other side of their faces the solemnity which the circumstances 
appeared to require, resembling at once Jean qui pleure and 
Jean qui rit , produced so visible an effect, that I relapsed into 
a fit of uncontrollable laughter. My-mother-in-law now came 
behind my chair, and whispered, “ Take my arm, my dear daugh- 
ter, and come tp your room /’ — “ No, no!” said Gabriel Suchet, 
we cannot spare our queen !” 

Hereupon he began to relate a story so absurd that I laughed 
again as immoderately as before, and was again interrupted in 
the same raa&ner ; my mother-in-law told her son that I must be 
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removed, and a carriage sent far Marehais. Junot came to me; 
took me in his arms, and almost lifted me from my chair* Ibis 
time the general interposed, offered to bet upon the sex of my 
child, and would with difficulty permit my husband to carry me 
away. He led me, however, to my room, obeying all my 
mother’s behests with as much simplicity as any honest bour- 
geois, any M. Guillaume, or M. Dennis, of the Rue de la Perie, 
or Rue St Jacques. He busied himself in regulating the heat 
of my room, in calling my women, together, giving them fifty 
orders at once, which neither the^ nor he understood, ordered 
the horses, and returned to my side already expecting to hear 
the cries of his child ; — but I was in no Such hurry. 

During this tedious season of watching and anxiety Junot was 
almost distracted ; he threw hiiqself at intervals on the mattress 
which had been laid for him in the parlour, then got up, walked 
the room with hasty steps, cre^>t to my bedropm-door and tried 
to get in, which I had positively prohibited, and returned to his 
apartment, where his aide-de-camp, General Laliemand, sat up 
with him all night endeavouring with arguments and consola- 
tions of friendship to calm a little the violence of his agitation 
and to restore something like composure to his mind. 

Junot on leaving me by no means recovered his self-posses- 
sion; he wandered through the roomS all opehing into each 
other, which at both extremities brought him to one of the doors 
of my chamber, found repose in none of them, and at length 
unabie longer to endure his confinement, snatched up a round 
hat which happened to meet his eye„ and sallied forth into the 
street. Without once considering *which way he was going, 
habit or instinct led him to the Tuileries* and he found himself 
in the great cdurt without knowing ho<V he had got there. 
Before ascending, however, the staircase leading to the First 
Consul’s apartments the consideration of his dishabille crossed, 
his mind ; but no matter sdhl he, as he looked down upon his 
brown coat, I am sure of finding here a heart which will under- 
stand my feelings. * * • 

All his comrades in the antechamber were astonished at the 
expression of his countenance and the disorder of his dress ; but 
none of them felt any disposition to ridicule ; and the First Con- 
sul, as soon as he heard that Junot wished to see him, sent for 
him into his cabinet. a Good God ! what is the matter, 
Junot V 9 he exclaimed with surprise on seeing him. a General, 
my wife is in labour and I cannot stay at home,” was the 
answer, but in a voice almost smothered with tears. “ And you 
are come to me to seek courage ; you are right, my friend. Poor 
Junot ! how you are upset ! Oh woman, woman.!” 

He required a relation of all that had happened from my first* 
seizure, and though Junot dared not give utterance to his appre- 
hensions, yet Napoleon gathered from all the facts he described 
that my life was actually in danger, and his conduct in this 

2 n2 
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moment of anxiety, when his discernment penetrated into a mys- 
terious horror, was that of the tenderest and best of brothers. 
u My old friend/' said he, to his faithful and devoted servant, 
pressing his hand, a very rare caress, “ you have done right in 
coming to me at this moment, as I hope to prove.” 

So saying, he left his cabinet, and leaning upon Junot’s arm, 
stepped into the saloon, where the statue of the great Conde 
stands, and walked up and down, talking of the only subject 
which interested his compapion, for he was too well versed in 
the management of the human heart to interrogate cords, which 
would certainly have been mute at such a moment. Amongst 
other things, he asked "my husband how he came to the Tuile- 
ries. “ On foot,” was the answer ; “ a species of desperation 
drove me from home, though ipy heart is still there, and I wan- 
dered hither v^thout knowing which way I came .” — “ And may 
I ask youthen,” s^iid Napoleon, u why you look out of that win- 
dow ten times in a minute, to see if any one passes the gate ? 
How should th.ey come here to seek you, if your servants do 
not know where you are ? if your officers saw you come out in 
plain clothec ? It seems to me that they are more likely to sus- 

E ect you of throwing yourself into the river, than of coming 
ere.” He called and gave his orders. — “ Send a footman 
immediately to Madam£ J unot’s to learn whether she is yet put 
to bed ; and if not, let the family be informed that General 
Junot is here.” 

He again took my husband’s arm, and continued to converse 
with him with such affecting kindness, that Junot could not 
repress his tears. He was attached to his General, to that 
vision of glory which, commanded admiration; but in such 
moments as the present, Napoleon’s conduct "could not fail to 
subject to him the whole heart and affections of the individual 
whose sufferings he thus alleviated, even if he had not been 
already devoted to him body and stful. This day rivetted, if I 
may say so, the chains which bound Junot to Napoleon. 

’ Seeing him leave the house in a state bordering on distraction, 
Heldt, his German valet-de-chambre, followed him into the 
Tuileries, and *on his return home informed the aide-de-camp 
Laborde, where the general was to be found. 

Junot had been three quarters ot an hour with the First 
Consul, whose arm rested on his, obliging him to remain a 
prisoner, when he would rather have been at large, and have had 
the power to come and learn the result of all his uneasiness. 
The footman could not yet be returned, when Junot imboldened 
by the First Consul's goodness, begged to be allowed to inquire 
for him. — “ I should have been told,” answered the First Consul, 
“ if he was returned* Remain quiet.” Then dragging him still 
further on, they were presently in the gallery of Diana. There 
Junot’s uneasiness became so violent, that Napoleon several 
times looked nt him with astonishment, and with an accent to 
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wlich it is impossible to do justice, repeated : " Oh ! woman, 
woman !” 

At length, at the moment that Junot was about to escape 
without listening to any thing further, M. de Laborde appeared 
at the further end of the *gallery ; he had run with such haste 
that he could scarcely speak, but his countenance was full of 

j°y- 

“ My General/' he sajd, as soon as he had recovered his 
breath, u Madame Junot is safe in bed, and is as well as possible/' 
— “ Go, then, and embrace your 'daughter” said the First: 
Consul, laying a stress on the word daughter ; u if your wife 
had given you a boy they would have tdld you at once ; but 
first of all embrace me,” and he pressed him affectionately in his 
arms. *Junot laughed and cried, and thoughtless of every thing 
but the event which had just occurred, was running away, when 
Napoleon said to him, a Stay, giddy-head, arg you going to run 
through the streets without yodr hat?” 

He returned to the First Consul's cabinet, where he had left 
his hat ; the time was not yet come wh&n the Prince of Neuf- 
chatel would have presumed to enter the Enjperor’s pre- 
sence, even at three tfclock in the morning, without his coat 
buttoned, his ruffles, dress boots, and his plumed hat under his 
arm. “ Give my love* to your wife, Junot, and tell her that If 
have a two-fold quarrel against her : first, because she has not 
given the republic a soldier, and secondly, because she has made 
me lose my wager with Josephine. But I shall not be the less 
her friend and yours.” And again hp pressed Junot's hand and 
let him go. • • 

It would be impossible to describe the delirium of joy which 
was painted on Junot s countenance anS actuated his manners 
when he returned to me. He bathed his daughters little face 
with tears of delight so soft, so pure, that it was easy to see his 
happiness without his uttertag a word. Then throwing himself 
on his knees beside my bed he took my hands ; kissed them and 
thaaked me for his child, his daughter, his little Josephine. w 
But notwithstanding his joy, Junot perceived that something 
weighed upon my heart, which was not connected with my past 
sufferings. 

“ Wfiat is the matter ?” said he, embracing me again. 
a Nothing, but a great deal of happiness.” — “ I know you, 
Laurette, I see the tears in your eyes, your heart is not at ease ; 
what is the matter V 9 

1 looked at him without answering ; the tears rolled v down my 
cheeks, but I would not speak. At this moment M. Marchais 
came in. “ What ! again V 9 he said to me. “ My dear Ge- 
neral, you should scold your wife, and the ‘way I see yot* # 

* The words tuferas mes amities was a form of speech very often used by 
Napoleon to those he loved. 
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employed gives you additional right to do so !” Junot at 
moment had his child in his arms and was embracing it. u You 
shall hear all then Oh Madame J unot make no signs to me, 

I shall not heed them. You -must know, then, General, that 
this young mother, who is a little heroine for courage, as soon as 
she was safely put to bed, and had learned that you were not 
at home, sent for y6ur father that he might give his blessing to 
yo&r child. I went myself to seek M*. Junot, but he refused to 
come, as soon as he learnt tfyat the infant was a girl. At length 
he was persuaded ; but when Madame Junot, notwithstanding 
her weakness, took the babe in her arms to present it to him, 
saying, ‘ My father, bless your grand-daughter, it is another 
heart that will love you : instead of embracing the child, he 
replied in a tone of vexation, 

“ It was not worth while to make all this noise about a 
naughty little girl.* What is your husband to do with this little 

crying thing? He will give it a pretty reception and the 

First Consul too ! do you think he does not wish his Generals 
to have boys?” If I had any authority over your father, other 
than that of, a physician in his patient's chamber, I confess I 
should have used it with some severity. I have frankly told you 
all this because it is a part of my duty, and because to-morrow, 
or the day after, a similar scene might have a fatal effect upon 
Madame Junot. It has affected her seriously, because she 
believes that tfye birth of a daughter is a great grievance to you, 
and it is in vain that I have represented to her that a mother of 
seventeen and a father of twenty-nine years of age will have 
time enough to pray for boys without being in despair at a first 
disappointment, and meanwhile the grandfather may fret as much 
as he pleases.” 

Scarcely had M. Marchais’s first words struck Junot’s ears 
than he understood r the cause of my distress; and he seated 
himself upon my bed and wept witb’me, while he dried my eyes 
with his handkerchief and kisses. 

, Then taking up his daughter out of a little basket* of fine 
embroidered muslin, made on purpose that she might lie in it 
upon my bed, he placed her in rny arms, and embraced us both 
with an air of such joyful delight, as left no doubt of the senti- 
ments of his heart, which, however, never could be doubtful to 
me. But the first moment of my father-in-law's denunciation 
was terrible; no doubt he had no intention to injure me, but he 
might have killed me. “ Mamma,” said I to my motber-in- 


* This Barcelonaette was the tasteful production of Mademoiselle Olive ; in 
form of a swan, the lfeathers of which were embroidered in relief with white cot. 

* ton ; the wings a little spread, made a sort of handle to lift it by, the back was 
open, forming the cradle, and from its neck and reverted head fell a veil of 
wbite«Jndia muslin for the curtain, which was gathered up in the beak of the 
swan. 

/ 
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laW>, who just then came in, u you were right, you see ; he tores 
it as well as if it had been a boy." 

“ Did not I tell you so V 9 replied this excellent woman. “ My; 
son's heart is too good and too noble to entertain the ideas hts 
father would have given him credit for. 

I have been led into some minute particulars connected 
with my first accouchement, in order to expbse the falsehoods 
which the St. Helena Memorial has propagated. I am con- 
fident that the Emperor was wholly incapable of saying what 
is there attributed to him, in the chapter entitled u J unot and 
his wife." 

Napoleon and his government enjoy§d at this moment the 
fullest portion of popularity. The more violently France had 
been agftated by popular convulsion, the more heartily s he rallied 
round a focus which presented the prospect of strength and re- 
pose. The more completely we had been disorganized, the more 
we required regularity of laws* institutions, and social arrange- 
ments, so true it is that order is the law of nature ; there is an 
imperious tendency towards it in the heart of man which nothing 
can repress. # 

France threw hers<?lf into the arms of General Bonaparte with 
the sincerity of those who having long suffered, see at length 
the term of their sorrows. It was believed that the bravest soldier 
and most renowned warrior, must prove the most capable of 
administering the government with justice, and. of making us 
respected abroad. At this period Bonaparte did not like the 
English, but he wished to add to hi$ triumphal crown the olive 
of peace ; and to attain this end hfe wrote to King George the 
Third, that remarkable letter, in whicfy he solicits him, for the 
happiness of the world, to give peace to the struggling nations* 
“ Let us terminate," said he, u the war which foi eight years has 
ravaged the four quarters of the world. # Mqst it be eternal ? 
Is there no means of coming to a mutual understanding?" 

Public opinion in France was then strongly in favour of a war 
with England. Commerce was oppressed, the finances were jn 
disorder; but from the commencement of the Revolution the voice 
of commerce had had very little weight in the republic. Every 
thing wore a warlike aspect, and arms only were looked to, to 
terminate a quarrel, appease troubles, and remove dangers. 
France was entirely military, and General Bonaparte, in calling 
for men to carry the war into England, would have been answered 
by two hundred thousand volunteers. He had, therefore, no 
occasion to dissemble, nor did the failure of this first attempt at 
pacification rest with him. England herself repuked the over- 
ture, while Mr. Pitt continued at the head of affairs. “ In no 
case treat with that man," said the English Minister, in the# 
House of Commons. In rejecting the First Consul's proposition 
lie thought he had performed a great deed : his rival smile!; he 
also had his projects, and this refusal to treat forwarded them! 
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The vision which for fourteen years he followed, even then had its 
influence on his actions ; and seeing himself surrounded by so 
many young men, all burning for glory and victory, he did not 
doubt but England would be his, — and he prepared in earnest 
to invade her: fortune afterwards offered him the conquest of 
the world, and the army which Marshal Soult had organized at 
Boulogne was employed in dealing as murderous, jthough not 
such direct blows upon British power. But it was in vain for 
England to refuse peace. Abandoned by Russia, even after the 
assassination'of Paul I., she f elt the necessity of complying ; Mr. 
Pitt forsakes the helm, Lord Melville and Lord Grenville fol- 
low his example, alleging that they will not be the instruments 
of executing a treaty which must be inglorious and injurious to 
the nation. Under a new administration the preliminaries Of peace 
were at length signed at London, in October 1801, a concord 
which was to last |j>ut two years. 

It was about this time that the First Consul, in a conversation 
of which I possess a sketch, observed, “ The death of Paul I. 
dissolved the confederation of the north, but it may be revived, 
and if England, to avert this, should lavish her gold to an extent 
that will involve herself in a career of dangers, the commence- 
ment of which will be visible, but not the end Well ! ” 

Here he paused and smiled, and then resumed his promenade, 
rubbing his forehead, and crossing his hands behind him ; all 
this giving to those who were studying his countenance the con- 
viction that his thoughts were great and glorious. 

Soon after this time the ^preliminaries of peace were signed 
with the Ottoman Court, whose alliance with France dates from 
the reign of Francis I., and had met with but few interruptions. 
The First Consul was not then sufficiently familiar with the 
English language to read the newspapers with facility ; they 
were translated for him, but as he found they were not always 
given him faithfully, 'he determined £6 perfect himself in English, 
that he might judge of the originals; he did not, however, fully 
accomplish this end till a much later period. I remember that 
one day when the Turkish treaty was in progress, Napoleon 
coming into the Saloon at Malmaison, where the company' were 
assembling before dinner, with some English journals in his 
hand, said to the Second Consul : — “ Citizen Cambacercs, do 
you know why 1 went to Egypt ?” Cambacercs looking atten- 
tively at him, but being unable to penetrate the object of this 
question, put in so unexpected a manner, he was silent. “ Yes,” 
continued the First Consul, “ I should like to know whether 
any of you divine the true motive which induced me to go to 
Egypt? You Junot, Duroc, Berthier, my poor Rapp, and 
* yourself Cambacer&s, I have no doubt that you believe it was to 
flatter the fancies of certain learned enthusiasts in antiquities, 
who %ould sacrifice an army to obtain a marble column from 
Palmyra, or a mummy fro% Thebes ; and so saying, he struck 
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th£ back of his hand upon the English newspaper, in which he 
had just been reading this stupid nonsense, and added, " to be 
sure these few lines do give me an additional object, that of 
making myself King of Jerusalem ! Really it is a very amusing 
thing to read such folly ! — King of Jerusalem ! forsooth r 
Here he burst into a loud fit of laughter, perhaps the only one 
to which I knew him give way during the twenty years that I 
was admitted to his society. His gaiety never showed itself in 
noise. Nor did his anger, terrible /is it was ; he could strike as 
with thunder, and persons in the next room would know nothing 
of the words which fell upon the offender with the weight of a 
club, or the sharpness of a sword. # 

Cambac6r£s seeing that the First Consul was disposed to 
amuse liimself with the affair, Jtook up the ball, and answered 
like a man of wit, as he actually was. — "Well, General,” said 
Regnault de Saint-Jean-d’Angely, who wa$ also that day at 
Malmaison, " I do not see any thing ironical in the journal. It 
is true the English writer intended to be malicious, but it ap- 
pears to me he has failed in his object* Why should Godfrey 
de Bouillon alone be entitled to his recompence ?” # 

I know not what* sentiment these words touched, but the 
First Consul's brow was clouded in an instant. Had his thoughts 
not yet turned upon absolute power*? Or did he wish they 
should not be suspected if such existed already? But his change 
of countenance, the expression of his eye, and the knitting of 
his brow, were too striking not to be noticed by those who made 
him their study. The cloud, however was transient, his features 
in an instant resumed their usual # cast, and he replied to HTeg- 
nault with a smile : — "Truly you do u§ republican soldiers great 
honour in comparing us with the crusacfers. But who should 
be the Rinaldo of the adventure ?” then looking round him, 
" Berthier, the palm is yours; but no, y # our^Armida was not 
in Egypt. Junot, you are fond of running |ifter the pretty 

women but hush, Madame Junot is here, we must say 

nothing on that subject, though I suppose she knows she utas 
not your first love. Do you know that your husband kept a 
complete seraglio in those distant quarters, Madame Junot ?” 
" He has told me something of the kind, General; and I have 
even a very pretty portrait hanging over the chimney-piece in 
my room.” With this the conversation ended; Napoleon casting 
an indefinable glance towards me, resumed his rapid promenade, 
and passed into the garden. 
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CHAPTER LXXVIII. 


The society of artists and literary men* —Talma's gaiety — The poet d'Oflfreville 
and his self-conceit — The tragedy of Statira — The hoax projected — Talma's 

f art in it, and the intf nded lecture — The dinner-party— The Improvisation— 
'arty to the Theatre — Tiercelin and “ the Farce and no Farce’' — D’Offreville 
an unintentional Performer — The lost Manuscript — The poet's despair and 
good appetite — The poet iv the cabriolet, and the vicious mare — His lamen- 
tations — The hackney coachman. 

* 

I have always been fond of the society of artists and literary 
men ; we feel at once security and pleasure in it. In whatever 
situation fortune has placed me, I have made it my principal 
study to assemble round me the chief talents of the day. 
Amongst a crowd of distinguished men I had the happiness of 
receiving Nadermann, Garat, Denon, Girodet, Lefebvre, old 
Robert, Lemercier, Millin, M. Delille, Talma, and many others. 

The last name upon this list reminds me of an adventure in 
which Talma played a part, certainly not that of Cinna or Orestes. 
To what perfection h c e carried those characters of parade with 
which French tragedy abounds, is well known ; but of the time 
I am speaking he wa^s immersed in the gloom of those English 
tragedies which he rendered so terrible, and the contrast made 
his gaiety in society, which provoked the cheerfulnese of all 
around, peculiarly striking. 

My readers may remember a certain M. d’Oflfreville, who lived 
like a salamander in a perpetual fire at Lucien Bonaparte's 
mansion of Plessis, and continued to fatigue every one with his 
vanity and absurdity. On my marriage, he presented himself 
to me with an epithalamium in each pocket, and an acrostic 
upon every one of Junot’s names and mine ; there was no re- 
sisting this folly. 

His stupid self-conceit made him completely ridiculous, and 
restrained every sentiment of commisseration which otherwise 
his age would hpve demanded. He was the butt of all his ac- 
’qbaintances. 

After pronouncing a fine eulogium on himself, he would walk 
up and down the room majestically, with one hand in his 
waistcoat pocket, and the &ther playing with the laced shirts 
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fnl% which was in keeping with the other ornaments of his 
dress, his plaited ruffles, silk stockings, and buckled shoes. 

He had composed a tragedy, on which he had bestowed ten 
years labour, to very little purpose ; but he would rather have 
renounced his hopes of salvation in another life, than have be- 
lieved that any production in the world could be equal to his 
Statira . — “ faith!” said Junot one day, "this man must be 
mystified ; his incorrigible .vanity deserves punishment.” * 

He furnished us with the opportunity in a very few days. He 
came one morning to request I woulcl perform a promise, which, 
in a moment of gaiety, I had thoughtlessly made him, of pro- 
curing Talma’s permission to have StatirJ read before the com- 
mittee of French comedy. 

I wa^much embarrassed, for { would not for the world have 
spoke of this production to Talma, Dugazon, or Fleury* I an- 
swered that t should shortly see one of the^e gentlemen, and 
would report the answer ; but* the good poet was not so easily 
satisfied, and he so strongly insisted on my giving him a letter 
of introduction to one or the.other of the ‘committee, that I was 
really puzzled in what manner to put him off ; whep fortunately 
Junot came in and at once extricated* me from my difficulties. 

"Your work shall be, read next week, M. d’Offreville,” said 
he in a solemn tone, “ it shall be read *at my house, by Talma 
himself.” 

u Oh, General ! you are too good ! Oh, heavens ! my work 
read at Madame Junot’s, at your house, my dear General ! and 
by Talma himself! it is too much !” Here was the poet in a 
delirium of joy, at the idea of his tf&gedy being read by Talnla. 

I could not understand Junot, but in tvyo words he let me into 
the secret. The*day was fixed, Junot arrailged the whole affair, 
and communicated his project to Talma, who willingly under- 
took to second it. Our party consisted of the two Baptistes of 
the French comedy, Talma # and his wife, Fleury, Dugazon andf 
Dazincourt. It was agreed that Talma, as soon as he saw 
d’Offreville, should speak to him of his tragedy, of the part lj£ 
wished to take in it, and of the pleasure he should have in reading 
it after dinner. This latter point was quite another matter, 
however. 

I never saw such an expression of extraordinary joy as that 
which was portrayed on d’Offreville’s burlesque physiognomy, 
when on my introducing him to Talma, the latter addressed him 
with the most hyperbolical praises of his work, with an air of 
seriousness which was enough to make those acquainted with 
d’Offreville die of laughing. He bowed, thanked him in broken 
words, and in the most rapturous terms concluded by pro- 
nouncing Talma divine. • « 

I think I never was present at a more amusing dinner party 
in my life. The champaign and madeira soon put him into ex- 
cellent spirits, and he proposed favouring us with an improvisa - 
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tion , which he had been preparing from the day he had hpen 
assured that Talma would read his tragedy ; but as it was to 
pass for an impromptu, he had taken good care not to bring his 
written paper with him, never suspecting his memory of treachery. 
But the wine he had drank, and the noisy mirth which sur- 
rounded liim, had so confused his ideas, that after giving the 
two first lines their highest effect, after shading his eyes, and 
enacting all the monkey tricks necessary to produce a belief in 
an actual improvisation , lie stopped short, wholly unable to re- 
collect another word. The total silence in which the whole 
party were listening to his recitation and awaiting its continua- 
tion, added to his emburrassment, and made him look absolutely 
stupified. After an interval of becoming solemnity, General 
Lallemand interrupted the silence : “ Indeed, M. d’Offieville,” 

said he, “ it is a sad thing that you cannot recollect any more 
of your improvisation ” “ I beg your pardon,” said he, “ I shall 

continue immediately and he again repeated the two unfortu- 
nate lines, 

c 

“Say Muse, loved Talma! dfces thy voice divine 
J)eign with immortal fame my verse to crown — ” 

“ My verse to crown, — my verse to crown,” and he would 
have harped upon the same unharmonious string for an hour, if 
Talma had not cried out in his inimitable accent, 

a While Tyre’s proud walls re-echo my renown.” 

Now this happened to be a line in the famous tragedy of 
Stfttira; Junot had whispered it to Talma, who pronounced it 
instantly, to the admiration of the company. But d’Offreville 
saw nothing ludicrous fn it ; on the contrary, he was ready to 
worship the man who was already master of the finest passage 
of his tragedy. “ Is not that poetry of inspiration ?” said he to 
Talma; “ how your ‘talent will siting in performing so brilliant a 
character as that of my hero ! You are supremely fortunate, my 
dear sir ! But, let me beg you to give me the unutterable plea- 
sure of hearing these fine lines read with such judgment as yours: 
here is the piece.” 

And he drew from his pocket the much honoured Statira, 
wrapped in vellum, and tied with fresh bows of rose coloured 
ribbon. This last folly was almost too much for the gravity of 
the company. Talma w as still holding his cup of coffee in his 
hand, when the simpleton gravely proposed to him to read five 
acts of pathos consecutively. Talma, in reply, took him by the 
arm, and leading him and me to the recess of a window a little 
out of the noise, said to him, “ My dear Sir, I understand from 
Madame Junot r and the General, that your work is full of 
"beauties: now I should wish to read this chef-d'oeuvre with all 
the attention it merits, and to be listened to with the respect I 
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shdbld demand for it. At present this is impossible ; do you see 
those wild fellows, Baptiste the younger, and Dugazon — ” 

The latter was at this moment relating to his auditors, that he 
had once been aide-de-camp to the Commune of Paris, and de- 
scribing his adventures irf this capacity in the most laughable 
manner. “ I therefore recommend, ” continued Talma, “ that 
Madame Junot should Indulge us with a promenade in the Bois 
de Boulogne or elsewhere * we shall converse while we are out 
upon literary and theatrical subject^ and when we return in the 
cool of the evening, our minds will be composed and prepared 
to enjoy the delightful impressions which the reading of Statira 
promises, and which I engage to assist w?th my best abilities.” 

I seconded the motion, and Madame Talma supported us, so 
that d’Offreville, however anxious for the commencement of the 
lecture, had no remedy, and as it was only a pleasure deferred, 
it was tolerably well received. # I rang and ordered the horses, 
which were already harnessed to three carriages. 

On my return to the saloon equipped /or the ride, Junot ap- 
proached me, and said, in a* perfectly natural tone, “ I under- 
stand, my dear, that you intend to take a ride ; ir* my opinion, 
you had better pass an hour or two Ut the Theatre Montansier, 
where they are performing a new piece, which I am told is charm- 
ing. My box is not lent, and I will borrow thathf the manager, 

and M. D ” The name was an invention intended only 

to deceive d’Offreville, who would have supposed a scheme laid 
against himself if he had found several boxes hired beforehand : 
he was foolish, but not stupid. • 

Junot’s proposition carried the (fay by acclamation, and Ve 
set out for the The&tre Montansier, then at the Palais-Royal. 
D’Offreviile was put under the care of M. Charles, M* Lallemand, 
and M. Delaborde, first aide-de-camp to Junot ; on reaching the 
theatre, he proposed to join me in my bpx fgr the pleasure of 
conversing with Talma, but this was not exactly the intended 
plan. u No, no,” said tfyese gentlemen; “ Madame Junot’ s box is 
full you are going with us into one where you will see excellently” 

Hereupon they made a preconcerted signal to the door- 
keeper, who opened the stage-box to the right of the audience ; 
General Lallemand and M. Delaborde pushed d’Offreville into 
the box and shut the door, leaving him tete-a-tete with a man 
whom he did not know, and whose appearance is almost as sin- 
gular as his own. This man was dressed in a scarlet cloth coat 
with copper buttons, yellow breeches, striped stockings, an 
immense cravat a powdered wig with a great cue, and a three- 
cornered hat badly cocked, which he took off and put on again 
ten times in a minute. . 

D'Offreville, to whom his conducters had said: “ We slisCll* 
return presently,” waited patiently the commencement of the 
piece. The curtain drew up ; but an actor in his stage dress 
came forward to announce, that the principal actress being ex- 
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tremely ill, tlie performance could not take place. “ Wha$ ! ” 
cried d’Offreville’s neighbour in the red coat, with a hoarse 
voice, “ what do you mean by that, I have paid three francs and 

a half to see the show, and I will see or 99 And here he 

stood up leaning over the front of the box, and vociferating his 
words in a great rage : “ Sir,” said d’Offreville to him, pulling 
one of his red skiVts, “ it is not usual f to talk in this manner 
here; they will turn you out, sir.” — “Hem! what is this fellow 
saying ? ” And, turning towards d’Offreville, the man in the 
red coat burst out a laughing. “ Al^! I know you very well ! 
You come from the Estrapade ; # you compose tragedies to make 

H ie laugh.” — “ Sir,fcir,” said d’Offreville, “pray speak lower !” 

he attempted to effect a retreat but in vain ; the door would 
not open; for General Lallemand, M. Delaborde, and M. 
Charles were behind holding it fast. , 

At this moment^ a voice from the gallery shouted oift “James ! 
James ! ” and James, who was the man in the red coat, looked 
upland answered Ah ! Ah ! is it you John ! come here my 
lad, here is plenty of room, come here.” 

And the accent and attitute of the waterman of the fens was 
perfect : for by this time my readers will have guesed that the 
man in the scarlet coat was Tiercelin the actor, and that the 
farce they wens performing was “ The Farce and no Farce,” 
represented for the second time only. Tiercelin, who was in the 
secret, played his part excellently, and what made the joke per- 
fect, from my box where we could see the whole was, that the 
audience in the pit took tjie introduction of d’OffVeville for a 
ndw scene, and every time ft he leant forward to Tiercelin to give 
his advice, several voices cried out “ louder ! ” The poor author 
of Statira stood as iliucn in dread of these crids of his terrible 
neighbour, who seeing the impression he made upon him, gave 
him from time tp time, a most menacing glance. “ Oh !” said 
lie, “ I have told you I know you, ydi come from the Estrapade. 
You should cry out, like John and I, upon these thieves, who 
t?.ke our money and give us nothing for it.” 

The piece proceeded. Tiercelin or James, as he is called, was 
furnished with a gourd, out of which he drank five or six times 
during the act. Generally he had nothing in his gourd, but it 
happened that evening, having a bad cold, the gourd contained 
barley water. When he saw the apprehension with which he 
inspired d’Offreville, it came into his head, to our great gratifi- 
cation, to offer him his gourd, recommending him to drink to 
recover himself, and to our still greater delight, the other took 
it, so much was he nfraid of his companion, and tasting, not- 
withstanding his expectation of having his throat burnt with 
peppered brandy, was not a little surprised at swallowing nothing 
but warm water fit to make him sick. He drank, however, what 
was in the goUrd^ amidst the encouragements of Tiercelin, and 
* T$e Rue de l’Estrapade in Paris. 
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the reiterated applauses of the pit, which would have been 
delighted with this unexpected scene, if the new actor could 
have been persuaded to speak louder. 

But D’Offreville at length discovered the joke, and imme- 
diately precipitated himself, head foremost, lijte a ram in a rage, 
against the box door, and so furious was he, that when the gen- 
tlemen outside opened.it, he pushed through without seeing 
them. But he was not to escape thus, and all the young men of 
the conspiracy surrounding him, he found himself without the 
power of counteraction once more* in my drawing-room in the 
presence of Talma. Whin he commenced his complaints, we' 
all told him he did not know what he was talking about; that 
the box he had been put into was the manager’s, who had given 
an ord$r to one of the common people, a waterman, who, it 
would seem, lived in the Rue # de TEstrapade and knew him, 
which he had given Hfan to understand by his manner, rather 
vulgarly to be sure : “ But,” said Junot, if I*were you, I should 
be very proud of being recognized thus, and for an author, even 
by people the most remote from your ordinary associates ! 
D’Gflreville, I should look upon the meeting with this water- 
man the most honourable homage to your great talents.” 

It would be absurd to make such stupid speeches to a man 
who understood it as irony; but d’Offreville persuaded to 
see in this adventure a circumstance of which he had a right 
to be proud ; whether it were Tiercelin, or plain James of the 
Estrapade, on this point he could not divest himself of some 
doubt, but the actor or the waterman had said, “ You compose 
tragedies ! ” This was enough to m^ke him forget the warm wa- 
ter and the suspicious character which had been forced upon him. 

“ And when you are named on the daty of the first representa- 
tion of Statira,” said Madame Talma, u wjien, having made a 
sufficient resistance to the demands of an impatient audience, 
my husband and I will lead* you between usmpoh the stage, that 

the whole house may be able to see you a different homage 

will then be rendered to your talents ! ” D’Offreville listened 
eagerly, and seemed to enjoy in anticipation the ecstasy of His 
triumph. u But what is M. Talma about and our Statira,” 
said he, casting a glance of intelligence on M. Talma. 

“ Here am 1,” said Talma ; “ but where is the manuscript ? 
Come, prepare the table, two wax lights, and a glass of sugared 

water. But, M. d’Offreville, be so good as to give me your . 

manuscript ; for though I have retained many beautiful lines of 
this immortal work, x have not learnt it by heart.” — But d’Of- 
freville was more ridiculous at this moment than he had been at 
any preceding part of the entertainment. His cherished manu- 
script was lost ! — nor could he recover it — The truth was, tha£ m 
I had stolen it from the spot where he had concealed it, as the 
only means of avoiding the lecture. — “ My Statira,” he exclaimed 
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in a kind of phrensy, as if ha was calling his mistress, “my 
• Statim ! ,v . . 

At length supper was announced, D’Offreville at first in 
.despair, foundcomfort in making a capital meal, a talent which 
seldom failed him.. They afterwards ipade him recite some ma% 
drigals, and two or three acrostics upon Laura and Andoche ; 
then he repeated, <as a child does his lesson, the letter he had 
received from Voltaire ; and, before rising from table, he had 
become quite as vain-glorious, and as complete a braggart as 
ever. But when after supper his dear Statira was restored to 
him, when he had found, upon examination, that not a single 
absurdity was wanting! to it, ne proceeded to utter such a tissue 
of nonsense, that Junot cried out in great wrath : 

“ This man is absolutely incorrigible.” — “I have seen many 
each characters,” said Talma; “ but never one so thoroughly 
ridiculous.” * 

Did not he wish to have his • precious production read after 
supper? — “We shall see about that some day next week,” said 
Talma, “ foe to-niglit,* or rather this morning, I entreat you to 
excuse me.” — It was already two o’clock. — “ And how am I to 
return home*?” said the little man. “ Yau know that Madame 
d’Offreville would die of grief if any harm should happen to 
me.” This apostrophe, was addressed to me in a somewhat 
petulant tone ; for he could not forgive me the occurrences of 
the d4y* trough I was no otherwise concerned in them than as 
having shared the general mirth. “ You know,” he continued, 
“ all the tenderness of that incomparable woman !” 

. The fact was, that the 'wife was quite as ridiculous as her 
husband ; I dare say they were attached to each other, but to 
make a parade of love, When their joint ages amounted to a hun- 
dred ana fifty years, was of itself absurdity enough. — “Well,” 
said Mr. Charles, “ I am going to drive you home in my ca- 
•briolet” — “ No r , no; I shall,” said (general Lallemand. M. De- 
laborde interfered with, “ I propose myself that honour.” “ If 
M.d’OfFreville will trust himself with me?” chimed in M. Bardin. 
* M. d’Offreville looked at them all in turn ; the remembrance 
of tbe misadventures of the evening made him tremble ; but he 
found M. Charles’s countenance the most inviting — he de- 
termined to confide himself to his care ; and making low bows 
to M. Talma, who bent still more profoundly in return, he as- 
cended the slight cabriolet of M. Charles, to which was har- 
nessed a little mare, known as the most vicious brute in Paris. 
To his other follies d’Offreville added that of being fearful in a 
carriage, and his apprehension was converted into absolute 
terror when the cabriolet took, with the speed of an arrow, the 
.road to the Pottt-Royal. 

“ Good God,” cried M. Charles, “what will become of us, 
the horse is running a vay ; I have no power over it.” — “ Sir, I 
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waiting for me . . . . I beseech you, Sir !* — “ What would you 
have me do ? 9 said M. Charles, slightly touching the flanks of 
the mare with the whip; “ what would you have me do"? you 
see I have no command of.the mare .... she is running away. . ♦ . 
that’s certain .... God grant that she may not drag ue to the 
river M. Charles let me alight .... YoUare a worthy man, 
you would # not kill me . , . . Good heavens ! here we are upon 
the bridge !” 

u Well, so much the better ; improves that we shall not go 
under it ; you see there it nothing to fear nOw.~— Will you be 

quiet ? by Jove, you will put me irSa passion presently V* 

exclaimed M. Charles, half angry and half laughing, for the 
old poet was crying for help. 

“ Oh, what will become of me*!” muttered d’Offreville, almost 
crying, “and my wife, my poor wife P — “Ah! you shall see 
your wife again, by and by; 5 ’ said M. Chgfrles ; “only let me 
get home, then I will pack you into a hackney coach and you 
shall return home to console your wife, who is no doubt fast 
asleep without thinking of you.” — “ And do you live far off, my 
worthy friend ? Heavens ? how the cabriolet sways ! Do you 
live far off?” 

“ In the Rue des Maturins .” — ** The Rue, des Maturing 
then I shall not get home before five o’clock in the morning 
“ Be quiet, will you, and let me drive the mare without meddling 
with the reins ; and we shall arrive presently.” 

At last they reached the Rue Neuve des Maturins. But that 
which was not the least amusing jjftrt of the adventure to JVI. 
Charles was the anger of the hackney coachman to whose care 
he now confided*d’Offreville, particularly they both stood and 
looked at his whimsical and disordered dress, besmeared with 
powder that had fallen from his hair. The coachman said he 
would not take charge of a jnask and disguised*person at a time 
when there was no carnival.* D’Offreville, amongst whose pre- 
tensions was that of being very eloquent, undertook to persuade 
the man to drive him home by speaking of his wife and her 
love, himself and his talent ; and afterwards boasted of his suc- 
cess as a triumph of his oratorifcal powers. “ The Muses,” said 
he, “ touched my lips, like Pindar’s, with milk and honey.” 

The truth was, that M. Charles, unknown to his companion, 
had put a crown piece into the coachman’s hand. 
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CHAPTER LXXIX. 

Creation of the kingdom of Etruria — The King and Queen of Etruria in Paria— 
Their son— F6tes and balls given t to them at Paris — Ffres of Ivlessieurs 
Talleyrand, Clmptal and Berthier — Napoleon accompanies the Ring to see a 
: iepresentation of CEdipus — First Consul's opinion of the new King— Aristo- 
cratic measure respecting lists of eligible persons opposed by Napoleon. ^ 

* 

We have now attained a new and memorable epoch in our 
history, that of the re-establishment of thrones and of religion. 
The foundati&n of several republics was Jhe work of General 
Bonaparte ; when at the head of an army, not yet his subjects, 
his moderation procured him even more renown than his victories. 
Now that his powerful hand directed the destinies of France, he 
attempted to set up a petty crown, to place a baby sceptre in 
the hands of a man incapable of reigning, as if he would say to 
France, already unaccustomed to sovereignty — u See what a king 
is i Be not afraid of the phantom !” 

ibis monarch, whose new dignity procured for him more 
ridicule than respect, was the King of Etruria, Don Louis, infant 
of Parma, nephew of Queen Marie Antoinette,• ** and husband 
of the infanta Maria Louisa Josephine, daughter of Charles IV. 
They came to Paris in the month of May, 1801, to thank the 
First Consul for their nomination to the crown of Etruria, which 
was a stipulated clause of the treaty concluded between France 
and Spain on the 21st of March, at Madrid. By this treaty 
France acquired the Duchy of Parma, and ceded Tuscany to. the 
Prince ; giving him, as an indemnity for his paternal inheritance, 
the territory we had conquered from his uncle. But the king, 
Louis 1., was very possibly ignorant who was the sovereign of 
Tuscany before it fell to his share ; and had he known it, I am 
by no means certain that he would, on that account, have refused 
the crown. ^ 

I never beheld two fibre extraordinary persons than these new 
sovereigns. They assumed the incognito of Count and Countess 
of Liyurnia, and, Drought with them a Count ling, who, though 

• MarieTh£rh$e had four daughters. They were married to the King of 

Naples, the Kitg of France, the Duke of Parma, and to the Duke of Saxe- 
Teachen. ■ ■ 
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d quite three years old, was made of more importance than 
h his illustrious parents put together. Those who haw not 
seen this royal personage at five years of age, in full court dress, 
a hat and feathers under bis arm; a sword at his side, decorated 
with a huge bunch of ribands ; his poor li^le locks powdered 
and frizzed, confined in a bag wig, driven through the streets of 
Florence, on the front seat of a state carriage, and though 
fastened to his cushion, rolling from right to left like a little 
ball ; the Queen Dowager, his mother, riding backwards, ih the 
most respectful attitude ; whoever has not beheld this spectacle 
has missed one of those exquisitely ridiculous scenes which pro*- 
long laughter till it becomes painful. Ofithe time I am speaking; 
as the King his father was still living, the Prince Koval of 
Etruria was content to give his little hand to be kissed, whether 
asked for or not. As for his parents, all who remember their ar- 
rival and sojourn in Paris in 1801, will agree with me, how totally 
dissimilar they were from all other human beifigs, especially if her 
Majesty, the Queen, is to be compared with a woman of "even 
moderate beauty, or the King with a man possessed of a single 
idea. One proof, if any were wanting, and which was not lost 
upon France, how utterly he was void, not only oftdl the mental 
faculties, but also of those of the heart, was the abandonment of 
his paternal inheritance to take up witfi the spoils of his uncle* 
F<?tes were given to the King of Etruria, not from any regard 
to the new fangled monaich, but from a spontaneous desire to 
meet the wishes of the First Consul, who well knew how to ap- 
preciate the sentiments which dictated the attention. The recep- 
tion given to his tributary king, was come to tender to # the 
republic homage for his crown, was at once magnificent and in 
good taste. He was, in the first instancp, entertained at Mal~ 
maison, in the spirit of cordiality. 

The First Consul wished to become acquainted with the 
character of the man, on* whom he had* bestowed a polished 
people, hallowed by the noblest monuments of art and science: 
a very few interviews sufficed to prove that he was nullity per- 
sonified. Not so, the Queen. Her appearance was at first 
repulsive ; but on farther acquaintance, when she had thrown 
aside a timidity, partaking income degree of stateliness, which 
threw a restraint over her words and actions, she proved to be 
very agreeable. 

M. de Talleyrand was the first of the ministers who gave a 
f6te tq the new sovereigns. It was in the month of June, when 
the country was in its highest beauty. The entertainment was 
therefore given at Neuilly. Taste ami ingenuity were displayed 
in all tbe arrangements, but both were lost upon him for whose 
enjoyment the whole was chiefly intended. The fdte was Flo- 
rentine, and its illusion complete. The beautiful square of fhl 
Pitti Palace was admirably represented, and when their Majes- 
ties descended to the garden they were surrounded by crowds 
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of pretty; Tuscan peasant girls, offering them flowers, singmg 
couplets, and enticing the royal pair into their groups, to near 
verses in their own praise. This was followed by the famous 
improvisator Gianni, prophesying for them in fine Italian verse 
a long and prosperous reign. All this made no impression on 
King Louis. The Queen, who alone understood it, made 
acknowledgments for both. « 

The finest of these fetes was that given by the minister of the 
interior. He had not, like M. de Talleyrand, the advantage of a 
villa in the country, but his garden was skilfully laid out, to 
bear the appearance of a park, and the whole scene reminded 
one of fairy land. Throe hundred and fifty ladies found seats 
in that fine gallery, where Lucien in the preceding year had 
given such agreeable balls ; which, pleasant as they were, cer- 
tainly afforded no presage of M. Chaptal’s evening of enchant- 
ment. The First Consul was enraptured ; and though seldom 
known to take notfce of such matters, not only expressed his 
satisfaction at the time, but long afterwards reverted to the 
invisible singers, and the ravishing harmony of M. Chapters 
gardens. Yet here, as at NeuillyJ all the delicate courtesies 
shown in hoilour of the sovereigns, were, appreciated by the 
Queen alone; the poor King could not find a word of thanks for 
so much pains expended pn feting and pleasing him : even when 
in the midst of a Tuscan village, where Tuscan peasants were 
singing in chorus the beautiful lines of Tasso and Petrarch, 
which he could scarcely fail of understanding, a crown of flowers 
was offered him, accompanied by flattering verses, still not a 
syllable could he say ; — the^ame eternal and unmeaning smile, 
which seemed to express that he could not comprehend even the 
language and scenery, of Italy, still sat upon his.lips. 

In the dance his Tuscan Majesty was really amusing. I had 
the honour of figuring near him at the ball given by the Minister 
of War, on the anniversary of the battle of Marengo, and congra- 
tulate myself on my wonderful self-controul in preserving my 
gravity through the whole country dance. The King dancing 
with Queen Hortense, skipped and jumped about in a manner 
by no means beseeming tne royal dignity. In one of his capers 
a buckle from his shoe suddenly flew into the air, and alighted 
in my head dress ; and so highly was the King's mirth excited 
by its course and final resting place, that he was nearly choked 
with laughter. We were little less diverted when, on examina- 
tion of the buckle to ascertain how it had found its way from 
the royal foot to my head, discovered that it had been only glued 
to the shoe. This fete of the Minister of War acquired a pe- 
culiar character from the supper being served in the garden, 
under tents, with call the military appendages of a bivouac, and 
frdm the illusive d*arm|imparted by the glorious day which this 
fete was intended to rec&L The fire-works were so designed as 
to show to the First C^isul that the army which surrounded him 
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eoald honour him alone. ■ ■ ’A bailey ^ the course 

ofnhe night, which, against the dark Mure of a clear sky/ lomfo 
noualy traced, as it rose, the name of Marengo* ; 

One evening during the King of Etrum’s stay in Paris, the 
First Consul accompanied him to the Comedie Frangaise. The 
play was CEdipus. The house was crowded to excess. All 
Paris was desirous to see, side by side, General Bonaparte, who 
as a private* individual had created republics, and the King he 
was crowning, now that he was himself chief of the most power- 
ful republic m the world. The manners of the new King were 
especially amusing when contrasted with those of the First 
Consul who was always calm, serious, *and well calculated to 
stand the gase of millions. When Philoctetes repeated the line, 
u I have made sovereigns, but have refused to be one,” the noise 
of the acclamations with which "the theatre resounded was almost 
alarming. The whole house was shaken by applauding feet, 
while the box audience, who seldom take tArt in such scenes, 
unanimously joined the cheers of the pit. It was the universal 
nation expressing to Napoleon the sentiment which filled all 
hearts. As for tne King he started at first in his arm chair, then 
laughed most complacently on objerving all haftds and eyes 
directed towards the box where he sat with the First Consul. 
But the mirth of those who knew him was complete when, find- 
ing the applause prolonged, he thought politeness required some 
mark of attention in return for sucn unequivocal proofs of an 
interest he was quite proud, as he said, of inspiring in so great a 
people, and he rose to make his best obedience. “ Poor King ! ” 
said the First Consul, shrugging hSs shoulders. These words, 
“ poor King ! ” appear th^more contemptuous from his mouth; 
covered as he was with laurels, and all radjant with the glory of 
his great deeds. But on all accasions a wprd either of praise or 
contempt has appeared to me more impressive from him than 
from other men. # • • • 

After a visit of some weeks the King and Queen of Etruria 
quitted Paris and proceeded to their own kingdom of perfumes, 
where they were received and installed in their throne i>y 
Murat. " The rising generation,” said the First Consul one day, 
laughing, “ were unacquaintedf with the face of a King; well, 
we have shown them one.” But his countenance instantly 
recovered its seriousness, and he added, u Poor Tuscany ! Poor 
Tuscany ! ” 

Shortly before the arrival of the King of Etruria in Paris, 
ah aristocratic measure was under discussion— that of the 
lists of eligibility relative to elections, the object of which 
was to fill all official posts with select persons. 

Cambac6r6s, strange as it may seem, pronounced strongly in 
favour of the lists, and the First Consul held a long discus-** 
sion with him. Napoleon said that the lists were founded on a 
had system and on false and erroneous principles. M France/’ 
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»aid he, “ is a great power ; but it is the people who compose 
that power. This law, although a part or the constitution, is 
not, and absurd* It is not fifty, sixty, or 
even a^undred men, assembling together in a moment of tumult 
’ ftp| excitement, wfyo have a right to make a constitution, and to 

alienate the rights of the people* " - T he sovereignty of the 

people is inalienable.” These are the very words or Napoleon ; 
they were written in pencil by him who gave them to me, and he 
wrote them as they fell from the First Consul. Did they truly 
interpret his sentiments ? 


CHAPTER LXXX. 

institution of the legion of honour — Difficulties encountered by the First Con- 
sul — Regnault de St.^Jean cPAngely — My Mother’s conversation on the pro* 
jected institution with Ju not—' The concordat — Cardinals Gonsalvi and Spina 
— M. de Talleyrand authorised by the Pope to leave the secular state and 
return to the laical community — Ratification of the concordat — Creation of 
Bishops by Napoleon — Religious ceremony in honour of the concordat — Dis- 
play of female fceauty — Offensive remark of General Delmas upon the ceremony 
— My uncle Bien-Ayme consecrated Bishop of Metz — liis conversation with 
Napoleon. 

It was some weeks previous to this incident, that the esta- 
blishment of the legion of honour, one of the most remarkable 
events of the whole domination of Napoleon, was first talked ofi 
This affair doubtless made an impression, but less than propor- 
tionate to the difficulty wfjh which it had been effected. It 
would not, perhaps, have been possible to have achieved the 
victory so early, had, not the First Consul been powerfully se- 
conded by Regnault de St. Jean-d’Angely, a man of greatability, 
whose portrait is necessary here, as his name will be found in 
every page of a Napoleon’s history. Regnault having, like 
yearly all the members of the constituent assembly and of the 
convention, taken a denomination from the place of his residence, 
was, as his name indicates, from Saint-Jean-d’Angely, where 
however his parents, who belonged to that class, known before 
the Revolution as the bonne bourgeoisie, had but recently esta- 
blished themselves. They intended their son for a merchant, 
but the young man determined otherwise for himself; and find- 
ing his parents inexorable, quitted the paternal mansion, where 
no better prospect than an insufferable slavery awaited him, to 
grander he knew not whither. Happily he met a family friend, 
who, entering into his character and feelings, and being desi- 
rour to save both him and his parents from eternal regret, 
brought him back to his home, and induced them to educate 
r him for the bar. Thus was laid the foundation of Regnault’s 
success. He studied, and very soon displayed a brilliant and 
original eloquence, combined with a force of reasoning which 
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placed him at once on a level with the most distingmshed 
orators. Napoleon, who knew how to discriminate between 
talent and mediocrity, designed ftegrmult, from the moment hi 
heard him speak, for one of the orators of his council of states 
Regnault, on his part, also judged the colossus ; and, strange to 
say, in many instances fathomed his real thoughts through the 
▼eil with vjhich, though Napoleon was not deceitful, his simple 
and vigorous ideas were frequently covered, Regnault, in listen- 
ing to discussions introduced by the First Consul, seldom coin- 
cided in the opinion first mooted by him ; he opposed it ; and 
curiously enough, generally found himself maintaining the side 
of the argument which Napoleon realljf intended to preponde- 
rate. If this was the effect of address, it was excusable. 

The question of the legion of honour on its first proposition, 
excited feelings and discussions*of which, in the present day, it 
is impossible to convey an idea. The creation of an order of 
knighthood, in a country filled with republican institutions and 
resolved on equality, appeared at first, even to those who from 
their reputation in arms, were entitled ter be chiefs of the order, 
a sort of monstrosity. None of them had even imagined that 
the First Consul would one day assume the sovereignty of the 
state. I do not think that the consulate for life had yet been 
talked of; Napoleon riow held the office for.ten years only. 
u Well ! after all,” said my mother to Junot, u I assure you, 
my dear son, a green, red, or blue ribbon is a very pretty thing 
over a black coat or a white w aistcoat. I am fond of these talis- 
mans of ambition. Our poor weak human nature is always 
travelling in a circle ; we are carn&d forward by the rotatory 
motion, and obliged to abandon position after position, as we 
perform the revolution, till we find ctarselves brought back to 
the very point from whence w r e started ; hej-e for instance are you 
almost a courtier under a republican government! This does 
not surprise me, far I hav6k # seen the pro-consuls of the commit- 
tee of public safety keep the notables of the highest merit waiting 
in their antechambers,* and that because the said pro-consuls 
were* sensible of their own inferiority, and revenged it in theoftly 
manner, of which a mind of mean calibre is capaple. The direc- 
tory had its chamberlains and* equerries ; because the halls of 
the Luxembourg contained throngs who sought to fill those 
offices with an eagerness truly edifying. The Consular Court 
is now rising w ith an eclat far surpassing its predecessors. You, 
will agree with me, that unless power possesses both the will 
and the means to make itself respected, it is indispensable to 
surround it with a sort of theatrical splendour to prevent its 
becoming an object of mockery. Bonaparte is a man of sense 
and tact; he understands all this, ana redutes it to practice. 
You will see where all this will end — ” and my mother gently* 
nodded her head, as she changed her position on the sofa; for Hi 
that time, in compliance with the decree of her physicians, she 
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scarcely ever rose from it. Junot's demeanour as he listened -to 
her harangue was droll; he saw plainly that she was jestifeg, 
hut as he did not himself entirely ’approve this measure at the 
^outset, he was at a loss for an answer. He was much perplexed 
to guess how my mother had learned the secrets of the Council 
of State* in which the First Consul had spoken at great length* 
and with an eloquence the more extraordinary as oratory was by 
no means his forte; he possessed to ap almost irresistible extent 
the art of compelling his auditors to adopt his views ; but that 
he should speak for an hour together and with real eloquence 
was truly astonishing. 

This was not the firsi time that my mother had surprised us 
by talking politics, in which formerly she never interfered : but 
a heart like hers must follow the interests of those she loved* 
Till my marriage no warmer sentiment than a sincere friendship 
for a few individuals had caused her to look upon public affairs 
either with pleasurb or uneasiness. But within fifteen months 
her situation was changed. Her daughter was the wife of a 
man so intimately attached to the ^established order of things 
that the future welfare of that daughter depended on its preser- 
vation ; her soil had a lucrative office in the administration of 
the republic ; and the private opinions of my excellent mother 
were silenced by. these strong ties which bound her to the exist- 
ing government. She who had never busied herself with any 
political rumours, now grew desirous of sounding public opinion ; 
* she had two or three journals read to her daily, and such of her 
friends as were in a situation to give her information were laid 
under contribution. My gotfd and affectionate mother ! all these 
habits so foreign to her former life were not agreeable to her. 
But it would have distressed her to be ignorant of any thing in 
which we were interested ; and through the elder M. Portalis 
she frequently learnt news, which did not reach Junot till he 
heard them fionfher two or three days later; not through any 
breach of confidence on the part of ‘the counsellor, but merely 
because Junot did not attend the sittings of the council, and that 
their proceedings were not reported in the journals. It hapened 
so in the case of the Concordat, one of those landmarks which 
denote a great epoch in the histoiV of our Revolution. 

The publication of the Concordat gave universal satisfaction 
to France, if we except only a few timid persons, who dreaded, 
in the return of religion, that of the clergy, with their preten- 
sions and vengeance. Is it not then surprising, that with the 
faith of our fathers still cherished in our hearts, we should have 
suffered our churches to be occupied by such a parody upon our 
worship ? 

Cardinal Gonsalvi, Signor Spina (since Cardinal Archbishop 
of Genoa), and Father Corselli, also a cardinal since that period, 
came to Paris to terminate the affair of the Concordat. 1 shall 
speak hereafter of Cardinal Gonsalvi ; I was at this time too 
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young to know and appreciate him* The First Consul himself 
wal much deceived respecting him, and there is every reason to 
believe that he was prejudiced against him by the minister of 
foreign affairs. * . 

A person every way worthy of credit, says in his excellent 
work upon the Consulate, that in a conversation he held with 
him at Malmaison, the First Consul mentioned that the Cardinal 
jested as freely as a young.musketeer, and had told M. de Talley- 
rand, that he xoas as fond of pleasure as any one $ and that he had 
obtained a reputation for devotion which he did not possess . 

I repeat, the person who reports this conversation with the 
First Consul is a man of honour, and vvotthy of credence. What 
he reports, the First Consul had undoubtedly said to him. I 
can equally answer for Napoleon. He could dissemble and give 
a false colouring to a story, but* was never guilty of direct false- 
hood to the extent here imputed to him. The minister must 
himself have been deceived; fbr had Cardinal Gonsalvi been as 
profligate as a Borgia, and as impious as the fifth Sixtus, it is 
impossible that he could so, stupidly proclaim his shame. All 
who have been honoured with his acquaintance know, that 
whatever political licence he might allow himself in conversation, 
he never, in the man of the world or even in the man of gallantry, 
forgot the dignity of the cardinal. I 'have held frequent and 
intimate intercourse with him, and have in my possession more 
than thirty of his letters; and I can affirm that I never heard 
him utter an unbecoming word m or received from him a single 
line that passed the bounds of decorum. 

About this time M. Portalis, ttie elder, presented to the 
Council of State a brief of Pope Pius VII., authorizing M. de 
Talleyrand to return to a secular life Hegnault de Saint-Jean-# 
d’Angely asked, “ What the council could possibly have to do 
with the conscience of a man : we are called upon to admit or 
reject a brief that grants tcfa person all indulgence and enjoy- 
ment of those civil rights of which he himself is in possession. 

I contend that the council cannot have any thing to do with it/* 
Cambacercs, the president, put the question to the vote, and 
argued that the First Consul would be much displeased ifnhe 
registry of the brief were refused. The permission of the Pope 
was finally admitted ; M. de Talleyrand was restored to the 
laical community, and can now be buried without wrangle or 
strife whenever he shall quit his busy path oflife. 

It was the First Consul’s desire that the promulgation of the • 
Concordat, which had received h s definitive ratification, should 
be attended with a religious ceremony, in all the pomp and cir- 
cumstance of Roman worship. The Concordat concerning reli- 
gious affairs, after being signed at Paris on the 15th of Julyy* 
1801, by the consuls, was sent to Rome, where it underwent a 
critical examination* in the conclave, and was then signed an$ 
ratified in all its integrity by the pontiff ; which, considering tite 
MapAmb Jonot~vol. i. 2 p 
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Pipe’s infalHfelfity^ mcthink* ought to suffice to quiet the • con- 
sciences of those who should be content with being as good 
Chmtians as the^j holy father. Fourteen prelates, more attached 
to remembrance of the past than to hope of the future, refused 
to recognise the Concordat. These fourteen bishops were then 
in London, where at least they lived in peace and without care ; 
they were right not to change their lot: they would not have 
been so" well treated in France ; for, the First Consul allowed 
the bishops pnly a sufficient revenue for maintaining a creditable 
establishment. 4 * “ They should not have reason to blush,” said 
the First Consul, “ in fulfilling the highest ecclesiastical func- 
tions ; they should also' have the means of succouring the unfor- 
tunate within their diocese, but archbishops and bishops must 
not absorb the revenue of a province, excite scandal, arvd, as in 
former days, bring religion into disgrace/* Forty bishops and 
nine archbishops were instituted by the First Consul, who im- 
posed the formula of oath to be taken by them on entering upon 
their diocese. 

Easter-day, 1802, was fixed by the First Consul for the install 
lation of the, Concordat. The consular court wore at this time 
rather a curious aspect. Ift was under the empire only that the 
court acquired that admirable character of magnificence com- 
bined with taste, which might challenge the most splendid 
periods of the ancient or modern world. Yet considerable pro- 
gress was already made; and was sufficiently perceptible in the 
contrast displayed by the procession which now left the Tuileries 
for Notre- Da me to attend $ Te Deum, with the cortege which 
buf twenty-six months befofe bad arrived at the Chateau from 
the Luxembourg, The JFirst Consul had issued no orders, but 
1 it was intimated to the principal public functionaries that he 
would be well pleased to see their servants in livery on the day 

the ceremony^ He put his own household into livery on the 
occasion : it was certainly showy, but, as yet, by no means well 
appointed. 

( From sixty to eighty ladies were invited to accompany 
Madame Bonaparte to Notre Dame. She had then no ladies of 
honour: but four companion ladies had voluntarily taken upon 
them the duties of that office. We assembled at the Tuileries 
at half-after ten in the morning of Easter-day, in the year 1802. 
The Consuls occupied but one carriage. Madame Bonaparte 
‘was accompanied by her daughter and her sister-in-law: the 
rest of the procession followed promiscuously. Madame Bona- 
parte and all the ladies were conducted to the gallery to hear the 
Te Deum; and the gallery of Notre-Dame, on that day, pre- 
sented ap enchanting spectacle : it formed a magnificent conser- 

* According to a statement made by the committee for regulating the allow- 
ances made by, parliament to be granted to the emigrants in England, there 
were but 19 bishops, who received each 250/. annually from the money voted. 
This was in T703. * 
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tovy filled with the choicest flowers. More than two-thirds of 
the ladies, by whom Madame Bonaparte was surrounded, were 
hot twenty years of age : many were under sixteen. The majority 
were pretty; I remember but one of the whole group who 
could be pronounced di&igreeable, and thatless from irregularity 
of feature than from a countenance indicative of sullenness, ill- 
humour, and that unprovoked impertinence which creates foes 
in all who are its objects. Madame Murat's fair, fresh, and 
spring-like face, comparable only to a May rose was surmounted 
by a pink satin hat and plume of feathers. She Wore a gown of 
fine Indian tambour muslin, lined with % pink satin, and trimmed 
with Brussels point, and over her shoulders was thrown a scarf 
of the same lace. I have seen her more richly dressed, but 
never Saw her look more beautiful. How many young women, 
hitherto unknown, on this*day took their degree in the realm of 
beauty, beneath the brilliant, beams of a mjd-day sun, rendered 
more glowing in their passage beneath the stained windows of 
the cathedral. The First Consul hi rn self, the same evening, re- 
marked upon the blaze of beauty which shone in the gallery. 

The ceremony was long. Cardinal Caprara, *vho officiated, 
was tedious in the extreme ; and M. de Boisgelin was equally 
prolix in his sermon. .At near three o’clock we returned to the 
Tuileries completely tired. The most* striking* circumstance of 
the day was its military display. The firing of musketry, the 
troops lining the streets, the salvoes of artillery, which, from the 
earliest dawn, had shaken every window of Paris ; mingling the 
sounds of the camp, with religious chants, and with that eccle- 
siastical pomp, so justly in accordance with the solemnity, 
formed a combination truly imposing.. 

The First Consul was vehemently irritated by the answer of 
General Delmas, to his question — how lie liked the ceremony? 

“ It was a very shower harlequinade*” said the General*, 
“ and to render it complete} wanted only the presence of those 
million of men who ha^e shed their blood for the destruction of 
that which you have re-erected.” • 

My unde, Bien-Ayme, was nominated, at this period, to the 
bishopric of Metz ; this reipiftds me of a conversation he had 
with the First Consul soon after his admission to the College of 
Episcopal Prelates. When first canon of the Cathedral of Evreux, 
he had been for many years the intimate friend of M. de Button % 
The First Consul, whom Junot had informed of this circum-’ 
stance, wished to converse with the Bishop of Metz of this ex- 
traordinary man ; and my uncle’s astonishment at finding him 
intimately acquainted with the privacy of M. de Button, who 
lived at a distance from him, and was preeluded by all his 
habits from intercourse with Bonaparte, was particularly* 
diverting. 
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CHAPTER LXXXI. 

Death of my mother — Junot's kindness — Napoleon’s condolence in my loss— 
Delicacy ofLucien Bonaparte — Misunderstanding between the two brothers— 
Lucien’s conduct in Spain — Madame Leclerc — Ridiculous scene witii her — 
Creole costume — Her mad project— Failure of the Expedition to St. Domingo 
— Death of Leclerc, and return of Pauline — The offering of the ‘widow’s 
hair. 

A g it fat misfortune had befall&n our family; my mother had 
ceased to exist. Her sufferings were over, but we had lost our 
friend, our delight. Her loss was to us irreparable. Before its 
occurrence, she had occupied all my time and thoughts, and 
the vacuum produced by the removal of this adored object, 
continually striking on my heart, occasioned an anguish to 
which I know of nothing comparable. The affectionate and con- 
siderate conduct of Junot on this sad occasion sweetened the 
bitterness of my grief. As a proof that Junot well understood 
the heart of her he honoured, was his liberality to three hun- 
dred of the most distressed amongst the poor of Paris. They 
wefe all relieved, and entirely clothed in the name of her whose 
funeral car they surrounded, and for whom they were mourning 
and offered prayers of gratitude. How much did this delicacy 
in giving and administering the consolation of which I should 
be most sensible,, endear my husband to me. 

The First Consul was very kind ^tinder my affliction. He 
appeared to bury in oblivion all his former disagreements with 
my mother. Junot brought me messages of the most friendly 
consolation from him, and Madame Bonaparte did me the 
honour of a visit, with Lueien, who had just arrived from Spain. 
The sight of Lueien deeply affected me. I knew how dear he 
was to my mother ! She loved him almost equally with my 
brother Albert ; she rejoiced in his success and suffered in his 
disasters. His departure for Spain had much distressed her, 
and in her greatest agonies she made Junot repeat to her all the 
Honourable traits of his mission to Madrid. Junot felt a de- 
gree of partiality for Lueien, as did all those who were at- 
tached to the First Consul. I have always been at a loss to 
•account for the schism between the brothers, and I must in 
justice declare that I never heard from Lueien an unkind word 
against his brother, although the First Consul frequently made 

use of expressions winch must have been wounding to him even 

/ 
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ia his absence- But Lucien's conduct in Spain, the treaty of 
Kadajos, that of Madrid, the secret treaty of St. Ildefonso, by 
which Louisiana, surrendered to Spain by the shameful treaty 
of 1793, was receded to us ; all this made one esteem the man, 
who at a distance from # F ranee, as well a* in the chamber of 
her representatives, invariably defended the interests of his 
country, aqd raised hi$ voice in vindication of her glory and her 
prosperity. • • 

Meanwhile we had lost Madame {^eclere ; she had been strongly 
urged by her brother to follow her husband to Saint Dornjngo, 

I believe General Leclerc would willingly haVe dispensed with 
this addition to his baggage, for it was a positive calamity after 
the first quarter of an hour’s interview had exhausted the plea- 
sure of surveying her really beautiful person, to have the bur- 
den of amusing, occupying, and taking care of Madame 
Leclerc. In public she professed herself Relighted to accom- 
pany her little Leclerc , as she called him, but she was in reality 
disconsolate, and I one day found her in a paroxysm of despair 
and tears, quite distressing to any one who had not known her 
as well as myself. u Ah ! Laurette,” said she, throwing herself 
into my arms, “ how fortunate you are ! You stay at Paris. 
Good heavens, how melancholy I shall be ! How can my bro- 
ther be so hard-hearted, so wicked,* as to setod me into exile 
amongst savages and serpents. Besides 1 am ill. Oh ! I shall 
die before 1 get there.” Here her speech was interrupted, for 
she sobbed with such violence, that for a moment I was fearful 
she would have fainted. I approached her sofa, and taking her 
hand, endeavoured to encourage fter, as one would a child,* by 
talking of its playthings, or new sheets ; telling her she would 
be queen of the island ; would ride in a palanquin — that slaves 
would watch her looks to execute her wishes ; that she woujd 
walk in groves of orange-trees ; that she need have no .dread qf 
serpents, as there were n<?ne in the Antilles; and that savages 
were equally harmless. # Finally, I .summed up my consolatory 
harangue by telling her she would look very pretty in the Creple 
costume. As I advanced in my arguments, Madame Leclerc's 
sobs became less and less hysterical. She still wept, but her 
tears were not unbecoming. “ You really think Lauretta,” said 
she, " that I shall look pretty, prettier than usual, in a Creole 
turban, a short waist, and a petticoat of striped muslin ?” 

Description can give but a faint idea of Madame Leclerc at* 
the moment, when her delight at being presented with a new 
hint for the toilet, chased away the remembrance that she was 
on the eve of departure for a country where she expected to be 
devoured. She rang for her waiting-maid. u JBring me all the 
bandannas in the house.” She had some remarkable fine ongfe* 
which my mother had given her, from a bale of Indian silks 
and muslins brought over by Vice-admiral Magon. We chose 
the prettiest amongst them, and as my mother had always worn 
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silk handkerchiefs for nightcaps, I was accustomed from mjr 
infancy to the arrangement of the comers in the most becoming 
manner; Madame Leclerc, therefore, when she examined 
herself in the glass, was enraptured with my skill. 

“ Laurette,” said *she, replacing heroelf on the sofa, “ you 
know, my dear, how I love you? You preferred Caroline, but 
we shall see if you wfen’fc repent yet. — Listen ! I api going to 
show you the sincerity of my affection You must come to St 
Domingo, — you will be next ft to myself in rank. I shall be 
queen, as you told ige just now, and you shall be vice-queen. I 
will go and talk to* my brother about it. “ I go to St. Domingo, 
Madam !” I exclaimed. “What in the name of madness are 
you thinking of V ’ — “ Ob, I know there are difficulties in the 
way of such an arrangement, but I will talk to Bonaparte 
about it: and as he is partial to Junot, he will let you go to 
St. Domingo.’’ 

While I looked ai her, in perfect amazement, she proceeded, 
arranging all the while the folds of her gown, and the fashion 
of her turban. “We will give balls and form parties of plea- 
sure, amongst those beautiful mountains (the serpents and 
savages were already forgotten); Juno shall be the commander 
of the capital. What is its name ? I will tell Leclerc I expect 
him to give a fete every day. We will take Madame Pennon 
too.” And as she said this, she pinched my nose and pulled 
my ears, for she liked to ape her brother, and thought such 
sort of easy manners had an air of royalty. 

But both the ludicrous effect of this scene, and the heaviness 
I whs beginning to feel froth it fled at once before the sound of 
her last words. My mother, who loved her with a tenderness 
equal to that of Madafne Lsetitia — my poor mother, who already 
l$y on a bed of suffering, from which she was never more to 
rise. I felt the possibility that I might make ail answer harsh 
enough to awaken the beautiful vfreamer from her reverie ; 
therefore, putting on my gloves, I was about to take leave, when 
Jtyiot was announced; he had seen my carriage at the door, 
and stopping his cabriolet, came to my rescue. “You are just 
arrived in time,” cried Madame ‘Leclerc ; “sit down there, my 
dear General, and let us settle every thing; for it is high time,” 
said she, turning to me, “ you will have no more than enough 
for preparing Mademoiselle Despaux, Madame Germon, Le Roi, 
‘ Copp, # Madame Roux — no, Nattier, will do better, Mademoi- 
selle TOlive, Lenormand, Le Vacher, Foncier, Biennais,” (and 
at each name of these celebrated contributors to the toilet, as 
she counted them on her fingers, she cast a glance of triumph to- 

* * Copp was a famous shoemaker, the same, who after a most attentive ex- 
amination of a shoe, which one of his customers showed him, complaining that 
it split before she had worn it an hour, detected at length the cause of such ft 
misfortune befoftrog a specimen of his workmanship : 

** Ah^’said he, “ I see how it is, Madam, you have been walking.** 





wai^eus, that seemed to jsay* . seewhatan ^celleat mfiaaeiy 
# have, and haw admirably I caa choose my ministers 
far myself” she added, “ my piej^mtiaus are nmde, I amq**||© 
ready; but as we »et out very shortly, you had ..better mak* 
haste.” ■ , . ,, •„ , , 

Junot’s countenance would certainly have divei^d any fourth 
person who might have been a spectator ©f the scene, his eyes 
wandered 'from me to Madame Leclerc, who perceiving his per- 
plexity, said, “ I am going to take you both to St. Domingo 
Madame Permon too, and Albert, 6h ! now happy we shall aline 
together. Junot w/as for a moment motionless, till a tremen- 
dous burst of laughter interrupted the # silence, not very politely 
it must be confessed, but I afterwards learnt that the explosion 
was provoked by a wink of peculiar intelligence. Madame 
Leclerc was astonished at such a mode of testifying his gratis 
tude, expecting to see hi in throw himself at her feet; but she 
reckoned without her host. *“ Very prettyf’ said she, pouting; 
“ will you please to explain the meaning of this gaiety? Me- 
thinks it is not exactly thq way to thank an old friend who ire* 
tends you a kindness.” — “ Have you had the goodness to men- 
tion your intentions? to the First Consul, Madame ?” said Junot, 
who, though growing more decorous, could not yet entirely over- 
come his risible propensities. “ No, oertainly wot, for your wife 
has but just suggested the idea.” 

Junot turned to me with an astonishment that nearly set me 
laughing, in my turn. “ What ! my wife go to St. Domingo T* 
said he. “And why not?” — she will be the first person there 
next to myself — she is used to 4he w orld ; she dresses well ; 
she is elegant. I will give her some slaves, and Leclerc will 
make you commandant of that town- 2 - the . . . the .... “ The 

Cape,” said Junot. “Exactly, the Cape... the Cape” — and 
she repeated like.a parrot, the word which in five minute© 
she would altogether hav^» forgotten. “I am’ infinitely obliged 
to you Madam,” said Junot, with comic seriousness, “ but 
really, with your permission, I should prefer remaining com- 
mandant of Paris. Besides, there is a slight obstacle which 
you do not appear to have taken into contemplation.” 

And throwing his arms round me, he drew me towards him, 
embraced me, and hinted at my being in the family way. 
Madame Leclerc opened her eyes even wider than was usual 
with her when surprised, and that was not unfrequently — a little 
mannerism that was not unbecoming; looked first in my face, 
and then at the obstacle before me, and said, “ I did not 
think of that.”— “But what of that,” said she, the next mo- 
ment; “what does it signify, whether your infant utters hie 
first cry on the waves, or on terra-firma ? — I will give Laurettf 
a vessel to herself— Ah !— what say you to that, M. Junot ?— - 
Am not I a capital manager? I will write immediately to Brest, 
where we are to embark, and order a vessel to be expressly* 
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prepared. Viilaret- Joyeuse is a good-natured man ; he will dp 
any thing that l desire.-- Co me, let me embraceyou both.” ■ ■ 

“ As for embracing you, Madam,” said Junot, laughing him- 
self almost out of breath, “I am assuredly too happy in the 
permission not to take advantage of it;* but for our voyage, we 
will, if you please, drop that project which Laura’s friendship 
for you, no doubt/ inspired. — Besides,*' added t\e, “ I do 
not think the First Consul,, would consent to it. You know, 
he likes to nominate his generals spontaneously, and without 
reference to private feelings, such as would influence this affair.” 
And he laughed anew. — “ But,” he continued, “ I am not the 
less grateful for your indentions, Madam, and be assured 1 am 

fully sensible of them; only” and again the unfortunate 

laugh redoubled ; “ another time t be kind enough to prove them 
otherwise than by putting my little Laura to bed on the wide 
ocean, and giving me the command of the Cape instead of Paris, 
and all this for old friendship’s sake.” 

Junot kneeling on a footstool beside Madame Leclerc's settee, 
was kissing her hands all the while ..that he said this, in a tone 
which, though, certainly of derision, and perhaps of a little in- 
nocent impertinence, could not be offensive^ Madame Leclerc 
was not competent to understand the raillery of his expressions, 
but by a sort of rinstinctrte cunning she perceived that he was 
making game of her; and, whether really distressed at so pe- 
remptory a negative to her project, or not less so at being laughed 
at in my presence by Junot, of whose former attachment for her 
she had a thousand times Roasted to me, the fact is, she re- 
pulsed him with such violence as to throw him from the footstool 
on the carpet, and said in a voice choked with sobs, “ This it is 
to attach oneself to the ungrateful ! — I who lotfe Laura like a 
sister!” (and in truth that was not saying much). “ And you 
too, Junot, who refuse to accompany and defend me in a country, 

where 1 am to be deserted ”-*-And«her tears rolled in 

floods. 

“ ( I will never refuse to assist a woman in peril,” said Junot, 
rising, and with an expression half in jest and half earnest, “but 
permit me to say that is not your situation.” — “Ah!” continued 
she, still weeping, and without listening to him, “you would 
not have made all those reflections when we were at Marseilles ! 
« . . . you would not so tranquilly haye seen me set out, to be 
devoured perhaps. . . , How can I tell? In short, to face all 
the dangers of a laud filled with savages and wild beasts!— *1, 
who have said so much to Laurette of your attachment to me 
This time it wa3 impossible to restrain my laughter. Such an 
appeal to a husband in the very presence of his wife threw me 
iisto such a paroxysm of mirth, that Junot, though beginning to 
be weary of the scene/ could not forbear joining. — “ Come, be 
reasonable,” said he, to the beautiful Niobe with the freedom 
of m old friend ; — “ do not w^eep, it destroys the lustre of the 
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eyes, the bloom of the cheek, and renders the prettiest woman 
almost ugly— beautiful as you are! After otir departure weiii* 
dulged for several minutes in a most immoderate fit of laughter. 

u Is it possible, ” said Junot at length, “that you can hive 
said any thing tending*to inspire her witlf the barbarous notion 
of your inclination to visit the country of the blacks V* — I told 
him the i\hole story, *and he in return explained to me why he 
had been so excessively amused,* by the capricious beauty’s 
sudden proposal to carry me off Eighteen hundred leagues from 
Paris, made with as much ease as one invites a friend to a week’s 
visit at a country-seat. — “ She still lpyes you then?” said 1. — 
“ She !— in the first place, she never loved me; and in the next, 
supposing her to have returned, in the slightest measure, a love 
as passionate as beauty can engender in an ardent mind and 
volcanic head, at the age of twenty-four, she has long ago lost 
all remembrance of it. NoJ you visited Madame Leclere at a 
moment when she was under the dominion oi one of those nervous 
affections to which women, and especially such women, are 
frequently subject. The sight of you instinctively redoubled her 
emotion, simply because it recalled happy days ; fchen you talked 
to her of dressing a la Virginia, and she immediately recollected 
that at Marseilles, wjien I was madly in love, when the ex- 
cellent Madame Bonaparte the motlfer, was Viiling to accept 
me as a son-in-law, and the First Consul, ever prudent and 
wary, observed, * You have neither of you the means of living.’ 
I, in my delirium, answered, 6 But, my General, think of 
Paul and Virginia — their friends preferred fortune to happiness: 
and what was the consequence ? — The First Consul, who was 
never romantic, did but shrug his shoulders and repeat his 
usual phrase ; You have neither of you* the means of living.’ ” 
“ But,” said I, “ it could not be the bahdanna and the fashion 
in which I turned up its red and green Qornars, that produced 
this jargon of unconnected folly.” — “ You need seek no deeper 
for it. Madame Leclerc’s imagination is perfectly stagnant on 
many points ; and compensates itself by an incredibly creative 
faculty in others. Her ignorance is unbounded, and equalled 
only by her vanity. Well, tlrese two properties, which make up 
her whole composition, easily open themselves a way which the 
most sprightly imagination, united with a few grains more of 
sense, would find it difficult to trace. I know her well ; her vanity 
made her veritably believe that I should be but too happy to join 
this expedition to St. Domingo .”—' “ And you think she would' 
really have spoken to the First Consul, if you had not arrived 
— ' “ Beyond all doubt; for she is perfectly sincere. She was con- 
viiicedthat all she was arranging, or rather deranging in her 
pretty little head, was entirely for our interests, and would hrfv§ 
requested her brother’s permission for my joining her husband’s 
army as a special favour towards me.” 
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I do not know whether it was a suggestion of the female 
imagination ever restless, or perhaps more properly jealous, tlnfe 
made me observe on the possibility that Madame Leclerc, tenar 
cious of her project of roaming with me amongst the blacks itt a 
gown of striped muslin, and a bandanna jacket and turban, 
might yet mention it to her brother/' — “ Faith ! yon are very 
right,” said Junot.— “ Beautiful creature r as she is (and good 
and excellent moreover, for Jier heart is free from malevolence^ 
this affair might prove a rehearsal of the story of the bear knockr 
ing his friend on the head. We must forestal such favours.” 

The event proved my sagacity. The same day Junot related 
to the First Consul all tWt had passed between his sister and 
me, taking care, as may be supposed, not to throw in too strong 
a. colouring. As for the picture itself, with all its subordinate 
attributes, the First Consul knew his sister too well to suppose 
the relative situation of the parties exaggerated. Three days 
afterwards he said tb Junot with a smile; “You are bent then 
on going to St. Domingo ?” Junot replied only by a bow and & 
corresponding smile. iX( I am sorry, but you cannot go at 
present. I wqnt you here, as I have given General Leclerc to 
understand, who wanted to* persuade me that you would be 
more useful to me at the Cape than in Paris.” Junot assured 
me that it was am using to observe the countenance of the First 
Consul as he spoke this ; it exhibited a rapid succession of novel 
impressions recalling images of the past. 

Yet the whole affair passed over Madame Leclerc ’s mind with- 
out penetrating beyond its surface ; for she possessed no solidity, 
and 'all her conceptions were 4 as uncertain and fugitive, as her 
head was incapable of methodizing any plan. The next time I 
saw her she had forgotten every thing but the bandanna. She had 
been that very morning to my poor mother’s to have her turban 
arranged by her hands ; and my mother, though in extreme pain, 
liad taken a sort of pride in setting it* off to the best advantage 
round a head which in this dress was one of the prettiest 
imaginable. 

The squadron at length set sail, in the month of December, 
1801. The d i esses, hats, caps^and other frivolities which 
Madame Leclerc took out with her, were innumerable. Thirty- 
five ships of the line, twenty-two frigates, and an immense 
number of gun-boats followed the vessel which bore the lovely 
Cleopatra, and which had been furnished with every appurtenance 
. of luxury, elegance, and utility, that the fair voyager might have 
no desire ungratified. The General was disposed to have re^ 
fused admission to so many useless indispensabl.es, but Madame 
Leclerc, at the first sound of objection, assumed a tone .that 
instantly reduted her spouse to silence for the sake of peace# 
during the exile to which he was condemned. This was a 
singular match ; I could never comprehend its inducements—^ 
for the reason ascribed by report was absurd. Madame Leclerc 
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treated her husband pretty despotically, and yet was afraid tf 
falls, net indeed properly of him, but or the First Consul* §fae 
required from him observances that would be very amusing in '■,/ 
the relation. 

The expedition to St, Domingo encountered in its day plenty 
of approbation, and plenty of censure. The censures alleged 
that it was # folly to oppose the entire population of a distant 
colony, whose savage disposition infused all quarter *to their 
adversaries, thus exposing our troops to the double perils of a 4 
murderous warfare, and no less murderous climate. They were 
grieved to see so fina an army despatched to America before the 
remnant of that which the deserts of Africa had nearly engulphed,. 
was restored to us. They contended that, in spite of his pro- 
found sftnbition, in spite even of his cruelty, it was necessary tp 
guarantee to Toussaint- Louverture, the government for life which 
had been conferred upon him by the colonists. He had very 
distinguished military talents,* a political acfdress, or rather an 
ingenious cunning, which bad saved St. Domingo from the 
English yoke, and above all. from its owif passions. They were, 
therefore, of opinion, that the First Consul should leave Tous- 
saint-Louverture at liberty, still to sail himself, if he so pleased, 
the Jirst of the blacks^ and that he should be acknowledged 
Governor of St. Domingo, subject to the dominion of France,— 
terms to which he would most willingly have agreed. But the 
First Consul justly observed, that Toussaint was a hypocrite, 
who, while protesting his devotion to the consular government, 
was meditating the liberation of the French Antilles from the 
authority of the republic. u I an* the Bonaparte of St. Do- 
mingo, ” said he, “ the colony cannot exist without me ; I must 
be preserved toiler.” 0 • 

Such language, on the part of such a man, must have excited 
alarm for the future fate of the island and its dependencies^ 
especially considering th£*character of his two lieutenants, 
Christophe and Dessalines. A cousin of mine, in the marines, 
who, having arrived at* St. Domingo, served as a volunteer in 
the army, and was prisoner to Dessalines, has told me anecdotes 
of this monster , — for he does-not deserve the name of man,— 
which surpass in sanguinary Horror all the most tragical concep- 
tions of the most gloomy and terrific imagination. Bonaparte 
knew the character of these men of blood ; but he was desirous 
of restoring peace and abundance to that fine colony, and it* 
could only be accomplished by maintaining the blacks. In the . 
short interval between the submission and the second insurrection 
of the island (that is to say of the blacks) for which the re- 
establishment of slavery at Guadeloupe was # the pretext, St 
Domingo recovered its prosperity; the lands* were cultivated** 

* When acknowledged by the consular government Commandant of St. 
Domingo, he had written a letter to the First Consul, with this superscription; 
u Toussaint, the first of the blacks, to Bonaparte, the first of the whites.” 
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and commerce revived. But Toussaint, who, on the submission 
of the colony, had ostensibly retired to live peaceably on one^f 
his estates, soon began to contrive and organize another massacre 
of the w hites. 

England was no Stranger to these wew projects of Toussaint; 
she excited them, and, more than once, English gold paid the 
price of our blood. * Toussaint- Lou vertuft w as carried off in the 
middle of the night, transported on board a vessel and brought 
•to France; he was consigned to the castle of Joux, and from 
thence removed to the citadel of Besangon, where he died sud- 
denly ; which gave risq to an absurd rumour; for if the death 
- of Toussaint was violent, as some voices have proclaimed, there 
should have been some actuating motive for the deed ; but where 
can such motives be found ? , * 

Although General Rochambeau has been much censured, 
because none coulji venture openly to blame the First ConsuPs 
brother-in-law, it cannot be denied that one principal cause of 
the loss of St. Domingo, and the destruction of that immense 
expedition which had sailed from 'Brest, POrj^nt and Toulon, 
was the unskilful and imprudent administration of General 
Leclerc. 

Before we hastily decide on Rochamheau’s errors, we should 
take all the cirduinstancds into account; and, judging candidly 
of his situation, consider what he could have done without 
resorting to arbitrary measures, but which the unhappy state of 
affairs drove him to the hard necessity of employing. Pressed 
on one side by the blacks, \yho thus irritated by the faults of his 
predecessor had raised the standard of revolt with more frantic 
fury and sanguinary rage than ever, he was hemmed in on the 
other by an English beet, to whom lie surrendeVed with the six 
thousand men that remained to him. Death seemed to have 
brandished his sickje with ambitious eagerness through the 
ranks of that army, but two years 1 ago in so flourishing a con- 
dition ; sickness, assassination, battle, had afforded him an 
ample harvest, the means of destruction multiplied around this 
devoted army, and only a very small remnant ever set foot again 
on their native soil. % 

Madame Leclerc returned to Europe bearing the corpse of her 
husband, which she had enclosed in a coffin of cedar, and then 
cutting off' her beautiful hair affected the Arteraesia. Her 
* parade, however, of immoderate grief and ostentatious despair, 
made but little impression ; the First Consul himself, when told 
that his sister had sacrificed her hair to the manes of her hus- 
band without preserving a single lock, answered with a signi- 
ficant smile: “,Oh, she knows full well it will only grow the 
f Aaore luxuriantly for its cropping.” 
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QHAPTER LXXXII. 

• 

Peace with England — Remarkable speech of Bonaparte to the Belgian deputies * 
— Glow of France under the Consulate — State of the principal continental 
Powers at this period — Concouise of foreigners at Paris — English and 
Russian visiters — Mr. Fox— Characteristic anecdote of — Lord and Lady 
Cholmondley — The Duchess of Gordon and her daughter — Lady Georgiana 
— Public magnificence and private economy of Nappleon — Bonaparte’s fine 
coat — Story told by the First Consul to Josephine — The power of masses — 
Characteristic of Napoleon’s policy. 

Peace with England was definitely signed. The treaty of 
Amiens had confirmed the preliminaries of recoftciliation with 
our great rival on the 25th of Marcli, 1802. On this occasion, 
which terminated all th£ differences of Europe, Joseph Bonaparte 
was again our messenger of peace. The temple of Janus was at 
length closed, and Fiance exalted to a higher pinnacle of glory 
and real power than shot has ever since attained, for she had 
emerged from a struggle which United Europe, victorious, 
aggrandized, and respected. The colonies captured by England 
were restored to us. The course of the. Scheldt was left in our 
hands, as well as the Austrian Netherlands, part of Brabant, 
Dutch Flanders, and a number of cities, Egs Maestricht, Venloo, 
&c. 

A noble speech of .the Bijst Consul to the Belgian deputies 
is connected with this point of our history. On the opening of 
the conferences of Lmreville they waited on the chief of the 
republic, to offer him their thanks for having supported the 
rights of a people who would accept no other protection than 
that of France. “ It was in justice to ourselves,” replied the 
First Consul to the deputation “ the treaty of Campo Formio 
had already recognized the position of Belgium. During the 
years which have elapsed since that treaty, our arms have suf- % 
fered reverses, and it was supposed that the Republic, less 
favoured by fortune, would weakly yield ; but this was a serious 
mistake. Belgium, like all other territories acquired by trea- 
ties solemnly guaranteed, forms as integral a part of France as 
the most ancient Of her provinces, as Brittany err Burgundy, anjl # 
were } the Faubourg St. Antoine in the occupation op ant 


♦ See the Moniteur of ihe month of October, 18C0. 
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ENEMY, PRANCE COULD NEVER ABANDON HER RIGHTS* ** 

Such were the words of Napoleon, addressed to the Belgian 
deputies. 

Yes, France was then resplendent in glory ! — Independently 
of the northern possessions, forming that national boundary for 
which it is the du^y of every Frenchman to contend with his 
life ; she was mistress of the German territory on the left of the 
Rhine, as well as of Avignon and tho Venaissin, Geneva, and 
almost the whole bishopric of Basle, Savoy, and Nice. The 
Republic founded and protected states; she erected the Grand 
Duchy of Tuscany into a kingdom; Austrian Lombardy was 
transformed under her auspices into an Italian Republic; Genoa 
rose into a sovereignty under the name of the Ligurian Republic, 
and all these states sheltered themselves beneath the spacious 
folds of the tri-coloured banner, relying on the vigour and vigi- 
lance of the Gallic pock. The Republic extended her protection 
to aquatic Batavia. By her recent treaties with Spain and Por- 
tugal she had reconquered colonies capable of reviving her 
preponderance in another hemisphere. By the secret treaty of 
St. lldefonso, rind the care of Lucien Bonaparte, her flag waved 
once more over Louisiana, that fine and fertile province, surren- 
dered to Spain by the disgraceful and humiliating peace of 1793, 
but the possession of which now placed us in an imposing atti- 
tude in the Gulf of Mexico, and would prove a formidable 
point of attack against the American Union, in case of a rupture. 
She had wrested from the Portuguese Isceptre, territories which, 
with their broad deserts, formed an impenetrable barrier for 
French Guiana. In short, the Republic, at this period of the 
consular government, was greater even than the empire ever was. 
Napoleon’s orb of glory was then, indeed, immeasurable. 

These are not prejudiced opinions, overlooking ulterior events 
in the impressions of the past; they have reference solely to that 
year 1802, when England deserted her* shores to come and 
admire the man whom indeed she might not love, but whose 
heroic qualities and splendid genius, that eminently judicious 
people knew how to appreciate. 

At the brilliant period of the 1 ' peace between England and 
France, the name of the First Consul was enshrined in dazzling 
glorv. Austria had lost her federative sway, together with her 
preponderating power, not only in the north of Europe, but in 
Italy. England after sacrificing so many millions, both of gold 
and men, in support of her quarrel with France, derived no other 
advantage front so sanguinary a struggle than the possessioh of 
the Island, of Trinidad, and the Dutch settlements in Ceylon ; to 
which may, indeed, be added, the devastation of the Mysore ; 
tile death of Tippoo Saib, to whom our alliance proved ratal; 
and the overthrow of that Nizam which a French man had 
exposed hlritaelf to the burning sun of India ip erect. These 
are all the fruits opr hafughty rival could boast of having 
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gathered from the fields that had witnessed her military contests 
•with us. Though it cannot be denied that she had nearly anni- 
hilated our marine. 

Prussia had endeavoured, in this as in every former instance 
since the death of her hero, to appropriate tp herself some share 
of the booty in the general scramble ; but her ill-acquired addi- 
tions, ill-adjusted to n territory originally defective in concen- 
tration, furnished at la%t but a disjointed sovereignty. Her 
fron tiers were exposed ; the pivots upon which the great Fred- 
eric had rested his truly great monarchical machine, either from 
being worn out, or laecause he had carried to the tomb with hina 
the secret of their action, had lost th%ir play, and no longer 
revolved upon their axles. That prime mover so much insisted 
on by the great King, the treasure regarded by him as the sole 
source of success in war, was dissipated, and its coffers empty. 
The influence of Frederick’s memory still conferred on Prussia 
a preponderance in Germany,* which, if it did not balance ours, 
was yet considerable; it was, however, but an illusory domina- 
tion, dissipated like the fog of an autumn morning before the 
fire of the first canon at Austerlitz. Caroline, Queen of Naples, 
entertained a hatred* for France exceeding the ordinary limits of 
human passion ; yet her court, though scarcely deserving of 
consideration, had at fength entered into alliance with the First 
Consul and the Republic. Sweden had long done the same. It 
is true she liked us no better; but what did that signify to us? 
We had achieved an universal peace, and a peace glorious for 
France. When I retrace those days, those hours of dazzling 
glory, abounding in laurels, to whose growth and verduro, he 
whose name I bear had contributed, my heart beats with that 
pride whicbaprfte made us elevate ouf heads when wer said, “ I 
am a Frenchwoman.” • 

Paris now realized the vision of the First Consul for his great 
city; — it had become the capital of the fiivilized world. Sutfh 
was the .concourse of foreigners, that exorbitant prices were 
charged for the most inferior lodgings, and paid without hesita- 
tion. My situation as wife of the Commandant of Paris, intro- 
duced me to all strangers of any celebrity, and I confess my 
most interesting recollections belong to this portion of my life. 
Russians and English were the principal actors on this scene. 
The English, greedy of travelling, and so long shut out from 
their European tour, for Italy, Switzerland, and part of Germany 
had, since 1795, been as inaccessible to them as France, gave, 
loose to their joy with all the frankness and sincerity of iheir 
national character, which is so totally in opposition with the 
sophistry and artifice of their cabinet. They nocked in crowds 
to Paris, and entered with ardour into the pleasures which Francs* 
oflfered them in abundance, which they felt too happy in repay- 
ing with their gold : society, too, the best society, then beginning 
to. reorganise itself, presented attractions which their acute and 
judicious perceptions were equally capable of appreciating. 
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Among the English arrivals of that day were some names 
whose undying reputation fills the memory, nearly to the exclusiou 
of all others. Mr. Fox, for example, was one of those beings 
whom it is impossible to see, though but once, without remem** 
baring for ever, as a happy epoch in one’s life, the day of in- 
troduction. His fine talents and noble character were the 
adoration of a majority of our countrymen. I shared with 
others in -admiring the high feeling of Mr. Fox, when seconded 
by Grey, and I believe by Sheridan, he summoned Mr. Pitt, 
the minister of the day, to adopt a course not menacing but con- 
ciliatory ; in short to make an attempt, by entreaties addressed 
to the Convention, to save the life of Louis XVI. “ In the name 
of English honour said this great man,” however vain your 
efforts, however useless your endeavours, try them at least, and 
show the world that Kings do not stand by unmoved to see a 
brother sovereign murdered. Why do you talk of armaments ?” 
he added with warmth, in reply to Mr Pitt. “ By what right 
would you immolate a thousand heads to revenge the fall ofone f 
when a few decisive words might prevent the sacrifice ?” What 
a contrast do these admirable arguments offer to the proceedings 
of the inflexible minister, who by arming* England, exciting 
Spain, and making a clamerous display of hostility, did but too 
probably accelerate the fate of the unfortunate Louis. 

Mr Fox’s aspect did not at the first glance seem to justify his 
prodigious fame ; his demeanour was even ordinary, and the first 
time that I saw him dressed in a dark-gray coat, and with his 
head somewhat inclined, he gave me the idea of a good Devon- 
shire* farmer — a man incapatle of any pretension. But how 
rapidly were these motives put to flight when the course of con- 
versation brought the * energies of his mind infcogiMew. His 
countenance becarpe arimated with the first sentenWof interest 
that passed his lips, and gradually brightened with increasing 
intelligence, till it was absolutely fiery a\id sparkling. His voice, 
subdued at first, rose in modulation till it burst upon the ear like 
thunder ; and the same man, who, but a few minutes before, had 
appeared the most commonplace of mortals, was now an object 
of intense admiration. 

I first saw him at a distance ; he was next introduced to me 
at the Tuileries, where in the midst of a multitudinous and noisy 
throng, it was impossible to put in operation any of the plans I 
had concerted for drawing forth the sentiments of one of the 
most distinguished and most justly celebrated men of the 
eighteenth century. At length he dined at my house, and the 
conversation having first been of a general kind, turned after- 
wards on such topics as were more especially adapted to the 
illustrious stranger. The entire concurrence ofropinion between 
Mr. Fox, Junot, and some of his other guests, precluded de- 
bate; but the affairs of England and the ministry w^^ had 
replaced Mr. Pitt were long finder discussion, and the con versa- 
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tba, thoagh tranquil, was of a remarkable character * whe&one 
of the company who had bee* of the Egy ptian expedition, and 
had returned with his mind violently exasperated, brought' 
ward the intractable subject of the events in that quarter, freely 
indulging his rancour against England, Mj, Pox's countenance 
changed with a rapidity it is impossible to describe; we no 
longer beheld the leader of the English opposition, but the advo- 
cate of Mi% Pitt, defending him with his eloquence amidst a 
circle of enemies* The conversation grew warm, and Junot soon * 
took an unfortunate part in it. had been made prisoner on 
his return from Eg^pt by a Captain Styles, conducted to Jaffa, 
and introduced to Sir Sydney Smith, who was negotiating there 
with the Grand Vizier the treaty of El-Arich, for the evacuation 
of Egypt; from thence he accompanied Sir Sydney on board the 
Tiger to Larneka in Cyprus ; here Junot, as I have before ob- 
served, contracted for Smith one of those chivalrous friendships 
which he was very capable *of feeling, and the brave English 
commodore well calculated to inspire. He had more than once 
laid lance in rest as the champion of his* friendly foe ; and now, 
believing him compromised in something that was said respect- 
ing the infamous infraction of the trqpty which he lfad guaranteed, 
and satisfied in his own mind that his gallant friend was the 
most honourable of mbn, “ It was not his doing !” cried Junot, 
animated by a sentiment of truth and justice, “ he would never 
have said, with Mr. Pitt , i The destruction of that perfidious army 
is a matter of rejoicing ; the interests of human nature require 
its total annihilation/ No ! Sir Sydney Smith would be in- 
capable of uttering such a libel oiVhis profession and on human 
nature.” Mr. Fox turned crimson, then pale as death, passed 
his hand cdfc his eyes, and made no immediate answer; at the 
end of a mKiute that striking voice, wjiich, with its sonorous 
tone, could overpower all others; murmured rather than articu- 
lated, “ I beg you£ parign; Mr. Pitt never* used such words. 
No,” answered the statesman, to whose upright and patriotic 
soul the imputation Was truly painful, “ those terrible words 
never fell from the lips of Mr. Pitt, — they are Mr. Dundas’s.*”# 

# The following anecdote illustrative of Fox’s character was communicated 
to me by an Englishman : At a time when he was much embarrassed in his 
pecuniary circumstances, a note of hand of his for three hundred guineas was 
presented for payment. There were no funds to meet this, and the unlucky 
creditor made repeated but useless application to get the bill cashed. 
a stratagem, he succeeded at last ip seeing Mr. Fox, who was actually employed 
at the time in counting out several hundred guineas. The creditor’s hopes of ’ 
a satisfactory settlement of his claim were now very sanguine, especially as Mr. 
(Fax sho ved no signs of embarrassment at being discovered in the employment 
he was engaged in. His dismay may therefore easily be imagined, when he wa» 
calmly told that, in spite of the display of wealth before*him, Mr. Fox had poj 
ten guineas at his own disposal. In fact, that the whole of the money on t4l$ 
table* — about eight hundred guineas — was destined to discharge a debt of honour^ 
a gaming transaction of the previous evening. When the creditor remonstrated 
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Paris was also at this time the rendezvous of a multitude of 
English, who, though less .celebrated than Mr. Fox or his 
brother, proved very agreeable acquaintances. Those whom I 
chiefly preferred, were Lord and Lady Cholmondeley, Mrs. 
Harrison, a young widow from India, of most simple, unaffected 
and fascinating manners, the Duchess of Gordon and her daughter 
Lady Georgians, Colonel James Greeny and Lady E. Foster* 
afterwards Duchess of Devonshire. Lady Cholmondeley had 
* considerably the advantage of me in years ; but her manners 
arid those of*her lord were courteously polished ; she talked to 
me of the glory of the First Consul and his companions in arms, 
in a tone of perfect sincerity and good-will, she blended so 
amiably with unqualified respect for the dignity of her own 
nation, a just appreciation of the qualities of those I loved, that 
I was almost attached to her. The First Consul, who received 
every morning circumstantial intelligence respecting the English 
in Paris, had a high esteem for the Earl and Countess Chol- 
mondeley. The Duchess of Gordon is assuredly not forgotten 
by those who had the supreme happiness of seeing her in Paris 
in 1802 . When I wish to recreate my thoughts, I call to mind 
her burlesque appearance and manners, which, as is well known, 
were, notwithstanding her duchess-mania, very far from ducal. 

The general aspect of society in Paris, at that time deserves 
a place in contemporary memoirs. The First Consul required 
all the principal authorities to maintain, not only a creditable, but 
a splendid establishment. Nothing could exceed (and this 
fact will be attested by all living persons who knew Napoleon 
as Ldid), his extreme and rigid economy in all his private con- 
cerns ; but when circumstances required it, he could equal in 
magnificence, the moat sumptuous sovereign of east; the 
liberality of Aboul-Caaem then presided over every^Rangement. 
I remember his once admonishing Duroc for neglecting to 
transmit an order, regulating the private breakfasts at the 
Palace, which he had given him the evening before ; the order 
therefore had been delayed but a few hours, “ but an ad- 
ditional day’s expense, 1 ” said the First Consul, “ is too much.” 

A few minutes afterwards one of the ministers arrived. The 

upon the injustice of passing by his own legitimate debt in favour of one so 
much less pressing, Fox appeared astonished, and endeavoured to show that 
the debt of honour had a much higher claim upon his immediate attention, in so 
,>far as there existed no other security for its liquidation than his verbal assurance ; 
whereas, the holder of the bill possessed his signature, which would be ulti- 
mately honoured. “ If this be a just mode of discrimination,” drily remarked 
the creditor, u I will instantly convert my claim into a debt of honour,” at the 
same time tearing the bill; into pieces; “and you will allow that as my demand 
sow stands upon an equal footing with your last night’s loss, as being simply a 
,debt of honour, I have the advantage of priority at all events.” He well judged 
his man. Fox was too generous and right-minded to hesitate ; he accordingly 
took the neeesssary sum from the heap before him, and satisfied the creditor 
whose debt, in justice, required immediate payment; and cheerfully resigned 
himself to fortune, in the hope ©^discharging the mere debt of honour. 
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Erst Consul immediately entered into consultation upon a fdte 
was to be given the following week, on the 14th July ; the 
anniversary of the destruction of the Bastille, which was ob- 
served till the re-establishment of royalty ; the Tuileries were 
illuminated, and, as far ^s I can remember, the theatres were 
opened gratis. “ Josephine, ,, said he, with the tone of kindness 
he generally adopted towards her, for he was tenderly attached 
to her, “ I am going to impose upon you a command— you will 
have much pleasure in obeying. I desire you will be dazzling — * 
make your preparations accordingly ; for my part I shall wear 
my fine suit of crinfcon silk embroidered with gold, presented to 
me by the city of Lyons, — I shall then be superb.” This dress 
was, as he said, presented to him by the city of Lyons, on occa- 
sion of the Helvetic Consult a 0 in the month of January pre- 
ceding ; and to say the truth he had already worn it and made a 
most singular appearance in jt, which instantly' occurred to my 
recollection, when he talked of his fine suit , and I could not 
suppress a laugh ; he perceived it, for nothing escaped his 
observation ; and coming urp to me said* as he surveyed me with 
a half-angry and half-smiling air — “ What do you mean by that 
sarcastic smile, Maclame Junot ? you think, I suppose, that I 
shall not be as smart as all those handsome Englishmen and 
Russians, who look so sweet upon yofi and turti all your young 
heads. I am sure I am at least as agreeable as that English 
colonel — that dandy, who is said to be the handsomest man in 
England, and whom I can compare to nothing but the Prince of 
Coxcombs.” . 

This expression — a dandy, # was a favourite word with Iffctpo- 
leon for designating men who displej&ed him. In the present 
instance l^pifluded to a tall Englishman, called Colonel or 
Captain Matthews, and who passed for # a devourer of hearts — 
English ones be it observed. 1 could nojt avoid laughing still 
more heartily at this idea # df the First Consul and his pretensions 
to elegance and fashipn ; whereas he had at that time an utter 
antipathy to every thing that is called fashionable, and shoyved 
it in the most unqualified dislike of such young men as had the 
misfortune to pass in the world for agreeable and elegant. 
Soft speeches, graceful attitudes, and all other qualifications of 
a beau he treated with even more bitterness and contempt than 
he generally bestowed on the persons he most disliked. Madame 
Bonaparte presently afterwards made an observation in praise ofc 
M. de Flahaut, who, she said, possessed a variety of talents* • 
“ What are they? Sense? Bah ! who has not as much as he? 
— He sings well ! A noble talent for a soldier who must be 
always hoarse by profession. Ah ! he is a beau — that is what 
pleases you women. I see nothing so extraordinary in hifn^ 
he is just like a spider, with his eternal legs; his shape is quite 

# Godelureau. 
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^natural : to be well shaped Here his speech was 

faoken in upon, for, being at that time much given to laughing, 
I could not restrain a second fit; on seeing the First Consul 
look with complacency at his own 1 small legs (which like his 
whole person were then very shapely), covered with silk stockings, 
and a shoe sharp-pointed enough to have pierced the eye of a 
needle. He did not finish his sentence', but I am, certain he 
meant — “ to he well shaped<*his leg should be like that.” 

And yet no being could have less vanity than Napoleon ; he 
was neatness itself, and extremely particular in his dress, but 
made not the slightest claim to elegance. *For this reason, the 
movement which approached his hand to his leg, as he men- 
tioned the spider legs of M. de Flahaut, # set me laughing, by 
its naivete. He both saw and Jieard the laugh ; and (vhat ia 
more he understood it ; and coming towards me again said, 
H Well ! you little pest ! What do you find to laugh at ? So you 
must make game, in your turn, of my legs. They do not figure 
as well to your fancy in a country dance as those of your elegant 
friends. But a man may both sing- and dance without being 
a dandy. Let me ask yourself, Madame Jtmot, tell me if 
Talleyrand’s nephew is not a pleasing young man?” My 
answer was ready ; the person lie alluded to was Louis de 
Perigord, who, as 1 well as his brother and his sister, now Madame 
Justus de Noailies, had a large fortune ; he was then nineteen 
years of age, and already united to the acuteness of his uncle, a 
sound judgment, sprightly wit, polished manners, and the vivid 
resemblance of his father’s person ; the last is an eulogium of 
itself. 

Napoleon then addressing Josephine said, “ I desire you will 
be dazzling in jewellery and richly dressed; dojj^ou hear?** 
“ Yes,” replied Madariie Bonaparte, “and then you find fault, 
perhaps fall into ,a passion ; or, you erase my warrants of pay- 
ment from the margin of my bills?’ r t Aud she pouted like a 
little girl, but with the most perfect good-humour. Madame 
Bonaparte’s manners possessed, when she chose it, a seducing 
charm. Her graciousness might be too general, but, undeniably, 
she could be, when she chose, perfectly attractive and loveable. 
When the First Consul announced his will, regarding her toilet, 
she looked at him so prettily, walked towards him with such 
graceful sweetness, her whole manner breathing so evident a 
-desire to please, that he must have had a heart of stone who 

* This gentleman was subsequently one of the aides-de-camp of the Em- 
peror. 

$ This circumstance happened many times, I have myself seen two bills 
framed with the Emperor’s own hand ; one was for linen, the other for essences 
and perfumery. 

** You have yfcur own linendraper, Mademoiselle f Olive* said the Emperor, 
“ why try an unknown Warehouse. You must pay these hew fancies out of 
jour allowance * j* ■* 
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could resist hen Napoleon loved her ; drew* her closer to him, 
dftd embraced her. “ Certainly, my dear love, I sometimes 
cancel your warrants of payment, because you am occasionally 
so imposed upon, that I catmot take it upon my conscience to 
sanction such abuses \ but it is not, therefore, inconsistent to 
recommend you to be magnificent on occasions of parade. One 
interest n\ust be weighed against another, and I hold the 
balance equitably, though strictly, # Here, I will tell you a story, 
which will do wonders as a lesson, if you will but remember 
it. Listen too,” beckoning us to* draw near, “ listen too, you 
young giddy-pates,*and profit by it. 

“ There lived at Marseilles, a rich merchant, who received 
one morning, through the hands of a young man, of good family 
and fdttune, a letter strongly recommending the bearer to his 
notice: the merchant, after having read The letter, instead of 
either throwing it aside as waste paper, when he found that it 
covered one only of the four sides of the sBeet, tore it in two, 

E laced the written half in a leaf of his portfolio, and the other 
alf that would serve for writing a note? upon, into another port- 
folio, which already contained a number of ^imilar papers. 
Having attended to* this act of economy, he turned towards the 
young man, and invited him to dinner for that very day. The 
youth, accustomed to* a life of luxury* felt but little inclination 
to dine with a man apparently so mean. He accepted the invi- 
tation, however, and promised to return at four o'clock. But’ 
as he descended the narrow countinghouse staircase, his mind 
rapidly reverted to the observations he had made upon that 
small gloomy room, with the twcMong offices which led«to it, 
encumbered with dusty ledgers, and where a dozen young men 
were workjpg In melancholy silenced he then repented of his 
folly in accepting the invitation. € ‘ The duties of the toilet were 
discharged more for his own satisfaction than in compliment to 
the host who expected hflba ; and that done he proceeded to ffie 
banker’s house. On arriving there he desired to be conducted 
to the merchant’s lady. A numbed of valets in rich* liveries led 
him across a small garden, filled with rare plants, and after*con- 
ducting him through several .apartments sumptuously furnished, 
introduced him to a handsome drawing-room, where he found 
the banker, who presented him to his wife who was young and 
pretty, and elegantly attired : he himself was no longer the 
unattractive-looking personage his guest had seen in the mom^ 
ing, while the manners and conversation of fifteen or twenty 
visiters, who were assembled in the drawing-room, led to the 
inference that this house was one of the most refined in the city. 
The viands were excellent, the wines exquisite, the table covered 
with an abundance of massy silver plate ; in short, the young 
traveller was obliged mentally to admit, that he had never ]*¥»-- 
taken of more delicate fare, or seen a greater display of magnifi- 
cence ; and he was more than ever confounded upoi||||certailii3^ 
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from one of the persons near him, that the banker gave a simitar 
entertainment twice a week. While coffee was serving, he ruifii- 
nated on ail that he had witnessed. The banker observing his 
fit of abstraction, soon succeeded by drawing him into conver- 
sation, in finding oui the cause of his perplexity, and observed 
emphatically, “You are too young to understand how masses 
are formed, the true and only power ; 'whether cqraposed of 
money, water, or men, it i% all alike. . A mass is an immense 
centre of motion, but it must be begun — it must be kept up. 
Young man, the little bits of paper which excited your derision, 
this morning, are one among the many means I employ for 
attaining it.” r 

I was much struck afterwards" by this idea of masses as the 
foundation of power, so characteristic of Napoleon’s policy. 


CHAPTER LXXXIII. 

The First Consul the admiration of foreigners at Paris — Eagerness of foreigners 
to see Bonaparte— ;Bonaparte’«3 dislike of them — Princess with five or 
six husbands — The Duchess de Sagan, and the Duchess de Dino — The 
Prince de Rohan, and the pensioned husband — The Princess Dolgoroucki — 
Prince Galitzin — Lord and Lady Conyngham — Lord Whitworth, and the 
Duchess of Dorset — Lord Yarmouth — Prince Philip von Cobentzel — Ma- 
dame Demidoff— Napoleon desires me to show the objects of art to the dis- 
tinguished foreigners at Paris. 

The First Consul seiid v one day to Junot, “.You and your 
wife see a great many foreigners, do you not ?” Junot replied 
ifc the affirmative ; ana in truth, English and Russians, the latter 
especially, constituted the chief part qf our society. Junot had. 
just bought a country-house at Bi&vre, where we frequently had 
large parties; and the First Consul had given us for the baptismal 
gift, of my Josephine, the house in the Champs-Elysees, which 
enabled us to receive our guests with convenience, .and credit- 
ably to fulfil the duties of the pofet Junot occupied, as well as 
those to which he was bound, as the oldest friend and servant 
of that astonishing man on whom the. eyes of the whole world 
Wire at this time fixed. To such an extent was this admiration 
'f>f Napoleon carried, that it sometimes happened that English- 
men came to France only for a few hours; went to the parade, 
saw the fhrst Consul and returned to England. Junot enjoyed 
this triumph. I have sometimes seen a dinner interrupted for 
half an bodr, while the company listened with avidity to his ac* 
#olmt qf bis beloved General’s glorious early years. The ladies 
Itere not ^t>utd?one in furiosity respecting the previous life-0 Nar 
pdlednf ^ jf aslted Seven jmore questions than the min. We 
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had for neighbours in our new habitation a Russian family 
whose enthusiasm for the First Consul surpassed that of hitf; ‘ 
most ardent admirers. This was the family Diwoff ; the Countesa 
Diwoff*, in particular, had such an exclusive passion for hinti 
for his glory, for his moat trifling actions, tjmt Junot and I did 
not hesitate to admit her to the intimacy she demanded, and 
which the proximity of our respective residences increased ; so 
that I always found pleasure in spending an evening with my 
little sister, as she insisted on my calling her, though thirty 
years older than myself ; and the fnore so, *as her many parties 
included all the forqgners of distinction in Paris. 

One of Napoleon’s peculiarities, perhaps but little known,, 
was his extreme aversion, during the the Consulate and the first 
years of the Empire, for the society of foreigners, and of the 
Faubourg St. Germain; amohgst the travellers with whom 
France was then inundated, were a few whose names he held 
in consideration, and a very lftnited exception was made in their 
favour. He had generally some bitter remarks to make upon 
persons of notoriety, whose reputations* had preceded them in 
France. No one was more the object of these remarks than 
the Princess Louis de Rohan, alias Princess Troubetskoi , Du -• 
chess of Sagan, Duchess of Courland — I scarcely know by what 
name to call her, filled as the history of hes life is with di- 
vorces. Her beauty at this period could not be questioned ; 
but it was not a beauty to my taste. I may be deemed fasti- * 
dious, and I will plead guilty ; but I could never like those 
snowy charms, destitute of all animation — that swan-like trans- 
parent skin — those eyes, whose #hly expression was pride ; a 
pride for which it would be difficult *to assign a cause, unless 
it was intended as a compliment to the memory of her grandr 
father, Biron. I could discover no beauty in that neck, certainly 
fair, and dressed in the most. shining satin, but stiff, formal, ana 
devoid of feminine .grace*. This is an attraction, which, how- 
ever, she ought to have possessed, for she ruined herself in 
husbands — a singular* article to set down among the expenses 
of a pretty woman, but it was nevertheless true, A elausfe in 
the last marriage contract stjpulated that M. Louis de Rohan 
should have a pension of 60,000 francs, in case of a divorce 
demanded by the Princess ; but if the demand was made on 
his part, it was to be but 12,000. M. de Rohan, therefore, left 
matters to the will of Providence, or rather to the will of his^ 
wife, contenting himself with the enjoyment of present possess 
sion, and leaving her operations to her own choice, without 
disturbing himself about the future. Various strictures of the 
Princess of Rohan upon the court of the Tuileries, and espd* 
dally upon his sisters, had reached the First Consul, who^ la 
consequence, perhaps , concerned himself more with her than 
would otherwise have done. One evening he enlarged ujfhn 
the absurdity of founding pretensions on rank and riches^in a 
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country altogether republican, and where ail such distinctions 
were confounded in perfect equality. 

"Mr. Fox,” said he, "will always hold the first place in an 
assembly at the Tuileries, and Mrs. Fox would in France always 
take precedence of the Princess de Rohan, because the reputa* 
tion of her husband* is reflected upon her. As for Madame de 
Courland, as she is called, I really do,. not understand upon 
what high merit she founds her right to treat with "rudeness a 
people who do not desire hhr company, and are well versed in 
her genealogy.” 

This sally showed me the danger of injuring those who have 
not attacked us. There can be no doubt tliat the First Consul, 
desirous as he was of preserving with the young Emperor the 
friendly relations he had held with his father, would haye been 
particularly gracious towards a lady who was partly his subject, 
had not her own proceedings drawn his ill-will upon her. The 
airs of the Princes^ were especially ill-judged at a period when 
France, so great in herself, saw assembled within her bosom all 
the greatest and most illustrious denizens of England, Germany, 
Italy, and Russia. When the Prindess trespassed on the rules 
of politeness, which continually happened, the source of her 
high pretensions was naturally looked into, and her genealogy 
was found to be jjput of seventy years standing ; — sufficient, it is 
true, to confer nobility on a really illustrious extraction, but by 
no means adequate to support an hereditary title to arrogance. 

The Duchess of Courland, her mother, united with a haughty 
carriage considerable amenity of speech and manner, and pleased 
me qjuch. She had been beautiful — more so indeed than her 
eldest daughter. I was qot acquainted with her daughter, whom 
they called Eccelenza, but I think the beauty of the Duchess 
de Dino, the youngest daughter, incomparably preferable to her 
eldest sister’s ; there is more fire, more feeling, more intellectual 
vivacity in one of her black eyes, than in the whole person of 
Madame de Sagan; at the time I am speaking of; however, she 
was a child, and could not, center into rivalry with her sister. 
What an admirable picture is Gerard’s of the Duchess de Dino ! 
It is the most enchanting of the children of the desert. Her 
turban, her robe, the sky which surrounds her, all is in har- 
mony with the oriental character she assumes ; the picture, like 
all others from Gerard’s hand, is admirably poetic&i. 

Madame Dolgoroucki, of whom I have before spoken, had 
^the power of being extremely agreeable if she had had the in- 
clination, but this was unfortunately wanting. She found us 
more lenient in our judgment upon her than her own country- 
men, one of whom, Prince George Galitzin, declared a mortal 
qpmity against her* I have known few men so witty, but he 
was too satirical to be liked. Without absolute misanthropy he 
* was no friend to human nature, which was neither good nor 
amiable enough to please hip, but such characters as the Princess 
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Dolgoroucki he persecuted incessantly. The Prince was for 
eSter in chase of some of her absurdities, her pride, her literary 
pretensions, her passion for splendid attire; he drew admirably, 
and possessed the difficult art of making the most exact resent* 
blances in caricature, without disfiguring hm persons. 

Who does not remember with sensations of tenderness and 
pleasure the charming Pole, Madame Zamoiska. How at- 
tractive was her mild, amiable, aad inteliigenUcounfenance ! 
The sweetness of her disposition, the grace of her manners, and 
the symmetry of her figure ! Her husband, though colder in 
manner than is usual with the Poles, \^as agreeable and much 
liked in society. 

The lovely Lady Conyngham, 'since so celebrated in England, 
was then in the first bloom of that beauty which acquired such 
general and just admiration, thoagli I must confess that a coun- 
tenance so devoid of expression could never interest me. In 
contemplating the Venus de Medici, I kntfw that the almost 
divine vision before me is but a marble statue, and look for no 
smile responsive to mine; b*it in a living*and intellectual Being 
I have a right to expect something more than mere regularity ot 
feature — some emanation of mind? the face of the beautiful 
Marchioness, however* exhibited none. She was extremely 
elegant, dressed well, and carried her* solicitude for her com- 
plexion to the extent of saving it by spending the day in her bed, 
from which she rose only in time to prepare for a ball or other 
evening engagement. Lord Conynghatn was a striking contrast 
to his wife. The Duchess of Gordqn, who amongst her mascu- 
line language, often hit upon a wifty truism, once said of Bunt 
— “ Lord Conyngham ! Oh! He is a perfect comb — all teeth 
and back.” * * 

The English Ambassador, Lord Whitworth, appeared to have 
been selected by his government expressly for qualification# 
likely to prove 4isagreeabl<? to us. His fine figure and handsome 
face could not atone to French society for his haughtiness, in 
which his wife the Duchess of Dorset seconded him to admi|ft- 
tion. Their manners speedily rendered both so unpopular in the 
circles they frequented, that their stay at Paris must have been 
any thing but pleasant to themselves ; his lordship, however, 
knew it would not be of long duration. There were other En- 
glishmen in France of greater distinction, for originality at least, 
if for no superior attribute. Amongst these was Lord Yarmouth, ' 
now Marquw of Hertford, respecting whom a greater diversity 
of opinion was entertained as well by his own countrymen as 
ours ; but one qualification which he indisputably possessed, 
was a clearness and acuteness of intellect rarefy met with in the 
most subtle Venetian or Gascon. The faculties of Lord 
mouth’s minft are incomparably more penetrating than those of 
» his countrymen generally, whose capacities, however extensive, 
are for the m^st part slow of conception. * Young as he thin 
Madame JuVot— vol, i. 2 e 
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iwis, an indifferent opinion of his fellow-creatures was but too 
visibly imprinted on his features ; his countenance, his smite, 
expressed utter coldness, or a sardonic and cynical criticism of 
all that was passing around him. The world of fashion was not 
to his taste, and lte connected himself little with it ; but when 
induced to put on harness, as he termed it, he made himself 
perfectly agreeable to those with whom he associated. lie was 
passionately fond of gambling, and played nobly and generously. 
One of tne new comers, who was generally well received, was 
the Count Philip von Cobentzel, Imperial Ambassador to the 
French Republic. I never knew a man whose excellent sense 
• and judgment, courteous manners, and goodness of heart, were 
more perfectly in harmony with talents of the highest order, or 
in more absolute disparity withjiis countenance, and the whole 
exterior mam His person was less comic than his cousin’s, 
*wben the latter received couriers in black silk breeches and 
puffed hair — but scarcely less unique. In contrast to Count 
Louis’s slovenliness and perpetual action, Count Philip, a little 
man, was neatness and precision ' personified. Amongst his 
striking peculiarities, may be reckoned his %dl-tied queue, and 
his front hair carefully turhed up above ' the forehead, which 
gave him a perfect resemblance to the ace of spades, a nickname 
which was accordingly ‘imposed upon him: his dress always 
strictly suited to the season, of the make of Maria-Theresa’s 
court, and most incongruous with the fashions of the day; his 
clear shrill voice, like that of a good old active and gossiping 
woman; and the odd constraint of his gait, shuffling between 
the* quick pace, most natural and convenient to him, and the 
slow motion which he considered most becoming to an ambas- 
sador. With all these eccentricities, he was an excellent mun, 
of observant habits ahd retentive memory, and chatted freely and 
.^ery agreeably with jsuch persons as jleased him. • He was once 
^he subject of a humorous adventure. At 1 a ball at my house, 
about two o’clock in the nforning, the JDuchcss of Gordon took 
Cpunt Philip by the hand and led him down the whole length 
oi an English country-dance, at that time the favourite amuse- 
ment, ana introduced about four times at every ball. The 
Duchess bustled about not the less actively for her respectable 
rotundity, dragging after her the illustrious diplomatist, not in 
the habit of moving his slender legs with such impetuosity. 
The Count, who enjoyed a joke, but did not relish being its 
object, was conscious of the ludicrous spectacle which he was 

figuring; the unrestrained joviality of his p^tner, however, got 
the better of his vexation, and he good-humouredly attended 
her up and down the dance, making one of his formal bows 
‘whenever he asked her hand, acquitting himself on the whole 
With good grace, and laughing heartily afterwards at the mad 
prank in which the Duchess had made him share# The singular ' 
effect of a couple so oddly assorted, not only with each other, 
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but with the young and merry group amongst whom 
•fhixed, might well make an impression that time has notefikcw 
from my mind. . 

While passing, in review, the persons who in 1802 enlivened 
the society of Paris, I must not omit iny beloved friend Madame 
Detnidoff, who created a great sensation there by the luxury 
and splendour of her Establishment, which exceeded all thathaa 
yet been witnessed in Paris since the revolution* Hef husband* 
who was then a different being frpm when we last saw him oft 
his road to die in Italy, but neither more amusing, good- 
humoured, nor agreeable, gave fetes opd balls, as he afterwards 
did at Florence ; but in 1802, my amiable Elizabeth was pre- 
sent to do the honours of his liouse, and the fine saloons of the 
Hotel*de Praslin were contini^lly opened to a joyous multitude, 
happy not only in the gaiety ofShe scene, but in the charm so 
seldom experienced in such # crowded assemblies of a friendlf 
and kind reception. Madame Demidofftlid not, however, be- 
stow her affections indiscriminately ; it was not every one that 
she loved, but there was»a magic in hlr simplest word or look, 
which charmed 1 all ‘who approached her. • 

■ u I am very gla3 to see you/’ &iid she, in her soft Sweet voice*, 
smiling, and inclining her head with a grace peculiarly her own. 
And these simple words, addressecf to a stranger whom she 
saw, perhaps, for the second or third time, comprised all that 
the most cordial hospitality could offer; but when any one she 
loved, myself for example, approached, “ How happy I am to 
see you !” said she ; and the pressure of her hand and anima- 
tion of her countenance, plainly Spoke her sincerity. Madame 
Demidoff was not pretty, and yet sli£ was universally pleasing ; 
because she possessed charms which : are # superior even to beauty, 
unaffected grace, and suavity. Who, theft has seen her waltz, can 
forget her sylph-like movements; unequ^ledjn ease and supoje- 
ness, by any .other* pers<?rr I ever knew, except Madame Laile* 
mand. 1 have about two hundred lfeters from Madame Demidoffy 
in all of which may be traced that warmth of heart and strength 
of affection she bestowed on her friends, united with a playful 
but harmless wit. I have seen her in the most sorrowful periods 
of my life, and in moments of anguish, excited by her own suf- 
ferings, and always observed the same indifference to self, and 
the same devoted solicitude for her friends. And what would 
not those friends have done for her? She has often expe^ 
rieneed, that neither distance nor season could present ob* 
stacles to a heart that loved, and had the opportunity of obliging 
her. 

Her husband treated her with harshnesg. But the heart pf 
Elizabeth was formed to feel and return kindness; — affecticfnfHs 
a bond she could never have loosened. The world has pasi&d 
judgment between them, and, as usual, the world was mistaken ^ 
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because it hastens forward, unheeding the obscurity of the road, 
*tfd without waiting for daylight to guide its steps: but sHe 
Whose life was so disturbed, so grievously agitated, now reposes 
In peace on the marble pillow of her stately monument, the 
Urost magnificent in $he cernetry of Pijre la Chaise. 

During the visits of these distinguished foreigners in Paris, 
much attention was directed to the treasures of art i^ contained, 
as well afc to the specimens it afToidecLof the national industry 
and skill. I had hitherto from various causes, more particularly 
from my attendance upon my dear mother during her long illness, 
been prevented from becoming acquainted! with the extent of 
these splendid objects, and accoidmgly embraced eageily the 
opportunity now afforded me of making many excursions in the 
company of artists and scientific men, in older to gratify my 
taste for the arts. When the -‘First Consul heard of this, he 
((reproached me for not including our foreign visiters in the 
parties. " You areh the wife of the commandant of Paris, it 
would be an agreeable way of doing the honours of the city 
to show your friends that we are wo&th the trouble they take in 
visiting us. 
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